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The Only Son.

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER,

‘i?:’- Harcourt sat aline in his study.—The walls were crowded
ook cases filled with the massy tomes of the law ; his table
wh Covered with papers of importance; and a pile of notes,
ith had just heen paid him by a client, lay close by his elbow,
“.,;. Wﬂtly\‘amp that hung above his head threw its light full on
Yok ::‘PPCP part of his face, bringing the massy brow out into bold
)
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y and giving additional sternness to his cold and inflexible
“I"e" All at once he rang tha bell.
fra the mastor James arrived 7" he said eharply, when the
cant entered.
g ©8, sir.’
Y, °W himin, then.
l““ A fow minutes the door of the study opened again, and the
o CT'8 only son wtood in the presence of his father. He was &
of seventeen, fair and manly to gaze upon, but with that
b‘“;’f digsipation in his countenance which mars even the nobleat
! R, An exprossion of feminine softness and irresolution in
m"“. contradicted the proud sellwilled glance of his dark,
Whe) & ©50.  He seemed. indeed to judge from his lovks, to be
'&’ a creature of impulees.
h,‘h;y)jou have been in another scrape, sir;' sauid the old man
*yy" Youth bowed his head and bit his lips,
v.")cﬂst me four hundred dollars to pay for the carriage that
.\ﬂht"’ken, and the horses foundered in your drunken frolic.
! haye you to say to that, sir?
ﬂu‘w?oung man’s eye wandered irresolutely around the room,
NN’: U daring to mest his father's face. Nor did he make any
Y.
MMHQW long is this to last 7’ said his parent, in a more angry
Yop .. Have [ not told you, again and agnia, that T will dieawn
N“'(:f these things went onq You are a disgrace, sir, to me—a
Yoy :)::ly name. Jhapk God your mother did not live to see
up I’
h“u.: Youth hnd been evidently nerving himself to bear his
t “' Tebuke, with as much indifference and coolness as possible;
lw{, the mention of his mother’s, name his lip quivered and be
“iﬁ‘h"ﬂy his head to hide the tears that gathered in his eyes.
beg 1Tt #orn, irritating old man known how to follow up the
V.,‘ ® had struck, his son might have yet been saved; but he
Fore, Ard, sorrect man, unaccoustomed to make ullowances for
Wy 4. "0 of charaoter, and he resvlved to drive his son into
Yo te by the strong arm of parental authority.
L) turn away to laugh, you rascsl, do you ? said ha en-
'h‘“\.e .' You believe, because you are my only child, 1 will not
Wyt you,  But I would cast you off if you were ten times
W, ?l‘.h &nd I made up my mind to-day to teil you at once, to
‘“‘it- ®re is a pile of notes—five hundred dollars—1 believe;
M 'B&“id to.morrow I will make it a thoneaud, before you do.
taof. -, Femember, this is the last night you shall spend under
:w‘lm;;:-h" last cent of my money you shall ever touch.’

3 hig . Pi® mother was alluded to, the youth had almust made
,“Q p,m'}d ta step forward, ask pardon for sll his evil courses,
Yoy JT0mine sulemnly hereafler to live & life of strict propriety :

‘“hyem '2rp and angry tone in which Mr. Harcourt pursusd the
ey tion, and the words of banishment with whieh it elosed
o make him irresolute. He colored, tarned pale, and

parted his lips as if about to epeak; then he clasped his hands

half in supplication ; but the cold, contemptuous look of his father

checked him and he remained silent—The angry flush, however,
rosc again to his cheek, and became fixed there.

*Not & word, sit,’ said the father. * It is too late for pleading
now. Don't be both a blackguard and a coward. I told you if
you ever got into such a discreditable difficulty I would disown
you.—But the warning did no goed. You must reap as you have
sown? Will yoa go ?”

The youth seemed again about to speak ; but his words choked
him. The epirit of the son, as well as that of the father, was "
roused. He felt that the punishment was disproportioned to the
offence, even great as it had been.  He took the notes which his
parent held odt to him, crampled them hastily together, and fling-
ing them scornfully back, turned and left the room. The next
inatant the atrcet door closed with a heavy clang.

¢ He has not gone, surely 1* said the father, startled for a mo.
ment. But his brow darkened as his eye fell en the notes, ¢ Yet
let him go, the graceless villain—he is hereafter no son of mine.—

grace to your name. Did T not do my duty to him 7’
Ay! old man, that is the question — Did you de your duty to
him ! Were you not harsh when you should have been lenient—

careless of what kind of associates he consorted with—and when

him by threats when you should have drawn him by the gentle
cords of love? Look into your own heart and see if you atre not
just as unreasonable as your son. Can a character be refuormed in
a day 7 Your profession should have taught you better, old man.
Bat the boy has gone from your roof furever, for welt he knows
how inflexible ia your stern, sclf.righteous heart; end, indeed,
with a portion of your own pride, he would sooner out off his
right arm than solicit or accept your aid. Yes! take up that
mass of complicated papers and endeavor to forget the past scene
in its abrorbing details: but yours must be a heart of adamant
if, in deepite of your oft repeated reasonings, you can justify your
harshness to it. © Remember the werds you have uitered. They
may u’pply to more than ono—! A¢ yok have down o shall you
reap ! ) S
James Harcourt went forth from his father's house in utter
despair. ‘
of the interview, and he had met his stern parent’s majcdiction
with bitter defiance ; bat whenthe door-had clused upon him; and
he tarned to take a last look up at the window which was once
hie mother's, the tears gushed sgain into his eycs, and covering
his face with his hands he sat down on a neighboring step and
sobbed convulsively. ‘Oh, if she had been living,’ he eaid, ¢ it would
never have coms to this. She would not have left me to form
associations with those who wished (o make a prey of me—she
wounld not have galled me by stern and often undeserved reproach.
es— she would not have turned me from my home, with no ptace
whither to go, and temptations around me on every side. Oh'!
my mother,’ he said, casting his éyes to houven, *look downen
and pity your poor boy.’ o s
At that instant the door of hia fathet’s.house apaned, as if some
one was about to come forth, A momentary hope shot through
him that his parent had relenteds But no! it was only a servaat
who had been called to olose-thé shutlters,——Ashamed t6 be re-

Better die childless than have an heir who is & curss and a dis. |

did not you neglect your ron for years aftor his mother’s death, !

he had been led ustray, did you not, we say, attempt to earreet .

Pride had supported him ddring the last few moments

cogniaed, the youth hastily arose, tarned a gorner and disappeared. -
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