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CRITIC.

“Then you are at howme, Lva, and you are neithor ill nor buasy !”
exclaimed Camilla Dunford, in an oggrieved tone, as sho camo into Mrs.
Penley's room and found it tonanted solely by Mrs, Ponloy's pretty daughtor.
1 expected to find you in bed, and all tho household weeping -ound you,
you spoiled child —or clso stitching your hardest for some bazias or other.”

Eva, who had beon standing near the bay-window, peoping turough the
curtains, cama out of their folds to greet her visitor, but wout back to them
as soon as she had said, half-pettishly :

“ What nonsense, Cam! Cannot ono spond a morning quietly at hume
without a fuss Leing made 1"

« 1 am not going to wake a fuss over you, 80 bo pacified ; only, if staying
indoors in the lovelicst of woather is so very epjoyable, you may as well lot
mo share your epjoyment. Does it cousist of peeping out, unsced yourself,
at the more commonplaco folk who aro making the most of the sunshine?”

* Nonsense,” said Eva, again. * I stayed at home because—well, becauso
1 did not want to go out.”

“ A very convincing reason. Havo you been studying ¢ Mills on Logic t’
Quorv the second : Why di? you not want o go out? Ever since our two
families have been rusticating at Shellsea, you have been the first to suggest
" strolls on the beach, walks along tho cliffs, and rambles to every point of

interest within ton miles of this fishy hitle town. And,if I am not
mistaken, it was you who planned tho visit to that old abbey from which—
just as we wero all roady to start—you excused yoursolf, no one knows why."

“ Rut, dear Camilla, you and your sisters could have gone without we."

“ But, dear Eva,” was promptly retorted, it was not a question of what
I and my sistera could do, but what my brother would do. You know,
without my telling you, that Phil would not caro to go to the ebbey if you
wero not of the party.”

« 1 am sorry ; I did not intend lo spoil your pleasure. The truth was—
thst is to say, tho truth is——I--I--""

But this one particular truth was not easily told ;and the young lady, in
much embsrrassment, was making another effort to explain herself, whon the
latch of a gate clicked on the other side of the road. The sound was
distinetly audible, for the window, veiled with gay floworing plants, was wide
open ; snd, simplo though it was, the circumstances seemed to have an
electrical offect on Eva Penloy, for sho blushed, stammered, and, suddenly
becomiug silent, resumed her watch at her post of observation.

« Tg there anything 10 bo soon 1" demanded the straightforward Camilla.
« It 8o, let mo have a look at it as well as you.”

« Qh, hush, pray !" her friond entrested. *° Remomber that the window
is opon, and don't speak so loud ! Ho—snmeone—might hear you."

“JHo? Do you mean my brother? But hil did not cowe with me.
No, Do ; instead of cooling his heels in the garden till your ladyship
doigned to bo gracious and show yourself, he has—very wisely, I think—
sccepted tho offer of some young fellows he kuows, and gone out for a gail."
« Yos 1" said Eva, abscntly, her eyes fixed on tho opposite side of the
road. * I daresay he will find it very ploasant.”

“ No, you don't," cried the provoked Camilla, giving her a little shako.
« Contrary creature that you are!  You know, or onght to guess, that Phil
has gone off sulky and dissatisfied. \Why are you treating him so oddly?
Is it possible that after giving him so much encouragement, you have
suddenly discovered that you do not like him well enough to join hands and
go through life as his partner 7 Or has he contrived to offond yout”

“ (ortainly not. I have had no quarrel with your brother,” declared
Eva. “ We are the best of {riends.”

Why did sho lay so much emphasis on the last word 10 this seotenco 1

Cawilla was absut to iusist ou further explanation, when she was silonced
with another * hush ! and Eva beckoned hor friend to draw nearor.

* Do you sec him 1" she whispered.

Camilla stood op tip-too to peep over her shouider. In her care not to
bo detected, Eva was holdivg tho folds of the curtains so closely together
that it was only throngh a very narnow slit that a glimpso of the outer
world was to be obtained.

“ Yes, | suppogo I sco him.  You wean that lad with a barrow, don't
you? Hois taking home baskete of clean clothes. Is ho one of your
proteqies

«How ridiculous " mutt-red Eva. * Of course 1 did not mean that
awkward boy. Look across the road at the porch of Mrs. Dobbin«' villa.”

“ Ah!yes; that lovely clematis. Istopped the other day to teil her 1
quite onvicd her, but the solfish old thing did not offer me a bunch of the
flowors.”

* Isn't it tho clomatis 1" she wont on, when Lva shook her head angrily.
« But you canpot possibly mean the man just coming out of the porch.with
a bathing towol over his shoulder—tho lodger? What can you sve 1n that
insignificant-locking fellow 17

* Dear Cam,” was tho whispered roply, * he 1 here wcoynto—ho 13 a
nobleman, an carl. Don' smile in that incredulous rianner, for it is quite
—quito true 1"

“ And if it is—what then %" rotorted Miss Dunford. ** Mo is neton our
visitinglist. But, I beg your pardon,” and sho retroated from the window,
“ ho may ho on yours. 1 saw his upward glance as kie passed by.”

« T have never spoken to him !” cried Eva, vchemontly, * and hoe cannot
havo an idea that I fool any intorest in him, for 1 bave been most prudont,
most cautious.”

“Then you do feol an intercst in him. This is news for Phil, isn't it?
~—dolightfal news "

Eva drow herself up.

“If you cnoose lo be wischisvous, you can ropest to your brother

what I have eaid ; but in justico to me, please add that 1 have oo wuch
conlnn?'n-sonso to fancy I should ever be sought in marriage by a peer of the
realw,

1 do not believo that he is an earl,” said Camilla, dogmatically, ‘¢ Men
of rank do not tako apartments in littio cight roomed villss in obscuro seaside
towns like Shellesa, They go to hotols at Brighton or Scarborough.”

“In ordinary cases, yos ; but this is not an ordinary caso. He—tho earl,
I moan, has beon fesling overwrought with the business of the House, and
has come down hero to bo quiet and take a thorough rest.”

“ Couldn’t ho have had that at his own castle t I suppose he has one or
two somewheroabout. Or gono on a voysge in his yacht; varla always
have yachte, don't they §  Or taken a tour, or done something moro lordly
than lodging at Mrs. Dobbine’, and regaling on tho groasy mutton chops and
tough steaks sho sots before her victims! We ronted her rooms three
seasons ago, 8o I speak from experience.”
. “Yorhaps,” said Lva, * the carl is too much absorbed in matters of more
importance to take noticn of petlty discomforts. Mrs. Dobbins told our
landlady last evoning that he leaves everything to her.”

* What a nico little bill he will have at the end of the week,” murr.ured
Cumilla, but hor frioud went on witbout noticing the interruption.

 Ho told hor his stay was uncertain ; he might be recalled to town at
apy moment, for an eventful crisis was at hand, and he would have to tike
tho reins  But then he stopped, as if ho folt that he was saying too much.
Ho writes and receives an immense number of lottors.”

* Bah ! ho is only some foreign conspirator ; a Fenian or Nibilist, or some
other dreadful creature from the continent. Mrs. Dobbins must take care
he doesn’t blow her up.” '

“ My dear Camills, he is an English nobleman ; how can you imputs
such shocking things to him 7"
4 But how do you kuow he is an earl 1" asked Miss Dunford, iucredu.
lously. ¢ Hus he given Mrs. Dobbins any roferences? No ! I thought not.”

_“Indeed ho did ! Ho reforred hor to his banker ; and mors than that, he
paid in advance for his rooms, telling her frankly thal, to onable him to
avoid receiving or returning vieits, ho should call himself Mr. Smith. You [
know Camilla, they all resort to the same plan. Even tho Queen fravols f§
under another name, and prefers to be known simply as the Countess of
Rothesay. '

 He does not look like an carl,” Camilla porsisted. 5

¢ Ho has his titlo printed on his cards,” Eva told her. “Iknow thisi: ¥
truo, for Mrs. Dobbins found his card case on the table one morning, and B
peeped into it.” '

“ Well,” queried Miss Dunford, looking steadily at her friend, ‘¢ wo will 48
suppose that he is an Eoglish nobleman ; but if 8o, whatis hetous? W N
do not want to make the acquaintance of & man who is not in the some 8
position as ourselves,”

‘ Perhaps not ; but it is tho first timo we have coma in contact with «
peer of the realm—" :
“ And it flatters our vanity to see that ho admires us-—oh, IEva?l Howx |
very much gratified my brother will be when ho knows that you broke faith
with us aud spoiled our morning that you might standat your window sod
exchango glances with Mrs. Dobbins' lodger."”

The blood rushed inte Jiva's cheoks.

“ You spoak as 1 had given Mr. Philip Dunford a nght to dictato to me™

“ So you have morally, for you have accepted attentions which Dhil
would not have paid had he suspectod that you were a flirt.”

; You aro impertinent, Camills, and unjust. I refuse to bo lectured by
you."

_“ That is tantamount to saying, go away and leave me to dream of my cxdl’
said Miss Dunford, rising. “Icwndoso  Whou you are the poeross of
this mysterious peer we will reoow our intimacy—till thon, adieu, Mia
Penley. My compliments to your mamma.”

Eva cried with vexation whon hor hot-tempered friend hsd departed, ad
debated ruofully whether Philip would take thesame view of her condett
as his sister was doing,.

She did not want to lose her lover, for Phil Dunford was a manlj,
cnergetic young follow, with cxcellent prospects ; and Mrs. Ponley, ®b
was in bad healtb, had said moro than once that she should bo content b
icave her child in such good handa; but it was no use attempling to detj
it, Eva was immensoly fattered by the admiring glances cast upon heér bybs
opposite neighbour.

It was true that thay had not spoken, but Mrs. Dobbins had betrsyel
that he had made several inquiries respectivg the young lady with ikt
magnificent auburn hair ; and only tho provious ovening, when the wil
tore from her hands tho papors sho was carrying, the carl, thon smokicg 1
cigar in the porch, had vaulted ovor the low palings snd restored them b
her with n smile and a bow that had haunted ber over since.

* Whero are your young friends ?” asked Mrs. Donloy, when 2 conpt
of days chipsed and sho missed the intorchango of notesand visits, and sis
that her daughter looked pale and dispirited. *¢ Is anything amies ¥

“Not much, mamma,” and Eva apoko ns cheerfully as she coid
* Cawmilla and I have had a wranglo, that is alL.”

“ And Philip? Ho has not bueen hore sinco last Monday.”

* 1 supposo ho is waiting till I oxpress my ponitenco and ask o b
forgiven. Don't worty yoursolf mamma, I am quite content with i3
society.”

““You are losing your color, my love, and your_ spirits,” roplied Na
Ponley, anxiously. * I cannot have you ponned in-doors so closely.”

“1 drove with you yestsrday,” sho was reminded.

“ But that is not cnough. Iemomber what long walks you haveba’

in tho habit of taking. You must go out this afternoon. 1 sm quite ¥4
onough to spato you for & couple of hours or longer,”




