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SAVE THE ERRING. 
BY FANNY FORESTER. 

There was bustle iu the little dressing-room 
of yeung Ella Lane; a dodging about of lights, 
a constant tramping of a fat, good-natured 
serving-maid, a flitting of curious, smiling 
little girls, and a disarranging of drapery and 
furniture, not very often occurring in this qui- 
et, tasteful corner. An arch-looking miss of 
twelve was standing before a basket of flows 
ers, selecting the choicest, and studying care- 
fully their arrangement, with parted lips and 
eyes demurely downcast, as though thinking 
of the time when the little fairy ‘watching so 
intently by her side would perform the same 
service for her. On the bed lay a light, flee- 
cy dress of white, with silver cords and clus- 
tera of silver leaves, and sashes of pale blue, 
and others of a still paler pink, and here and 
there a little wreath of flowers, or a small 
bunch of marabouts—in short, ornaments en- 

ough to crash one person, had their weight 
been at all proportioned to their balk. Im- 
mediately opposite a small pier-glass, sat a 
a girl of seventeen, in half undress, her full 
round arms shaded only by a fold of linen at 
the shoulder and her eye resting very conpla- 
cently on the little foot placed somewhat os- 

indeed that foot was a very dainty-looking 
thing, in its close fitting slipper altogether un-~ 
equalled by anything but the finely curved and 
tapered ankle so filly revealed aboveit. Ime 
mediately behind the chair of the young lady, 
stood a fair, mild looking matron, her slender 
fingers carefully thridding the masses of the 
bair mautling the ivory neck and shouledrs of 
her eldest danghter, praparatory to plaiting it 
into those long braids so ‘well calculated to 
display the contonr of a fine head. There 
was a amile upon the mother’s lip, not like 
that dimpling at the corners of the mouth of 
the litle bouquet-maker, but a pleased, grati- 
fied smile, and yet halfsshadowed over by a 
strange anxiety, that she seemed striving to 
conceal fron her happy children. Sometimes 
her fingers paused in their graceful employ- 
ment, and her eye rested vacantly wherever it 
fell; and then, with an effort, the listlessness 

passed, and the smile came back, though ma- 
nifestly tempered by some heaviness clinging 
to the heart. 

Atlsst the young girl was arrayed; each 
braid in i's place, and a wreath of purple buds 
falling behiad the ear; her simple dress floating 
about her slight fizure like an airy clona, 
every fold arranged by a mother’s careful fin- 
gers; her white kid gloves drawn upon her 
hands, and fan bouquet, and kerchief, all in 
readiness. The large, warm shawl had been 
carefully laid upon her shoulders, the mother’s 
Jiss was on her bright cheek, and a ¢ don’t 
stay late dear,’ ir her ear; she had‘ shaken 
her fan at the Saucy Nelly, and pinched the 
cheek of’ Rosa, and was now toying with little 
Susy’s fingers, when the head of the serving 
maid was again thrust in at the door, to has- 
ten the arrangements. Ella tripped gaily down 
stairs, but when she reached the bottom, she 
paused. 

+ Iam sorry to go without you mamma.’ 
¢l am sorry that you mwvst, dear; but 1 

hope you will find it very pleasant.’ 
« It will be pleasant, I have no doubt; Sut 

‘mamma, [ am afraid that you are not quite 
well, or perhaps,’ she whispered, © you have 
something to trouble you; if sv, { should like 
very much to stay with you.’ 

< No dear; [am well, quite well, and—’ 
Mrs Lane did notsay happy, for the false- 
hood died on her lip; but she smiled so cheeri- 
ly, and her eye looked as clear and bright as 
it met her daughter’s, thas Ella took it fer a 
negative. 

¢ Ah! see how it is mamma,you ure afraid 
my new frock is prettier than any ol yours; 
and you don’t mean tc be outshone by litle 
people. Do you know I shall tell Mrs Wit- 
mon all about jt*° 

* 1 will let you tell anything that you choose, 
eo that you do not show too much vanity, but 
don’t stay lata. ‘Good night darling.’ 

© Goed=night* till sleeping time, mamma’ 
And with a light laugh, Ella Lane left her 
wotber’s side and sprang into the carriage. 
When Mrs Lane turned from the door, the 

smile hac entirely disappeared, and an ex- 

pression of anxious solicitude occupied jis 
place. While the joyous children went bound - 
ing on before her, she paused beneath the 

hail-lamp, and pulling a scrap of paper from 
her bozo, read-<Do not go out to-night dear 
nother; | must see you. He will not come in 
before eleven—I will be with you at ten’ 
1t was written in a hurried, irregular hand, 

and was without signawre; but it needed 
noas. 

© My poor boy,” murmumed the now al- 
most weeping mo her, as she crushed the pa- 

per in her hand and lad it back upon her 
heart. * It may be wrong to deceive him so; 
but how can a mother refuse 0 see the son 

she has carcied in her arms and nursed upon 
her bosom? Poor Robert ! 

Ay, poor Robert indeed! the only son of 
one of the proudest and wealthiest oitizens 
of New York, aud yet without a shelter 
for his heaa! 

Mr Lane had lived a bachelor until the age 

of forty-two, when he married a beautiful girl 

of eighteen—t 
dy introduced 

tentatiously apon an ottoman before her; and 

he mother whem we have alrea~ ! 

te our readers. She was gentle | mother,” and before she had time to 

and complying; hence, the rigid sterness of 

his character, which so many years of loneli- 
ness had by no means tended 10 soften, seldom 
had an opportunity to exhibit itself. But the 
iron was all there, taough buried for a time in 
the flowers which love had nursed them into 
bloom above it. . The e!dest of their children 
was a boy; a frank, heartsome merry fellow— 
a lamb to those who would ccndescend to 
lead bim by love, but exhibiting, even in in« 
fancy, an indomitable will that occasioned 
the young motner many an anxious foreboding. 
But as the boy grew toward manhood, a new 
and deeper amxiety begun to appear. ‘To Ro-, 
bert’s gaiety were added other qualities that 
made him a fascinating companion; his society 
was constantly sought, first by the families in 
which his parents were on terms of intimacy, 
and then by others, and still others, till Mrs 
Lane began to tremble less among her son’s as- 
sociates might be found some of exceptionable 
character. By degrees he spent fewer even- 
ings at home, went out with ber less frequent- 
ly, and accounted for his absence less satistac- 
torily. Then she spoke to him on the subject, 
and received his assurnce that all was well, 
and not be troubled about his falling into 
bad company. Dat she was troubled. 
There was at ever a wild sparkle in the 

boy’s eye, and an unnatural glow upon his 

cheek, that told of unhealthy excitement, but 
in the morning it was all gone, and his gaiety 
sometimes his cheerfulness, fled withit. Qh! 
what sickness of heart can compare with that 

indefinable fear, that foreshadowing of evil, 
which will somtimes creep in between our 
trust and our love, while we dare not show to 
the object of, much less to others, anything 
but a smiling lip and a sereae brow. Mrs 
Lane was anxious but she confined her anxiety 
to her own bosom, not even whispering it to 
her husband, lest he should ridicule it on the 
one hand, or, on the other, exercise a severity 
which should lead to a collision. Bat mat. 
ters grew worse and worse constantly: 

Robert was now seldom home till late 
at night, and then he came healed and flur- 
ried, and hastened away to bed, as though his 
mother’s loving eye were a monitor he could 
not meet. She sought opportunities to .warp 
him, as she had formerly done, but he feared 
and evaded them, and so several more weeks 
passed by—weeks of more importance than 
many a hfe-time. Finally Mrs Lane becaine 
serionsly alarmed and consulted with her hue- 
band. 3 

¢ I have business with you tonight, Ro. 
bert,” said Mr Lane pointedly, as the boy wag 
going out after dinner, and will see you in 
the library at nine o’c ock * : 

¢ ]—- I—have—an engagement, gir. If some 

other hour—’ 
¢« No other hour will do. 

gagement that will be allowed to 

with those 1 make for you.” 
Robert was about to answer-—perhaps an. 

grily—when he caught = glimpse of his mo. 
ther. Her face was of an ashy hue, and a 

large tear was trembling in her eye. He tarn. 
ed hastily away and hurried along the hall; bat 
before he had reached the sreet door, her 
hand was upon his arm, and she whispered 1n 
his ear, ¢ Meet your father at nine, as he has 
hidden you Robert; and do not—for my sake, 
for your mother’s sake dear Robert ~do not 
say anything to exasperate him. : 

* Do not fear, mother’ fie answered in a 
subdued tone, then as the door closed behind 
him, he muttered, © he will be exasperated 
enough with little saying, i{his business is 
what 1 suspzet What a feol I have baen— 
mad—mad! 1 wish I bad told him at first, 
without waiting to be driven to it: but now— 
well I will make one more attempt—desperate 
it must be— and then if the worst comes, he 
will only punish me; that I can bear patiently 
for I deserve it, but it would kill my poor 
mother—Oh! he mast not tell her.’ 

You haveno en< 
interfere 

Mrs Lane started nervously at every ring of 
the door bell that evening; and when at nine 
she heard it, she could not forbear stepping 
into the hail to see who was aamitted. It 
was her hushand; and only waiting to inquire 
of the girl if Mr Robert had yet come in, he 

passed on to the library: Mrs Lane (und it 
more difficult than ever to sustain conver. 
sation, she became abs'racted, nervous 
and when sat last her few evening visi 
ters departed she was so manifestly relieved 
that Ella inquired in surprise, if anything had 
been said or done to annoy her. It was past 
ten,and Robert had not yet appeared, Finally 
the bell was pulled violently, and she hastened 
to the door herself. With lived lip and blood - 
shot eve, her son stepped to the threshold; and 
starting at the sight of her, he harried away to: 
the library, withoat giving her another glance, 
How slowly passed ‘be moments to the wait 
ing mother! How she longed to catch but a 
tone of those voices; both so loved, that she 
mignt know whether they sounded in confis 
dence or anger! What Roberi’s course hud 
been she could not guess; but she kpew that 
he would be required to give a streey account 
of himself, and she dieaded the effoet of her 
husband’s well known severity. A fow minutes 
passed (they seemed an age io her) and then 
she heard the door of the library thrown open, 
and, a moment after, a quick, light step sound- 
ed upon the stairs. - It was Raober;’s. 

¢ You are not geing out again, wy son 
she inqured. 

¢ Father will tell you why | 
er,” said the boy pausing 
hand affectionately. 
swer questions ‘now.’ 
rehched the door, then ivraing back, whisper. 
ed, * Beat Mrs Hinman’s tosmoreyw evening, 

ask a 

20, dear moth- 
y and pressing her 

“1 must not wat to an- 
He passed on ill he } 

i opon a little ottoman at his 

quesiion or utter an exclamation of surprise, 
he had disappeared up the street. 

But poor Mrs Lane was soon made acquaint- 
ed with the truth. . Mr Lane was somewhat 
vexed with himself for not perceiving his son’s 
tendency to error before; and, like many 
others, he seemed reselved to make up in de~ 
cision what he had lost by blindress. It 
was this which had occasioned his sharpness 
when be made the appuintinent, and he consi- 
dered his dignity compromised wheu nine 
o’clock passed and his son seemed resolved 
on acting in open disobedience to his command. 
An bhour’s ruminating on the subject did not 
tend to soften his feelings; and when at lust 
the culprit appeared, he was in a mood for any- 
thing but mercy. He demanded permptorily 
a full confession, and Robert gave it. He 
did not colour, soften or extenuate, but bold- 
ly—too boldly, perhaps—declaring that he 
scorned falsehood, he told ihe whole. He 
had fallen into gay soeiety, then into vicious, 
and he was not the one to occupy a minor po- 
sition anywhere. Wit and wine seduced 
him, and in an evil hour he sat down to the 
guming-table. He had played at first for a trix 
vial stake, then more deeply, and too night in 
the hope of retrieving his bad fortnnie, he had plunged in almost past extrication, At any 
time Mr Lane would have been shocked; now 
he was exasperated, and spoke bitterly. At 
first Robert did not retort for he had come in 
resolved on confession and reformation, but 
finally repentance was drowned in anger and 
he answered as a son, particularly an erring 
son, should not. Then a few more words en- 
sued, unreasonable on both sides, Mr Lane 
asserting that debts so contracted were dishon. 
est ones, and should not be paid, and Robert 
declaring that they should be paid, if he gam. 
ed bis lifelong to win the money, till, finally, 
the old man’s rage became uncontrollable, ft 
was in obedience to his father’s command that 
Robert left his home that mght, with the order 
never to cross the threshold again, 

For two or three weeks, Mrs Lane, now and 
then, of an evening, met her son at the houses 
of her friends; and then he disappered almost 
en‘irely. While she could meet him, and 
speak a few words, even in a gay party, and 
perceive that he regarded her with ag much 
affection as ever, she continued strong in the 
hope of final reformation and reconciliation, 
but when, eveaing afier evening she carried a hoping heart abroad, and dragged home a dis— 
appointed one, imagination busied itself with 
a thousand horrors. Her firstsborn, her only 
son, the darling of her young heart, her pride 
in the first years of wedded life, he whom she 
had loved so fondly, and cherished so tenders lv—to what vice, what suffering, might not he be exposed! Then she had no confident, no friend to sympathise with or encournge her. 
Since the first disclosure she had never menti— 
oned Robert’s name to her husband and Ella 
knew only that some angry words had es- tranged her futher and brother for a time she was enviably ignorant of Robert’s guilt and 
danger. 
The evening on which our story commences 

Mrs Lane had intended to spend abroad with her daughter, but bad been prevented by the receipt of the note above mentioned, Robert 
had never been home since he was command - ed to leave it, and though anxious both about the cause and result, she could not bat be re- Joiced at the thought of seeing him again in ber vwn private sitting room. She had any igs, 100, to learn. . She wished to know where he lived, how he suppoted himself;and what were his intentions for the future, and she wished to expostulate wits and udvise him in short, her mother’s heart told her that e - thing could be done in that one eve lpr _ While Mrs Lane walked > soe 

house, and throwing him he 
se, and tl mself upon chair within It, he covered hig gros bd bs hands. Fora long time i = he sat in this position, € down a pocket pistol primed it, and |aid jt Toimediately, however 1t heavily,” and laying 4 1 his arms and gnzed It may bu needed when I have one friend, at least After pacing two or three TOW space botwean his ttle wi 

he opened the door of pad er foot, 
taking thence a cloak ang muffler < anc adjusted thew, then slouching Ahi Spor ally 
med hat over his eyes, he hurried » ~brim- 
stairs into the street. Ty, or toss. oo Robert Lane paused and reasoned ks ig self, before he reached hig father’s 4 im - 
even when his hand was extended 1. and 
knob, he hesitated. 

* I must see her, at any ri 
. ) y ny risk,’ he ay claimed, pulling lightly upon the ag ee The girl started when she 0 ’ ow gave ro other token of r bert inquired for Mrs Lane and fi i 

' ¢ Mrs ne, ollo the girl, found himself in the back sj er Brig 

then he arose, and takin 
examined it carefully, 
beneath his pillow. 
he took it ent charged 
it on the table, foide 
upon it, muttering, 
Tleust expect it, 
while this is by. 
times across the nn 
bed -nead and the |j 

i8 Compo. As Roon as the door closed behind ho he cast off his i 0 
J st i wufllines and th i i = r Wing himse!f 

mother’y feet, leaned his forehead on her knaeg, 
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GIVING A HOME. 
can you tell me anything of my ac- 

* Pray, 

ladies of her native village tended 10 tho bell. | ment naver fhiled 1 settle a 

complished friend, Isabel Carrington?’ I asked, 
on wy return to P after a year’s absence, 
* | bave been much distressed to lean of her 
father’s misfortunes and death, and anxious to 
know what has become of her.’ 

* Mrs. T——arched her eye brows, and re- 
| plied, ‘I do not know.’ 

¢ Not know, and you were so very intimate 
with her.’ 

‘ She left P———soon after her father's 
death,’ said another Jady, ¢ and is 1 believe, 
living in C supported by her own exer- 
tions.’ 

* Then nothing was saved to her ont of her 
father’s property?’ 

¢ Nothing at all. 
¢ It is strange that she chose to quit this 

place,’ observed Mrs T' . * There wasa 
very good opening for the exercise of ner tas 
lents, Mrs——and 1 would nave exerted our- 
selves to get her a class in music, and one in 
drawing and fancy work. She might have maintainad herself handsomely. Bur she was 
too prcud, it appears, te.earn her bread in the 
village where she once lived in luxury, and 
would go elsewhere.’ . x 

¢ Although we all kindly called upon her, 
and offered our patronage,’ said another lady. * That 1s what I call ingratitude,’ remarked 
a third: and the sentiment was echoed by a 
fourth and fifth. 

‘ The advantages of retaining here were 
no doubt, properly represented to her,” I ob- 
served. 
«Oh, certainly,” answered Mrs, Tee, It 

would not do, of course, for us to notice her 
in the way we formerly did, when sho was 
looked upon as an heiress, and was at the 
head of her father’s fine establishmant, The 
proper distinetiors in society must be observed. 
But we would have sent our children te receive 
instruction from her. 

¢ A great condescension, truly toward a 
person you were once proud to claim as an 
acquain‘ance,’ said a lady, who had not be- 
fore spoken, in a corner of the room. + But 
you are mistaken; Isabel Carrington is not 
dependant for a maintenance upon her owa 
efforts. Her uncle has given her a home.’ 

+ Her uncle!” I repeated. 
Yes, her mothers half brother, He resides 

in C—— , and on the death of Mr. Carrington 
wrote to invite Isabel to his house.’ 

¢ How generous how kind,’ remarked seve- 
ral of the company. 

¢ In truth, Isabel may consider herself forta= 
nate,’ observed Mrs——. «J am slightly ac- 
quainted with Mr. Lantrem, her uncle. He 
has a large family of chidren of his own, and 
itis very noble of him to give her a support.” 

¢ For my part, said 3 dowager-looking mat 
ron, * 1 do not like this living upon others. 
should prefor independance with a mere crost: 
And with auch talents as Isabel has to be con- 
tent to receive charity!” 
The lady’s opinion: was well illustrated: 

for she had five great daughters, who dress 
in the extreme of the fashion, on the meats 

of their uncle, for it was well known the mo- 
ther never paid her debts. 

¢ Very true,” assented Mrs T. «Jy would 
have been much more proper for Isabel 10 
stay in P—-—; and torn to her own resourced 
than to beconie a burden on those who have 
children of their own.” 

¢ I cannot believe Miss Carrington would be 
a burden to any one.’ I ventured to say. 

* Perhaps Mr. Lantrem does not think hef 
50,” was the. reply, * but heis not rich: 
and many have claims upon him. At any 
rate it was generous of him to offer his neice 8 
home, she is only to blame for having accep! 
ir. : 

In the midst of my indignation at the exhibi* 
tion of 0 much ill-nnture, [ was glad to hee? 
the orphan had found a friend. ~ Poor Isabe! 
young and lovely as she was— possessing 
rate heauty that made her an object for the 
shafts of envy—refined, delicute and sens" 
tive—she needed the protection of one W 
ceuld stand in the place of a parent. bik 

charmingly she had borne prosperity! wi 
what grace and dignity she had presided 0¥® 
ber father’s house, (her mother had heen d¢ 
ceased many years) fulfilling every duty. YI€¢! 
ing all could be required to the claims of 0¢1® 
ty, vet finding time for the cultivation of I 
mental acquirements which wero to her a P%° 
source of happiness! She was both thoroush” 
ly and brilliantly accomplished. posessing +d 
quisite taste as well as scientific knowledge 
music, an artist in drawing and painting, ™" 
tress of the French und Italian langaages, ne 
well acquainted with English lite,utare in * 
works of the best authors. In fancy work? 
in dress her taste was so perfect that < 
was consulted ns an oracle by ull the yoor 

and her Joe 
ment never failed to settle any disputed 
sion, 

More than two years afterward I chanced 
be in C—— A'large party was giver pt? 
evening of my arrival, and I went, in the t 
pectation of seeing Isabel, as] learnes 
there was an intimacy between the famil¥ pr 
that of her uncle, ~ Mr Lantrem and ® le: 
were introduced 10 me, He was 8 wild 
aged gentleman, of very urbane manners eli 
his wife a Indy-like person, evidently “0 
eate health, with a soft voire and sweet *" 
The appearance of both pleased me, * 
avgured well for the happiness of the - my 
girl. She was not there, and in answer © ih 

inquiries, her aunt informed me she wt# olsd 
bat seldom went out. 1 heard no 09° 
speak of her, prem The next morning 1 called at Mr. oy estd hocse 10 see my friend. As 1 entered o si5” the sound of a’ pizan, and a sweet vOI€ 
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