244

THE FAVORITE.

Argi, 18, 1874

remitting, that the knowledge that other young
men have mothers who love them, and are
their best friends, has no power to do more than
make them think what a glorious old fellow
thelr father must be, never to have let them
feel the want of theirs. Indeed, love for their
father is a religlon with these young men, who
even go the length of being jealous of each other
in vying for his affectlon in return. And with
Lorda Norham, the boys are everything. His
earldom might be wrested from him, Berwick
Castle burnt to the ground, his money sunk in
& West End theatre, the #Saturday Review»
might even stoop to take an interest in his
proceedings—yet give him his ¢ boys,’” and he
would be happy. For thelr sakes, he sows and
reaps and threshes out the corn, has horse-boxes
added to his stables, and a racquet-court built
upou his grounds ; the bedrooms heated by hot-
air pipes, and the drawing.room turned into a
smoking divan, They arg his one thought and
{nterest and pleasure—the theme that is for ever
on his tongue, with which he wearles every-
body but himself. He lives upon ¢the boys,”
wnd sleeps upon “the boys,” and eats and
drinks “the boys ;” and when he dies those
cabalistic words, *tihe boys,” will be fouund
engraven on his honest, loving heart.

He has just raised bis handkerchief to wipe
his face for about the twentieth time, when the
door is thrown open, and & ¢‘boy” enters,
There i no need for Lord Norham to turn round,
He knows the step — trust him for that — and
the beam that {illuminates his ocountenance
makes 1t look redder and shinier than before,

“Well, mny dear boy !’’ he commences, be-
fore the prodigy ean reach his side.

« Have youn seen this, dad ? ” replied Ceoil, as
he places the “ I'imes” advertisement sheet
upon the table.

He 18 a flne young fellow, just one year
younger thaa Eric, and, as his father puts on
his glasses $o read the paragraph to which he
points, he stands by his side and throws his arm
right aroanpd the old man’s neck in the most
charming and natural manner possible.

¢« Where, my dear boy, where?” demands
Lord Norham, ranning his eyes up and down
the page.

«There, dad— the top marriage. ¢« At St.
John's Church, Norwood, Philip Mordaunt, Esq.,
of Fen Court, Lelcestershire, Lieut.-Colonel in
H.M. Regt. 155th Royal Greens, to Irene, only
child of the late Thomas St, John, Esq., of
Brook 8ireet, W.” Don’t you know who that
is? Eric’s spoon, that he was 80 hot after last
season. He'll be awfully cut up when he reads
this, I know.”

« Eric’s spoon, dear boy!" exclaims Lord
Norbam, who is quite at a loss to understand
the mysterious allusion,

«Yes ! —the woman he was spooney on, I
mean, Why, every one thought it was & settled
thing, for he was always at the house. But I
suppose she wouldn’t have him—which quite
aocounts for the poor fellow’s dumps all last au-
tumn. FEric was awfully aslow you know, father
—he didn't seem to oare for hunting or shoot-
ing, or doing anything in company. I said at
the time I was sure the girl had jilted him;
and so she has, plain enough.”

« My dear boy, this is & perfect revelation to
me!” exclaims Lord Norham, pushing his
glasses on to his forehead, and wheeling round
his chair to confront his son. “Ericin love! I
had not the least idea of it.”

»w Hadn't you? He wasa olose enough with us,
of course; but I made sure he would have told
you, Oh, these things must happen, you know,
dad ; there’s no help for them.”

« And this girl — this Miss St, John, or who.
ever ahe is—refused your brother, you say "

«#No, 1 didn’t say that, father. I know
nothing for certain—it was only supposition on
my part; but, putting this and that together, it
looks like it—doesn’t it now ?”

Cecil is smiling with the oarelessness of youth
to pain; but Lord Norham is looking grave —
his heart wreiched at the idea of one of his
cherished ¢ boys ” having been so slighted. It
is true that he has heard nothing of this little
episode in Eric's life ; for when he goesup to town
& Vvery rare oocourrence, he seldom stays for
more than & few weeks at a time, and never
mixes in any lighter dissipation than an even.
ing in the House to hear some of his old friends
speak (Lord Norham was for many years a
member of Parliament himself), or a heavy
political dinner where ne ladies are admitted.

It is all news to him, and very unpleasant
news. It enables him to account for several
things in Eric’s bebaviour which have puzsted
bim before; but it shooks him tothink that his
boy should have been suffering, and suffering
alone—shocks bhim almost as much as though
he bad been his mother instead of his father
—and all his thoughts go out immediately
10 the best means of conveying him com fort.

«“Ceoll, my deari’” (the old man oconstantly
makes strangers amile to hear him addreas these
stalwart young men, with beards upon their
chinas, as though they were still children) ¢ don't
say anything about this to your brother, will
you? He will hear it fast enough: il news
travels apace.”

«Oh! he’s seen it, father : at least, I expect
he's seen it, for he was studying the paper for an
bhour before I got it. I only took it up when he
1aid 1t down.”

« And where is he now?” demands Lord
Norham, quickly. It would be exaggeration
perhaps to assert that he has immediate visions
of his beloved Eric sticking head downwards in
ihe muddiest part of the lake, but bhad his
imagination thus run riot, he oould scaroely
have asked the question with more anxiety.

«In his room, I think; I haven’t seen him

since. By-the-way, dad, I shall run up to town
again to-morrow. Eric says he has had enough of
1t; but Muiraven and I have engagements three
weeks deep. Youcan’t be up again this season,
I suppose 7"

« I don’t think so, dear boy, unless it should
be for a week before the House breaks up. And
80 Erio is not going back again, though it must
be very dull for him here, I am afraid.”

4 Precious slow, isn’t it, now the Robertsons
are gone *

#You'll stay with them, I suppose, Cecil?”

# Woell, I don't think 8so. They’ve asked me,
but I'q rather put up with Bob. It's all very
well being engaged, you know, father, when you
are sitting on a sofa together in a room by your-
selves; but it takes all the gilt off the ginger-
bread for me 10 be trotted out before a few
friends as Harriet’s «“ young man,” Bliss is only
procurable insolitude or a crowd. Besides a
nine o'clock break(ast and no latch.key, doesn't
agree with my notions of the season.”

« It ought to agree with your notions of being
engaged, you young rip!” says his father,
laughing. .

# No, it doesn’t! No woman shall ever keep
me in leading strings, married or single. I mean
to have my liberty all my life. And if Harriet
doesn’t like it, why, she may lump it, or take
up with some one else, that’s what I tell
her,”

«The principles of the nineteenth:century ! ”
ories Lord Norbam. ¢ Waell, I think she'd be a
fool to change you, Cecil, whatever conditions
you may choose to make.”

« Of oourse you think so, dad. However, if
my lady wants to keep me in town this weather,
she’ll have t0 make herself very agreeable.
Perfect sin to leave this place for bricks and
mortar, isn’t it ?”

« It seems & pity ; just as the hay {s coming
on, too. I shall persuade Eric to ride over to
the moors with me, and see what the grouse
prospects are looking like this year.”

« Yes! do, father. That'll stir up the poor old
boy, Hallo! there’s Muiraven beckoning to
me across the lawn. We're going to blood the
bay filly. She’s been looking very queer the
last few daye. Hope it’8 not glanders. All
right ! ” with a shout; ¢ [’ll come!” and leap-
ing through the open window, Lord Norham’s
youngest hope joins his brother, whilst the old
man gazes after his sons uantil they disappear,
with eyes overbrimming with proud aftec-
tion.

Then he rises and goes in search of his stricken
Eric, with much the same sort of feeling with
which &« woman rushes to the side of a beloved
daughter as soon as she hears she is in trou-
ble.

Eric is in his bedroom—a large handsome
apartment, facing the park—and he is sitting at
the tollet-table without any apparent design,
gazing at the thiok follage below, and the fallow
deer that are clustered on the grass beneath
it.

He jumps up as soon a8 his father enters,
however, and begins to whistle loudly, and to
ran his fingers through his hair before the glass,
as though his sole object in going there had been
to beautify himself.

« Well, dad !’ he says cheerfully.

« Well, my dear boy,” replies Lord Norham,
with a vain attempt to conoceal his anxiety;
« what are you going to do with yourself this fine
morning * 7

« I'm sure I don’t know. Ride, I suppose, or
read, or yawn the time away, Where are the
others?”

«Gone to the stables to physic the bay filly.
Have you seen the papers, Eric ?

A slight change passes over his countenance
~just a quiver of the musoles, nothing more :
but the father’s eye detects it.

« Yes, thanks !—oh, yes! I’ve seen them!
No news, as usual. There never is any news
now-a-days.”

« Have you seen the ¢ Times,” my dear

«What ! the advertisement sheet—the mar-
riages 7"

s Yes : why do you ask me ?”

« Because I thought—I imagined —there was
an announoement there that would interest you
—that would be news : in fact, bad news,”

% Who said s0?” demands Erie Kelr, turning
round 1o confront his father. He is very pale,
and there is & hard look about the lines of his
face which wasnot there yesterday; otherwise,
be seems himself and quite oollected.

But Lord Norham will not betray Ceoll: he
never sets one child agalnst the other by lettt

him suppose that his brothers speak of him be-
hind his back : that is one reason why the
young men are mutually so fond of one another
and of him,

«] imagined so, my dear boy, that’s all.
Your little penchant of last season was no seoret,
you know, and reading whatI do to-day, I natur.
ally thought e’

« Your are speaking of Miss St. John's mar-
riage, father, I suppose. But why should that
cut me up? We were very good friends before
her mother died, and all that sort of thing,
| 3

# But nothing more { You didn't care for her,
Eric ?”

« My dear old dad, you are not going to advo-
cate my caring for another man’s wife, are you ?
Ofoourse I liked hér—every one liked her: she
was awfully pretty and jolly, and distingué
looking ; and if she’s only half as nice as Mrs.
Mordaunt as she was as Miss 8t. John, I shall
say that—that—Mordannt, whoever he may be

18 & very luoky fellow.” And here Eric whistles
more ferociously than before.

¢ It 1s such a relief to hear you speak in this
stratn about it, my dear boy,” replies Lord Nor.
ham, who has seated himself in an armchair
by the open window ; « do you know, Eric, from
the rumors that have reached me, I was almost
afraid—almost afraid you know, my dear, that
you might have been led on to propose in that
quarter, You didn’t propose to her, did you,
Eric?”

« No, dad! I didn’t propose {0 her!” replies
the young mau, stoutly,

“Then why did you break off the intimacy so
suddenly? You used to be very intimate in-
deed with the St, Johns last season.”

« What a jolly old inquisitor you would have
made, father, and how you would have enjoyed
putting the thumb.screw on a tellow. Why did
I break off the intimacy so suddenly ?—well, I
didn’t break it off. Mrs. St. John thought I was
there too often, and told me so, and 1 sheered
off in consequence., Afterwards they went
abroad, and the poor old lady died, and I have
not seen the young once since. That's the
whole truth.”

« And you didn’t like the girl well enough to
marry her, then?”

A cloud, palpable, to the dallest eye, obscures
for & moment all the forced galety of his ex-
pression. . .

« My dear father ! I don’t want {0 marry any
one.”

«That is what puzzles “me, Eric. Why
shouldn’t yon want 1t ? ”

« There isa lot of time, isn’t there ? You don’t
expect a fellow to tie himself down for life at
five-and-twenty 7 ”

« No: but it is unnatural for a young man to
avoid female soclety as youdo. It can’t be be-
cause you dislike it, my dear boy.”

¢« I have no particular taste for it.”

« But why ?they don’t snab you, do they * I
should think you could do pretty much as you
liked with the women, eh, Eric?” with &
glance of pride that speaks volumes,

# 1 never try, dad. I am very happy as I

am." -
« My dear boy ! that is what convinces me
that there is something more the matter than
you choose to confess. If everything was right,
you would not be happy as you are. Look at
your brothers ! Here’s Cecil engaged already.”

« Poor devil ! ” interpolates Eric.

« And Mulraven doing his best to be 80 ; al-
though I doun’t think he’s quite such a favorite
with the girls as his brother. I'm sure I don’t
know why, or what they can possibly waat
more, for you would soarcely meet a finer young
man from here to John O’Groat’s than Muira-
ven is.”

Eric, recalling Muiraven’s thiockset figure,
round, rosy face (he takes after the earl), and
reddish hair, cannot forbear smiling.

« He’s an out-and.out good fellow, dad, but
he's no beauty.”

« He's & different style to yourself, I allow ;
but he's a very good looking young man. How-
ever, that doesn’t alter ociroumstances. If he
doesn’t marry, it is all the more incumbent on
you to think of do.ng so0.”

« I shall never marry, father,” says Eric, un-
easily; « you must put that idea out of your
head at once.”

« There, again, that’s unnatural, and there
must be a reason for it. You are graver, too,
than your years, Erio, and you often have fits
of despondency ; and I have thought, my dear
(youw'll forgive your old father for mentioning
it), that you must have enocountered some little
disappointment early in life, say in your col.
lege days, which has had a great effect upon
your character. Am I right t”

« How closely you must have waiched me,”
replies the son, evasively.

¢ Whom have I in the world to interest me
exoept you and your brothers ? You are part of
myself, my dear boy. Your pleasures are my
pleasures, and your griefs become my grilefs,
1 bave passed many a restless night thinking
of you, Eric !”

¢« Dear old dad ! ” says Erigc, laying his hand
on his father’s shoulder, and looking him affec-
tionately in the face, I am not worth so much
trouble on your part—indeed I am not.”

* Oh! now I feel inclined to quarrel with
you,” says Lord Norham ; ¢ the idea of your
talking such nensense ! Why, chiid, if it were
for no other reason, it would be for this, that
every time you look at me as you did just now,
your sweet mother seems to rise from her grave
and gaze at me through your eyes, Ah! my
poor Grace! if she had lived, her boys would
have had some one to whom they felt they

ng, | could open their hearts, instead of closing them

up and bearing their troubles by themselves.”
# Father, don’t say that!” exclalms Erio,
earnestly. “ If I had had twenty mothers, I
coulda’t have confilded in them more than I do
in yon, nor loved them more. But you are too
good for me, and expect too great things of me,
and Ishall end by being adisappolntment, after
all, That is my fear.”
¢ I oan never be disappointed whilst you and
your brothers are happy; but howecanl remedy
an evil of which I must not hear ¢ ”
# You will harp on that idea of my having
oome to grief,” says Erio, testlly.
+ Because I believe it to be true. I would
:e:e:'t try ‘l: {:oe your oconfidence, dear boy ;
o woul & great oomfort
had no secrets from me.” Yo kaow you
The young man has & struggle with L
ﬂu:h‘:'s, ﬁ then runs on hu“rgigedly : _lmult,
. ell, then, if it will give you an
I will tell you. I have hnfl a t.ryouble gfl::xeeukui:i
you mention, and I find it hard to throw it off,
and I should very much like to leave England
again for & short time. Perhape, after all, it is

e

better you should know the truth, father, and
then you will be able to account for the restleas-
ness of my disposition.”

« My poor boy ! ” says Lord Norham, abstiract-
edly. But Eric doesn’t care about being pitied-

“ What about the travelling, dad ? CharleY
Holmes i8 going lu for his country next election,
and wants me (o ran over to America with him
for & spell first, It’s nothing of & journey now«
a-days, and I could come back whenever you
wanted me. Shall Isay I'llgo?”

« Go, my dear ? Yes, of course, if it'll givé
you any pleasure ; only take care of yourselfy
and come back cured.'

¢« No fear of that,” he replies, laughing ; * i8
fact, it's all done already. We can’t go through
life without any scratches, father.”

« No, my boy, no ! and they’re necessary, 00
—they’re necessary. Make what arrangements
you like about America, Eric; fix your own
time and your own destination, only make upP
your mind to enjoy yourself, and to come baock
oured, my boy—to come back cured.”

Lord Norham is about to leawe the room as hé
chuckles over the last words, but suddenly bé
tarns and comes back

¢ I have suffered, my dear,™ he says, gently i
¢« I know what it is.”

The young man grasps the hand extended;
squeezes it as though it were in a vioe,
walks away to the open window.

His tather pats him softly on the back, passes
his hand once fondly over his hair, and leaves
him to himself. And thie is the parent from
whom be hes concealed the darkest secret of
his life !

« Oh, {£ I could but tell him !” groans Erio:
« ir I only could make up my mind to tell him,
how maeh happier I should be. Irene ! Irene
you have doubled the gulf between us ! ”

He does not weep; he has grown too old fof
tears : but ho stands at the window, suffering
the tortures of hell, until the loud olanging of
the luncheou-bell deaws him back unwiliingly
into the world agatn.

L » . . .

(To be continued.)

« ‘8HORT COURTSHIPS.

FROM A LADY’S SCRAP.BOOK.

Years ago I was an earuest advovate of ahort
courtships; but since then, having seen moré®
of the world, bave changed my opinion, &
now think that, in the majority of cases, the
longer the courtship the more happiness
fall to the lot of the parties concerned.

It i8 a singular fact that a man generally -
quires very different qualities in & wife
those he admires in a sweetheart. While #
lover, he expected to see his future wife nestly
and stylishly dressed whenever he choosed $
eall, either morning or evening; and the girl
busied her little brain all day in efforts to pl "
his taste. 1f he left town tfor a few days P
sent letters full of aweet nothings that filled
soul with joy. Then came delightful ram
in the garden, park, or fields, and hours spent
charming téte-a-téte indoors, when the two of
saw not one bu: eaoh other in their world
love. Alas, thatsuch bliss must ever be bo
pelled! Time brought preparations for ¥
approaching wedding, for this devoted be
imagined that their happiness could never 8
compiete until the hymeneal knot was tied- oy
the wedding and honeymoon were soon O ob
and the parties settled into the matter-of
part of life, The bride knows nothing of M“",
keoping. Since her school days she has 0'1:;’
her time in studying the tastes of her 1 e
which certainly seemed to incline towards &%
and sentimentality. Now, alas | she dll“;::
that his stomach demands food of the
quality, and because she knows not how @ D
to his palate, his love seems to be ger
While he is vainly trying to appease hﬂ“w
with badly cooked food, little does he sPPFoT g
the sweet nousense aud hoaied words 'n
used to be %o satiafying to his sentimor™
nature. p‘gt

Ab, men are 8o unreasonsble! They eXPy
to find every quality of excelience in the 3
they marry, yet have not penetration sufft JobY
to choose the most worthy, Toshlinein both
to exhibit every teminine uooompluhmﬂ" re-
at home and abroad, are duties which ‘M:bl‘
quire in the woman they marry; sod ple
have they to give in return ? It seems lml"’:m
that those delicate attentions which charad bend-
the lover should be withdrawn by the hus '
The other day, when I heard & BO oasant
demanding his dinner in nov the most P-08 T,
tone, I thought, « Can it be possible “f‘ de-
ever played the ardent lover io that palé, The
jeoted woman whom he calls his wife 4
lover who could scarcely tear himselt ‘%vo'
his sweetbeart, is the same man who now ays
his wife to spend her evenings as best she Bow
while ho passes the hours elsewhere. AD, and
s00n men forget the solemn vow 1o love *
cherish till death! And how many WO
regret that the charming delusions of cOur's '
were ever exchanged for the unpleass’

realities of marriage.




