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From Graham’s Magazine:
SAVE THE ERRING.
BY FANNY FORRESTER,

¢1s. it any new trouble, Robert?’ she in<
fuired, tenderly, and laying her hand gently
on his head, ¢ new— guilt ?’ she whispered,
bending her lips close to his ear, and placing
the other arm over his neck. ¢ Tell your
mother, Robert—tell ber everything—she may
help you-—she will—oh,Robert! you know she
will love you, and cling to you through it
all?

The boy raised his head, and now she saw,
for the first time, the change that had come
over him. His face was baggard, his eye sunk
and bloodshot, that round, rosy cheek, which
her lip had loved to meet, had grown pale
and thing and, in place of the gay, careless
smile, had risen looks of anxiety and bitter-
1ess.

« 1 shall break -your heart, mother,’ he said,
sorrowfully, ¢ and poor little Ella’s, too. Oh!
it is a dreadful thing to marder those one loves
best. I never meant 1o do it—try to believe
that, dear mother, whatever comes.’

* I do believe it, Robert,’

¢ Ah! you know only a small part yet; but I
could not go: away without seeing and telling
you. I knew yon would learn it from others,
and I wanted to hear you say vou could love
me after all. 1 knew yeu woald, but I want-
od ¥ hear you say it.’

¢ 1 will, Roberg, I will; but surely you
bave noihing worse to. tell that I know alrea-
dy!

The boy lvoked down; his lip quivered and
tae large parple veins upon h's forehead work«
ed themselves into knots. and rose and feil as
though ready to burst at every ihrob.

She pussed her aand soothingly over them.

¢ Whatever it is, Robert, yon are not hefore
a harsh judge mosv. Tellit’ 10 ‘your mother,
my darling boy; perhaps she can assist, ad-
visge—she certainly can love you through all.’

* Ok, moiher you must not speak so, or I
can never tell you,—If you talk like this—if
soa do not blame me, I shall'almost wish
f had gone away wilkout seeing you. Oh!
i { bad only listened to you six months ago!
bat they flattered me, and I was foolish, 1
was wicked. Bat | thought of you all the
time mother—of you and Ella—and 1 promis-
ed myself, every night when 1 went to my
pillow, that T would break away from the
taings that were entangling me, and become all
that you desired
doing anything decidedly wrong; but I knew
that my cowmpanions were not such as you
would approve of, and 1 knew—I1 could but
know—that I was too: much intoxicated by
their flatteries.

¢ At last 1 resorted to cards, I played very
cautiously at first, and only did as others did,
then for larger sums, and again still larger;
till finally it became my sole ebject to recover
the moneys I had  lost, and thus prevent the
necessity of applying to my father for more.
1 still lost and still went on, till finally the dis«
covery which I believe, dear mother, all in
kindness, yoa brought about, was made. Per-
haps | was in the wrong, but wother it did
seem to to me dishononrable to refuse to pay
those debts which—’

* Your father was angry, or he wounld not
refuse.  You tried his patience, Robert, and
then I fear, you were more bold than conciliax
tory.’

* T'wnade ona ‘more attempt ‘o better my
furtunes that eve and the time passed
before 1 was aware of it, 1 promised—1 1old
them —these scoffers, mother—that it was
last evening among them: 1 promised myse
30, and I repeated it to my father, and I woul
have kept my promise —1 would.
know how it turned. . 'Then I was desperate.

Mrs Lane trembled, -and passed her a
cacessingly abous his neck, . as though to r
assure him. . * I met you several times a
that, Robert, and you' did not seam so v
unhappy.’
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disgrace. You do not answer me, mother,
U knew I should break your heart I knew—’

Mrs Lane made a strong effort, and murmer-
ed brokenly, To-morrow—to-morrow! Oh my,
poor ruined boy!”

¢ 1 know that after deeds cannot compensate,
mether; but if a life of rectitude—" Robert
paused suddeniv and started to his feet. * 1]
know that etep naother 2°

¢ Hush my son, hush!” Mrs Lane had time
for no more before her husband entered the
apartment. A cloud instantly overspread his
countenance.

« You here, sirrah! What business brings z
you to the home you have desecrated ?’

¢ L came to see my mother, sir”’

* Nay,’ interposed 1he lady, aoticipaticg the
storm that seemed gathering on her husband’s
brow, * let the fuult be mine. He is myown
child, and | mast sze him—a little while—
you cannol refase to leave me a litle while
with my own boy.’

¢ It is the last time, then,” said Mr Laue,
sternly.

¢ The last time,
wocking bitterness.

¢ The last time!” whispered the white lips
of the mother, as though she had bat that mo-
ment comprehended 1t ; and, as the door clo~
sed upoa the retreating form ef her husbaud,
she slid to the floor, lightly and uaresistingiy.
Robert did not attempt to call for assistence;
but he raised her head 1o his bosom and cover-
ed her pale face with bis boyish tears.

¢ 1 have killed ker! my poor mother!’ he
sobbed. ¢ That Zshould be such & wretch! 7
her son!— with all her care and with all
love! Oh! if they had but given me a coflin
for a cradie! A grave then wouald have been
a blessed thing; but it is too late now—io0
late?’

Mrs Lane was awakened by the warm tearg
raining upon her face; and, starting up wildly
she entreated him to be gone. ¢ Every mo-
ment is precious!” she exclaimed, gaspingly.
¢ You may not make your escape il you do
not go now. Oh, Robert promise me—on
vour knees, before yoar mother, and in the
sight of your God, promise, my poor boy, that
you will forsake the ways of vice, that
you will become an honourable and useful
man—promise this, Robert, and then go!
Your mother, aho has gloried, who has do«
ted on you, eatreats you to te gone from her
forever!??

¢ I canno! go to night, mother. 1 waitad
to see you, and so lost the opportunity; bat
there is no danger. It is too late to
take a boat now. 1 shall go to some of the
landings when I leave here, and in the morn-
ing go aboard the first boat that passes.’

i*\;:&in the mother required the promise of
reformation; and it was given earnestly and
solemnly. Then he again sat down on the ot«
tomsn at her faet; and, with one hand luid
lovingly upon his head,and the other clasped
in both of his, she spent an hour in soothing
counselling, and admonishing him. So deep.
ly were both engaged, that aei her the mer.
ry voice of Ella ia the door~w: no
along the hall, reache
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brother a villam, a fo
* Hush, Ella, bush?’

Is it s0 mamma ? is my
r, is he—’
interrupte¢ Mrs. Lane.

¢ Tt is for those who have hard hearts to con— |

demn—not for thee, my daughter. There will
be insults enough heaped spon his poor head
to morrew—let him at least have love and pity
here.’

* Pity!
deliberately

¢ Ella! Ella!” again interposed Mrs Lane, al-
most sternly.

¢ Nay, mother,’ said tne boy in a tone ot
touching mournfulness, ¢ do not blame poor
Ella. She does right 1o despise me. |
have outraged her feelings, and disgraced her
name. She aeserves pity, and she will need
it, when people poin: at her and say wha: her
brother is. 7 have forfeited ull claim even
to that.  Oh mother! why did you not leave
me to die in that last sickuess ? it would have
saved a world of wo.’

Ella stood 2 moment, her head erect, and
her lip white and tremulous, while tears came
crowding to her eyes, and ber face worked
with emotion; the next she threw herself into
the arms of her brother. ¢ Forgive me, Roa
bin! my own dear darling brother' I do pity
you! 1 do love yon, and will for ever! But,
oh! it is a horrible thing to be a forger’s sister!
I cannot forget that, Robert, and | must say
it, if it break your heart to hear me, itis hor-
rible! borrible!”

*It is horrible, Ella; I never thought to
bring it upon you, but s
¢ Why are you here, Robert !
not find you and drag ' you—oh,
where shall we bide

do ?’

It was several minuotes before Ella could be
made to comprehend the absence of immediate
darger; and then insisted on hearing all
the particulars of the crime, even thongh
poor Robert appeared to be on the rack while
giving them, She loved ber brother dearly,
and was distressed for him, but she thought
too of herself, aud the disgrace of her family,
was not a mother’s meek affectionate
heart—a mother’s all-enduring, self-sacrificing
natore. At last sho started up eagerly *The
disgrace may be avoided, papa will of course
shield his own name, I will go to him direct-
Uik

Whom did he pity or love when he

Will they
mamma!

him ?—what can we

¢ But the sin, my child—the conscious de-
gradation?’ inquired Mrs Lane with reproof in
her mild eye. ¢ What will you do with that,
Ella ?*

¢ Poor Robert!” whispered the girl, again
foldin te arms about him, * he is sorry
for what he has done, and our kind heavenly
Father is more ready 1o Iorgive than we. You
1 never do such a wicked thing ugain, dear
Robin, will yoa 2’ 1

Robin answered only by convalsive ' sobs,
and Ella too, sobbed fora few moments in
company ; then suddenly breaking away from
him, she hurried up the stairs.  Along the hall
she went, as fast as her trembling feet could
carry her, and past the room in which ghe had
opy while willing hands 4ecorated
her pretty person; but when she reached her
father’s dcor, in dread. She
could hear bis heavy mountonoug tramp
walked vp and down the roow: and, remem-
bering his almost repulsive sterness, she dread-
ed meeting him. 1f'1 had only known
fore, thonght Ella, all might have been
ed, but now it is almost too much 1o ask. A
frash durst of tears had no tendency to calin
E{ur; and she could scarce support her tremba
ing fiame, when repesting 10 hersolf he must
be saved, she gathered courage to ope
door. 'The old man pansed
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«ENa! Ella

* I shonld papa. I know that one like you
cannot do wrong without feellug remorse; and
when you reflect that poor Robert might have
been saved if you had only had more patience
with him, you wil never sluep peacefully
again.’

* Ella my child,’ said the old man cowering
in spite of himself, * what hus come over you?
Who has set you up to talk in this way o your
father? 1 suppose I amn to be answerable for
this ipertinence, too.’

¢ Oh, papa! you know this is not impertin-
ence. | have a right 10 say it, € r the
I bear my only bro her; you know that my
own heart is all which has set me up to it,
and your heart dear pupa, 18 saying the same
thing. Yov must forgive Robert, and yor
wust save him and us the disgrace of un v‘\';m
sure.’

* 1 will avert the disgrace while I have the
power Ella, but that will not belong if he goes
on at this rate. Do you know the amount of
money he asks?’

* He asks none—I ask for him the sum that
you refused before.

* Ah, he has gnined the victory then. Well,
tell him to enjoy his villanious lr'mn,ph. Give
him that and say to him, that if he has any de~
cency Jeft he will drop a name which has
never been stained ba! by him, and leave us
to the littie peuace we may gleam after he
has tranipled our best feelings under foot.’

¢ Thank you papa; and may I not tell hun
you forgive him?’ .

“No!’

¢ That you pity him?’

* No.?

May I not say that when le is reformed he
may come back to vs, and be rezeived will
open arms and hearts?’

‘ Say nothing but what 1 bid you and go.’

Ella turned awav with asigh. She had
scarcely closed the door when a deep heavy
groan broke upon her ear, and she p:mwi
Another and another followed, so heart.rend-
ing 50 agonised. that she grew fiint with fear
For 2 moment her hand trembled upon the
laich, and then she raised it and gliding up t0
her father, folded him and pressed her lips to
his

love

Forgive me dear papa— forgive your own
Ella her first unkind words. T was thinking on-
iy of poor Robert, and did no: know well whab
| said. 1 am sorry very sorry—cennot you
forgive me papa?’

* Yes, child yes.
there go!’

* And Robert?’

No Answer,

* Yoa will feel better il you see him, papa.’

¢ Go! go.’

Agam Ella turned from the door and hurried
down the stairs. Still the boy sat with hi¢
face in his mother’s lap, and his arms twined
about her waist. Both started at sigh: of her
2bit figure. dressed as it was, for a diferent
e from this. The pale anxious lace, look-
ing out from the rich masses of curls, noW
disarranged-and ha.l drawan back tehind ber
ear, appeared as though long years bad p,nﬁsl"l
over 1t in that one half hour. Poor Ella
was a fearful ordeal for glad, buyonant seven
leen.

* There is the money Robert,’ she said fling*
ing the purse upon the table, ¢ and now YyoU
wust go back with me and say to our father
that you are sorry you havo made him miser
able.’

¢ Ife will tarn me from the door Ella.’

¢ And do you not deserve it?’

¢ Ella? interposed the tender mother. 5
Ul do that and inore. Bat perhaps he witt
think I come to mock him

¢ Your manner and worcs will tell him fef
what you come. You have very nearly kille¢
our poor futher Robert, 1 have seen his grey

Good-night darling!=—

hairs to-night as low as the grave will 1aY
them. T have eeen him in such agony #*

noue of us are capable of énduring. You ought
to go to him Robert—po on your knees, an
whatever he says o you, ‘\'ou".vxl have no righ:
to complain.’

* Ella child! FEi exclaimed Myra. Lane.
You have 100 much of your father’s ».;-:riv,ﬂiﬂ:
¥, 100 much for a woman. o8
bresk the bruised reed,

* Ella is right mother’ said the boy rising I
will go to him,1 will tell him how wretched
have made myself, how [ wish that I could
tuke the whole load of wretchedness; and 8
lieve those 1 love. 1 will promise him to 100%
some humble corner of the earth aad hide """r"
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self in it, away from his sight for e
haps he will bid me earn s conf .
years of rectitnde, perhaps he will bot il b-“
does not, Ella is rght— whatever ha sayvs ’
i

jen:

me, 1f he carse me, | shall have us ¢
complain.’

‘e

od th®

¢ Bat I will complam, Robin, exclaime
revef

girl with a fresh burst of ears: and whe :
you go, I v g yeu. Poor dear pap?
But he shall not separate ve-—wo who H8Y°
sat upor his knee at the hiy ow?®
darling chil ! 1 will never stay here whil®
you are at home Robin.’
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