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GRACE AYTON :
OR, THE YOUNG WIFE'S TRIALS.

A low chamber, dimly-lighted, excepting where
' the shaded lamps threw a downward glare on a
dingy table covered rwith green baize, sorely
.stained and much worn ;.a low chamber, upproach-
ed carefully, with scouts pluced through the pas-
- sages ani against the doors—and they were many
—Ileading to1t; a chamber filled with haggard
men crowded round the table, and clustered toge-
ther at the further end, where wine and spirits
were flowing hke water; a chamber where the
rattle of dice was symphouy to the burden of
oath and jest, and laughter more lLideous stll,
from tne feverish lips of the gambfers—such was
the scene from which Flerbert Ayton passed to
the room which held his dead child, sleeping in its
cradle-grave. There he had been all the day,
and for many days before, playing fercely, now
with good and now with il luck ; playing despe-
rately, for he was playing with hus all. . And this
had been his home for many months, his office,
and place of busivess—for gaming had become
his sole professian now.

¢ Lost agum,’ he cried, with a wild laugh, and |

a desperate outh. ¢ Here! another glass of
branly ! Perhiaps that will change the tide of
fortune !* and ke laughed again in the same reck-
less manner to his companion who had wan
money —a gaumbler of the real tyne.

The brandy was brought, and swallowed at a;

dranght ; and 23ain the rattle of the dice weut on
to the frightful sounds that rose from winner and
from loser ; and again wen staked their seuls and
lost them ogainst pleasure.

Doubled stakes—last; headlong rushing to de-
struction 3 the hopes of reiriering sowmething
" from the present ruin flattering hke marsh-light
misleading ; the last stake but one—then the last
of all —saw Herbert a riined man. Ie was a
beggar, stripped of every furlhipg, wi:houl‘enuug_h
to save imselfl from starvation, or to give his
wile a thelter [ram the rain.  His_child might
- ery tor bread in vaiu—he could not feel it; hLis

wile might ask for a home—he had noue (o give
ber. e way emphatically a beggar, who lad
signed his rumn wath kis own hand, and of his own
free-will declared himself bankrupt and outlawed.
He rushed from the house with a frantic exclama-
tiou, and for hours wandered through the darlen-
ing streets with thouglits of suicide baunting him,
and vistous of despair addening. e thought
of his.wife, but not witl fove ; of his child, with-
oul tenderness. They were anly burdens on him,
and he wished he was free of them. Ile forgot
even the remeinbrance of his past fondness, which,
“until now, had preserved his feefings from utter
“corruption, and stecled bis heart against all the
recollections which night awaken the slumbering
spirit of love. His child was a tie that bound
him to poverty and stuvery, and his wile were
better begying her bread from door to door than
lying as a perpetual hindravee in s path. [Ie
would ga home, and moke some arraugements
that should release him. He could not support
such bondage longer.

These were the thoughts with which be return-
ed to his mmserable home, tius the spirit which
went before him as he rusited through the nar-
row hell and trod heavily up the creaking stairs.
Grace heard hin come.,  She knew by lus step
that sometling was wrong; that either he was
tipsy-—as when was le not now ?—or that he was
trritated, and probably prepared for some wuser-
able seene of reproach and bitterness. A strunge
revulsion of feeling came over her for the first
time—a kind of wtdistinet loathing, a dread, a
horror, a consciousness of desecration in the pre-
sence of tkat polluted wan by the side of that
holy corpse.

She rose hastily, she scarcely knew for  what,
and staod by the side of the cradie. She was
deatlly pale, her eyes sunk and discolored, her
hair pushed far back {rom her face, and ker wan
haad raised as one standing in expectation, yet in
terror.

Herbert entered the room roughly, but starred
on seeing his wife, so ill and wild as she looked.
He spoke savagely (o her—asking why she was
not in bed, and why she stood there like a spectre
to disgust him. Iad his home so mauy attrac-
tions, that she must keep the balance by making
berself the reverse?

His blood-shot eyes and parched lips, hs hag-
gard looks and disordered meir, shewed Grace
that he iad been drinking, if not so as to make
him drunken, at least enough to make him sinful.
The evidences of this dissipation by her child’s
death-bed maddened her. She forgot her love,
. and saw only his crimes ; kaew only ber own sor-
" row which had borne its last bitcer fruit in death,
and-could keep no lerms with peace. _

By ‘Shame, shame, Hecbert !” she eried. t Burn-
+.ing shame on vou, degraded, brutalized, unmaoly
as you are I’ o
- She made a gesture of reproach, pacing wildly
through the room. v '

... ¢Go'home; it you are tired of me,’. said Her-
-~ bert in a loud voice, startled, yet irvitated still

his |

tmade jtself felt, now that his blood was calmer.

I S

be too glad to get rid of you onany terms. You
may go whenever it suits you I’ '

Grace coatinued her feverish walk, pressing
hier hands on her forehead, and sometimes utter-
ing a sharp cry, sometimes a low moan, as of one
in extreme agony ; yet doing her beststill to con-
tro! herself.

¢1 tell you, you may go. Ga, Grace,’ repeat-
ed Herbert in 1he same angry voice, and wilh a;
peculiar coarseness of accent; I am tired of
you—have long been tired of you, and T wish to
be rid of you. 1 married you for your pretyy |
face, and it has palled on e ; and for your silly |
faugh, which had a certain charm of girlish fresh-
ness in it then, which it has long since lost. You
may go ; you have lost all your power of fasci-
nation over me, You are only a burden on e,
more distasteful every day we live tugether, and
I want to be rid of you—you and your brat.—
Curse you both

Angry words—drunken words as she thought
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he slood there the sole cause of all!
He raised ler gently from the ground, and
piaced her on the sofa, seating himself by ber, but
without speaking. Proud, yet touched, ke turned
away his face sullenly, but left his arm round her.
A mysterious kind ot remorse, as if he alone bad
been to blame for this sad fate—as if s mere
wish had produced its own fulliiment—made him
like a nurderer to himself ; it seemed as\if his un-
spoken passion had borne a blight which had
stricken the Lelpless little one to the heart.

Grace leaned against him, stll sobbing in the
same passionate manner. Lven the slight return
of kndness i the arm left loosely round her
could nol cheer ber; the sight uf the dead baby
had wakened all her grief, and it was not now the
husband who was left her, but the child who was
taken away ; she had not so much.comforl in lus
forbearunce as despair in her desolation, Her
heart felt broken; her hfe scemed darkened for
ever; she was in a pathless desert, bleak and

them-—but sharp as steel to the poor young wo-
man’s heart.  She stood and listened with part-
ed lips and upraised hand, holding ber breath with
horrar as one listening to dammng blasphemy,
and feeling a heavy agony at her heart, ax if it
was breaking, She went nearer to him, as if for
protection against the strange thing between
i them 5 stie did not speak, but only crept closer,

Hlooking at him with a terrified glasce, her pale
i face turned towards im iv wonder and dread.— !
['Fbe very brutality of his words brought back her
ilove. 'They forieed such a sudden and such a
frightful contrast with the past, that all mmor !
causes against bim were swaliowed wp in this ;— |
agd s was something se monstrous, she could
not aceept it as a reality. It seemed to be some
one else who spoke while wearing lier husband’s
form : she could uot understand that it was Her-
bert who said he laathied her-—Elerbert who wish-
ed her away, and who cursed both her and her
child. It was u dream that a struggle would dis-
pel—u spectee that a toush would anaihilate,—
She came nearer and nearer, still silent, and look-
ing al him mquiringly.

Something ia her face and manner irritated
Herbert beyoud his power of -endurance. FHe '
was balf mad, and that was his scle excuse ; but
a sorry oue al the best, e forgot himself, his
manbood and his honor, his rows, lus love; he
raised s hand, and strick ber once —twice—aad
cursed her bitterly.’

She did not scream nor faint, nor turn to anger
nor (o tears. She ouly rushed forward, and threw
lierself on Ius breast, crying, ¢ Herbert ! $lerbert /
——your wile—your ewn Grace !’

Grod bless the patient heart of woman’s lave !
God bless the mighty soul of woman’s endurance !
Of all grand attributes of humanity, these are
among the grandest and the best.

The plaintive accent of that voice—the plead-
ing touch of thuse tremblimg arns—-the patient
p:ayer for mercy m that upturned face ! [erbert
stiverad with agony as the villainy of that blow

He tried to put her away, but Grace clung closer

ralarmed to see her.

and closer, taking bis hand and kissing it as in
gays of old.

* Herbert! Hecrbert! you are all that is left to
me now ; you must not thrust e trom you ; you
must not be angry at my first impatieat word,—
I have suffered nuch, darling—suffered where
you have been spared, und I thovght you might
liave been more ieader to me and mare conside-
rate. Look here, Herbert ; we are alone nov,
and you must sol hate me or be cruel to me!?

Broken with grief and terror, and exhausted by !
the unusual passion of her late excitement, Grace
sank, weeping, by the side ol the covered cradle,
sobbing with such violence that even Herbert was
A pang passed through him ;
the cold hand of death: was before bim; he tore
off (he coverlet, and saw the baby as it lay—a
dead pale bud brokea for ever.

“ Ltis dead I’ sobbed Grace, as she heurd fus |
sudden groan. ¢ It died in ny 2rns te-day, Wer- |
bert, and 1 have bad no one to comfort me, or to
speak a kind word to me. O, that I were dead :
too! (Rad, O God! take me to my child I' i
To-day !—this fatal day of grief and sin!— !
Wiile be had been at the gaming-table, drown- !
ing thought in foud oath and horrid jest, lus child
bad breathed out its gentle soul in its sad mo- ;
ther’s arms, and the last act of his fatal tragedy
had been played by that sinless death-bed. What
a coatrast :—madness, intoxication for him—Ifor
her the pale shroud of all her happoess—isery,
solitude, and despaic!  He could not but remem- §
ber the beauty of their first moanths; he could
aot hut recall the sunny days and the full bhearts
whiicl: had recerved this little one—aof the mighty
love that had baptised it into being ; and now all
was over! The golden morning had deepened
into a twilight of eternal gloom, across which at
times flashed streaks of burning fire ; the blessed
babe, which had come as a flower from the gar-
dens of heavev, had withered on its stalk<—too
pure to remain near him ; the wife, whose smallest
tear lhe once had kissed away, had suffered tle

further by ber voice and manner; *I shall only

agony of death uncheered and upsupporte, and

bare, wilhout a light to cheer or a star to guide
her. Her only star was quenched - her ouly
flower plucked; the sole bird that ever sang
without false accents in its notes was Lushed for

i ever, and from henceforth her way must he i the

pathi of unutterable wo, 1ler husband —he was
but a man left of the glorious truth—a shadow of
the adored reality. | e way uo Lushand in all

[that better part which consttutes true marsge.

Did such a thought as this cross Ierbert’s
brain 7 Or why did he snddesly turn to his wife

rand strain her Lo lnx heart aud Liss hev pule face

again and again 2 Why (hd he eall her ¢ Gruce,
beloved—wile.— lns love—his dearest? Why
did he whisper words, faiut and few, which flowed
hke hiving lght over his lips, and cleared his
bloodshol eyes of their fierce glare and impure
fire 7 Why did Le take her hand in b#, and lay
thew both, clasped tight together, on the cold
fuce ol the waxen corpse, and swear, i low
tones, hal{ lost through the woman’s bursting
sobs, to be true and faithful to the trust that dead
child’s mother had given into his keeping—to
guard her, love hier, protect lier, honor—to turn
from tiie sing which had ensnared him to the holi-
ness of remorse, and to cherish in sorrow the
purification of repentance? . Why was ull this,
if hie did not acknowledge how busely he must
have deserted her when she could wish bersell
dead —not two years married, and arried with
such love and joy ? '

“(Frace, can you love me agsinl-—can you
trust me again? When you know all that I
have done in injury of you, can you forgive e,
and live with me, and for me, as of old ¥

Grace could not raise her face. Her grief

ance, so that they both migh

weighed down ber head like an iron hand crush- |

ing ker. But though sle could not look into his
eyes, and siile back her love and assurance, aud
talkk gaily of their reconciliation—though 1ts bap-

lism was made in Lhe bitlerest tears a woman’s |

eye can weep—yet she could kiss his breast, and
press his hand, and fold herself nearer to him,
and lean upon bim tovingly, and make him feel
that she bad forgiven him. Strong as she was,

i and enduring as she had been, she yet was all a

woman in her feelings, and snatched eagerly at
the chance of support and love even from one
who had so often failed her.

* A beggar, Grace—ruined enlirely—mwithout a
home, without food for you, work, or charucter
—can you cling to e yet ?’ '

Her sobs were getting quieter,
speak now, and did.

1 barve loved you always,’ she said, ¢and will
never desert you.!

Herbert was trembling, his manhood almost
giving way. T'he reaction had been too sudden

She could

i for him, weakened as be was with the fever of
i tus late life 5 the sight of the dead baby, of Lis

wile’s despair, of their bitter poverty, all pressing
on him as his own work, almost overcamme lim.
He struggled agumst the choking tears that
swelled his heart, and kissed the downcast lace
again and again. Awnd then he could bear up no
longer.  His thoughts and remembrances became
too puinful.  With the terrible cry of one wound-
ed, be uttered lier name in a prolonged shriek,
and fell fuinting on the floor.  And wlen he arose

- ugain, he did nol even kuow the sweet hands thar
; tended him.

[t was a brain fever, brought on, the doctor
saidd, by mental excitement and bodily exhaus-
tion. It seized him like an iron vice, and kept
hime far long days and weeks between life and
deatiz.  Without money or aid, Grace must sup-
port this new afiliction as best she could, herself
so wan 2nd fragie that the good doctor more
than once sent his own servant with nourishment
for her, and drugs, and with orders to divide the
labor of nursing, and to situp with Herbert
while the poor wife slept. And then Grace
would smile in her fzint, melancholy way, and
say that her very afflictions were blessings, too,
since they brought out the kindness of the human
heart, and made her feel that human love left no
one solitary in the world.

She had a hard time of it, though, having to
work between the lours of her incessant attend-
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[ plainly braided under a kerchief, and as the girl-

t hve. She got but
poor pay for what she did, scarcely enough to
support her in the miserable scautiness which she
made sufficient for herself, and to get such things
for the invalid as were necessary for his state.—
But she worked on diligently and uncomplainingly,
doing her duty quietly and steadily, and hoping
where she could not realize. Still the dead baby
never lett the mother’s heart, Tending her hus-
band carefully, she was not less a bereaved no-
ther--loving him, if not with the blind devotion
of ler first love, with the womanly trust of a re-
canciled and renewed confidence, she was not less
conscience of her loss. The dead child’s toys
were ranged before her eyes on the shelf where
they bad always stood, and where it -covld see
them, acd point to them, and crow for them ; its
little caps, and frocks, and tiny shoes, were cher-
ished like priceless gems ; and, weak as 1t ‘might
be, many an hour of fearful agony was passed in
looking at these signs of a departed bliss.  Ouce
or Lwwice the thought that Tlerbert bed caused iis !
death started out hke a visible shape hefore her ;!
but she alwaye thrast it back, and turned her |

heart away from it, and busied hersell with in-!
creased diligence about that helpless bed, |
Oune cherished remnant of pride Grace pre-!

served amongst all her nisery—the conccalizent !
of her condition from her friends; not so much,
perhaps, from pride for beiselt as for Herbort,
dreading the blame they would cast on bin, and
shrinling from the exposure of bis faults and
crimes. A few of Herbart's focmer intunutes
bad maintained o questionable kind of intimaey .
with him, while the gaming-table Leld oul some
hope of monetary suecess; bul as soon s he !
was thoroughly broken, they lost thew interest in !
hine 5 and even Frank Lawson, famous lor lus |
studies of * low life) voted 1t disreputable to by
sern in such a neighborhood, aud found out that:
1t was a humbug to be slways inquicing after §
man’s health 5 for inquiries dow’t do any good,!
you know, and only disturh people from their
work. Hyde Smith kept his interest in paor
Herbert much fonger, Leng impelled theieto !
partly by a coarse adimration of Grace, which
yet was a good-uatured, doggish kind of feeling.
But Grace had such a profound horror of these
two men, that bad she been starving, she would
rather have hidden in the first tomb tuat was
open, than have accepted Lfe from their hands,
She looked on them us so immnediately the cause
of Herbert’s first disasters——tlsess, again, engen- !
dering lus subsequent sins—that they became at
last the very embodunents of Ler evd! fate, and
she sbrunk from them s birds from serpents, or
children from the “evil eye.” And as she was
pale and thin, and all her heavy chestnut eurls

1sh faugh was stilled, and the girlish glance sub-
dued, Hyde reconciled himself more eusily to the
‘cut,” and vowed that ¢ Mrs, Lerbert had grown
jolly plain all at once.’

Grace’s best Iriend was the doctor.  Medi-
cines, food, clothes, and even money, lie pressed
on Grace; always in such a fatherly way, that
she could not feel offended. And if she drew
back her hand as he pressed his gifts into 1t, and
shook her head, while tears of wounded pride and
gratitude together rose up into her eyes, the doc-
tor would end the contest by pomtng to the sick-
bed, and saying gently : ¢ T do not ask you to ac-
cept this for yourself; you can work, and carn
eaough for your ewn wants; but lus'—

And then frace would yield between many a
smile and many a hope of ¢ being able to repuy
the loan® when brighter tmes should come.

The most panful thing that she nad to suffer
were ber husband’s ravings.  Ollen in the dead
of mght, when she was sitting  there aione, her
dun candle throwing but a ghastly light on wall
and ftoor, and forming a thousand fantastic shapes
from the waving of the curtains to and fro—often
then, as she sat there, painfully walching the siek
man, or wearily warking at her eternal needle, he
would suddenly utter shrieks and cries that startied
ber till she shook for fear ; fearful words would
drop like burmng lava from lus lips ; and terrible
accusations would chull her blood (o listen to,
spoken though they were in the mockery of fever.

One night, she bad been sitting hy lim working
for a long time iu silence. Je was dozing light-
ly, and, excepting the restless head tossing on the
pillow, and the hot hands beating the air, 2ad the
feeble voice groaning heavily and sightog be-
tween, not a sound broke the sepulchral stillness
of the room. Wearied with many days and
nights of incessant care, Grace was half yielding
lo the soothing 1nfluence of that respite of quict.
Still awake, but in that kiod of tranquil dream-
ness which leaves the senses free, bul shuls out
painful thoughts, a thousand indistinct sensations
rather than visions floated before her ; and for a
time her nournful existence took back something
of its former lovelness. Flowers seemed to
wave before her, and the pleasant songs of birds
sounded in the distance; the old cottage, with 1ts
gable roof and jessamine porch, 1ts profusion of

roses and multitude of thrushes, seemed to stand

in the twilight far ‘off; but not unattaimable ; and?

she heard the laughter of children on the grass,
and saw themn play among the lambs in the mea-
dow ; and it seemed as though she had gone
back into the pure country again, as merry and
as blight as w the times that bad passed.

Suddenly a ery echoed through that enchant-
ed silence, and shook her sweet visions to the
ground—a cry which shot to her heart with a
vague sentiment of worse than pain lo come—ol
dread, of horrar, of agomzing terror,  She starl-
ed and Jooked up; her upraised hand et her
hushand’s, clenched and fiery,

Oue Land holding back the enrtuins of the bed
the other raised as if menacing, at the same tune
that it repelled ; his pule fuce, heid with osror,
thrust forth from the opening ; his eyes ficed aud
Lloodshiot 5 his open lips black with fuver and
enisp with fears 5 his terrible cry that came as a
dealbi-shriek trom s beart ; all the concentrated
agony and despair wiieh a guilly conscience
mixes in cwith the ficrce fancies of delirivmn, made
Herbert at that inmment sueh a thing of harrors,
at Crrace for the first moment shrank back

Ufrom his eyes and from his hand, lereor over-

powering every feehing of duty or compas-
siau.

Aud then hurst furth the mast tearful foad of
words that had vver blighted the air of heaven ;
theu accusations of unheard-of crimes reveiled
the treudle of the blabbg conscience, thmi gk
they betrayed also the shatieved mind § then Jo-
scripttons of ghastly sizhs froze the  hearts
blood of e listening gl 3 and passwnate denun-
ciations, made up of wuth and Invective, eaused
her to plize her hands over her ears, shacked
anld tereiie) @t what she beard.  "LUnen ol the
past cane up i Teview, but deepened ity mon-
strous sivipes s od mugled with fantastue lalsilies 5
then Grave swas bid to took upon bim, u murder-
ery, and o was sunnnoned to avenge the
shanghtered elntd 5 (hen hasts of fiends were told
of gathering ihick about the bed, aml oue, the
most drexdiul of them ull, hovered over tum
ready 10 clu'el bis soul und carry it to an etecnal
condemniting ; awd ot this the wretehed man
shrieked auew, while his ice ook a deeper wx-
pression of agony aud fear; and sheicking sull,
calling on Grace to shield him, e fell back on
the pillow in strong convulsions, which resisted
all the girl’s effurts 1o subdue.

Tn spite of herscll, she must have the doelor.
Thoagh lus ullendance was grutuitous, and it was
now the slead of night, she must demand his aid,
and uot suffer ber hushand to die before her eyes.
Culliug up one of ter neighbors to wateh while
she was away, she prepared to set out for the
house of the medical man. Lins was her first
walk in the mid-night streets; and had she been
less absorbed i ber anxiety far ITerbeet, she
wonld have beea tercilied fur hersefl, [t was so
strange, and she felt sv desolate, and tales of un-
imaginable horrors came before her bram, Jarred
asat was with the frightful scepe she had Just
gone through; and her nerves were shattered
and her strength decayed; but sull the brave
beart triumphed over all these obstucles, and the
waman’s lave subdued the waman’s weakness, O
lh_e great heart of love ! Q the lfe g1V power
of a woman’s tenderness and ity ! There 1s no
mountain which these, like faith, wirl not remove ;
vo rock which these, like five, will uot cosvine,
They make eagles of doves, and lions of the
hare ; they change the very elaments of being,
and transform the very eharactersties of nulure
Alehymists of humanity, what o
brought forth from dross!

Grace met nothing to wanoy lier, and ouly her
own lhoughls to ternfy ber. A few policemen
eyed ber scrutinizingly, as nuch from idleness as
from suspicion ; and one or o straguling inen

. . n
wished her 409d might as ste passed.  ['he doe-
Lor. was soomn ready ; and as he insisted on liep
walting for hun. and oblired ber to swallow more
_lhau one glass of wine, she found the walk back
in the caol uigit-asr refteshing and vigorating.,
She lfnd no cunse for fear now, and nature was
therefore open to her without any ved be-
tween.

When they arrived, they found that tje
paroxysm had pa-sed, but had been sueceeded by
another ; and Grrace aud her goud friend enterel
Just as the sick inan’s screams were echoine
through the rovmn.  The doctor shook his head.
¢ Medicine,? he said, ¢ will do 1ts worl for a time ;
but another physician besides an earthly one x;
wanted here. Drugs may soothe your husband’s -
body, my chiid ; 1 fear me repentance can alone
restore his health of mind I’

¢ Hlush, hush, my UHerbert,! cried Grace, (rying
to recall her husband’s senses by the touch of he?‘
geatle hand on his forehead, and the touch of her
gentle lips on tus cheek. But be thrust her from
him, \v.hile calling on her to see lLiow his Grace
was lying there in ber shroud, and how bLe pag
killed her too, by cruelty, and cold and
ger. . . . ‘ o

It was a feartul scene! and the doctor said:. -
truly when he told - poor Grace, that more thag -
drugs and human skill were wanted here. - For
wild as ‘were those ravings, and false as:were the

lure.
old have they not

un-




