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

A true bridal-day it was. The sun was shin-
from the small white clouds that hung
¢ the broad face of heaven, and
birds were singing through the blue air, and flow-
.ers were waving in the warm breeze, and swarm-
ing insects were clustesing between the shadow
and the sun, as if creation celebrated one large
holiday to-day, and life meant nothung but a pal-
.pitating throb of ecstacy. L ‘ .
The bright June morning i—il seetned made
for brides and laughiog children—for the shy
lance beneath the lime-tree walk, and the merry
play on the cowslip mead-——f.or the. downca.sl face
of virgin love, and the ﬂoatmg bair and wild blue
.eyes of infant innocence. Nothing harsher or
more sad than these ought to have ral_sed its
brow on the beaming sky of Grrace Ayton’s wed-
a-day.
d!nzndda¥Vell worthy was sweet Grace of all sun-
shine above and happiness below. No morbud
fancies, no jaundiced tempers, no irritable selﬁslj-
no moody sulkiness, made darkness her fit

.ing out
JJike ringlets roun

ness,

companion ; all ] A .
trustI: and d,evotion, childlike merriment and child-

like purity. A more laugbing lip, or a brighter
eye than hers, could not be found ; she made a

.clearer atmasphere wherever she went, and car-
ried peace, as flowwers bring odors, by her mere

presence. . o .

The foulest fiend thal ever brooded over inen’s
souls, and hatched discontent and spleen from
black magnings, mus: have turned himself to
love if Grace had exorcised himn by her great

grey eyes of guilelessness and joy. o

These were her oniy visible characteristics as
yet ; and none knew thgt.anythmg more heroic
was lying beneath the girlish glee and the girlish
fondoess, like a pearl beneath the waters. But
relations are proverbially blind to the real natures
of their kinsfolk. '

And so Grace Ayton left her little cottage-
liome on this beautiful June morning, regretted
for her brightness ang regretted for her love, but
with not a thought of honor for her courage, her
endurance, her constancy, or her heroism. These
were virtues which must blossom 1n 2 rougher
scil than that quiet country-house in the kawthorn
lane. ] ] )

Yet what a happy marriage this promised to
be! Every blessing surrounded it in the present,
and every prospect of increased felicity mn the
future. Though not exactly rich, they were
what people call ¢ well off ;” with the certainty of
a handsome income in a few years, time, f Her-
bert was industrious in s profession—he had
lately been taken into partoersbip in an old-estab-
lished office, where tus share of profit depended
on his contribution of work—and if they were
moderately careful in their house-keeping. Lhey
bad a nice house near Connaught Square—one of
those new houses, clean and fresh, which seem
made for young married people ; and they had
furnished it elegaotly, with the due amount of
pretty fancies and popular ¢ art’ ‘which all women
think so necessary ; and had hired two servants,
who were to turn out domestic miracles; and
altogether, they were startig in lite with as much
promise of success aod happiness as falls to the
lot of most peopte.

Herbert was one of the tenderest of husbands,
too, and one of the kindest of men ; a httle given
to self-indulgence, perhaps, and not overcareflul in
Ius choice of associates; but then he was so uf-
fectionate and so hopeful, so boyish in his univer-
sal sympathy, and so lovable in lus very weak-
pesses, that even his barshest friends were fam. to
end their upbraidings with a kiss, and a sighing
hope that all would turn out tor {he best. DBe-
sides, he had a wonderful power of what s vul-
garly called ¢ getting over’ people. He would
explain away this, and soften dowu that, aud
plead so eloquently for charitable judgment here
and there and everywhere—uwith half-laughiug,
hall-serious references to us knowledge of the
world—that he somehow metamorphosed the
most glaringly imprudent actions into really very
cunving strokes of policy, and invested the most
notoriously uaworthy characters with patent
claims on every one’s respect and charity. Al
this entranced Grace. His affectionate gene-
rosity of trust and allowance riveted hec respect,
as well as won her sympathy; it captured her
beart winle enslaving ler judgment. She was
too young and toc tguorant yel io see the fulla-
cy she followed ; and too fond, tu criticise the
doctrines she believed in. Efer reliance on Hec-
bert’s wisdom and goodness was such as one gives
to a superior being. Herber’s dictum was
Grace’s law—Herbert’s wishtes, Grace’s duties.

For instance, ilerbert liked Frank Lawson
and Hyde Suith, two young artists of questian-
able standing 1n soctety and decided worthless-
ness in art ; and though she herself was repelled

»by them, and could not but think them vulgar
and uapleasant, yet as Herbert knew them inti-
mately, and she did not, of course he was the
best judge ot thewr characters, and (hewr fitness

as her associates. They were rude and coarse,’

-~

was gaiety and sweetness, love, !

and said ungentlemanly things, and did uogentle-
manly actions—she thought ; but she had been
brought up so entirely in the country that she was
probably fastidious, and easily startled ; while
Herbert, who knew the world, must know best
what was proper for tis own house. So she con-
cealed her disgust ; and Frank and Hyde de-
clared she was a ¢ jolly old girl,” and a ¢ regular
brick.’

Never did young wife fulfill more heartily her
marriage-vow, to love, honor, and obey her bus-
band ; never had husband a more plastic form to
mould inte what shape should best please his fan-
cy—two more loving birds never hid within the
thick woods, and no children gave themselves up
to play ona violet bank with more unsuspecting-
ness of sorrow to come, than did Herbert and
%race Ayton in the first months of thewr wedded
life. '

Sunshive above, in the bright summer sky,
bathing roof and basement in one golden flood—
love withm, glorilying every small domestic event,
and lallowing every fleeting feeling—trust and
reverence, as befitteth woman, admiration and
affection, as agreeth best with man—a perfect
unton of hearts as well as of bands; such were
the bright surrounding and glorious internal con-
ditions of their lives; and Grace had reason
when she knelt down at night and thanked God
for her dear happiness. '

They were very gay. Darties every evening,
; or theatres, concerts, or the current sights of the
thour ; pleasant excursions ‘1n the day down to
Richmond or Hampton, Chiselburst—sweetest
place of all—to East Barnet and to Sydenham ;
the Opera, where Grace in ber private box (al-
ways in a good position, and on grand mghts, no
watter at what cost)looked like a beautiful pic-
ture enframed in the gargeous draperies; select
dinners, perfect m their arrangements, but fear-
tully costly ; merry dances, where all enjoyed
themselves as they never enjoyed themselves be-
fore—this was the life to which Herbert intro-
duced his young wife, and wn which she was the
favorite and the delle.

Yet sometimes she half wished that they were
more alope and at home. She enjoyed her
gaieties extremely ; but they came so often that
she grew tired of them, and longed for quet as a
weary laborer longs for sleep. Sull, if they
were at home they were not suffered to be alone
—Frank Lawson and Hyde Smth, with others
of the same class, were always spending their
evenings there; keeping Herbert down n the
diring-room, while they drank and smoked, and
tainted the room with stale tobacco for to-mor-
row’s breakfast. So Grace was better pleased
to be out in the grand world, where Herbert was
at least 1o the same room with her, thau to be up
stairs alone for a whole evening, while he was
kept away by those tiresome men : or, what was
worse, while he brought them up, ooisy and ex-
cited, and ordered coffee near upon midmght.

¢ Grace, my darling, lam gowg aut for half
an hour this evening.  Shall you be dull, sweet 2’

¢ O no, Herbert, dearr I bave pleoty to do.
You will not be very long ?

¢ No ; I'm only going to see a new picture that
Hyde has in his rooms for a few days. We shall
go nowhere else ; and if Grace can live for half
an hour without me, and I can survive her loss so
long, we shall not be separated longer.”

Alt this was said with beaming smiles and the
fondest looks, which of themselves would have
reconciled Grace to aay afthiction ; but wheu Le
came closer to her, and, parting the hair from ber
forebead, kissed it, and said in a low sweet voice,
¢ I wish 1 could manage so as never fo leave you,
why, then Grace would have given him her heart’s
blaod if he had asked for "it—not only bhave as-
sented with the most loving cheertulness to bis
spending half an hour away from her. And so
Herbert feft her, fully convinced that be had the
dearest and most beautitul wife in London, but
unable, as wsual, to resist a temptation or deny a
request.,

"Che time passed well enough for the first two
hours ; then the young wife began to tire of her
wark—marvellous fine work was 1t ; making up
strange clothing problems of diminutive dimen-
sions and infinitesimal proportions, more like dolls’
clothes” than anything else, and yet not dolis’
clothes either. The candlelight at last hurt ber
eyes ; so she rose and laid her work in her prety
basket, all piak and white, and stood there look-
ing at it with many a halt-smotbered exclamation
of pleasure. One article, something like a fairy-
cap, she put on ber own white hand, which sud-
denly transformed itself in her eyes to a baby’s
face, and which, on the strength of that transfor-
mation, received a kiss from her own lips. How
she laughed at herself as the action recalled her
wandering senses. She must do something more
real thaa this ; so she took up a book, attracted
by auew binding. It was a law-book, which
Herbert had brought home from the office more
than a week since, to find out a legal point much
wanted in 3 pending cause. The point had never
been looked up yet, and the cause had been tried
and lost. This would not do; so she found

and took disagreeable hiberties about the house,
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where her favorite Tennyson was lying, and turn-
ed over the leaves lovingly, But Mariana i the
Moated Grange made her feel very lonely, and
the May Queen nearly broke her heart. She
bad not been quite well lately ; indeed, she had
been delicate for some weeks now, and to-day
especially she had been faint and nervous. She
looked at the clock, and wished that Eerbert was
at home. Tt was getting late now—past eleven
—and it was only just seven when he went out.
She wondered at Frank Lawson and that horri-
ble Hyde Smitk. They might be a little more
constderate, and not drag Herbert so much from
Ins home. They were such detestzble men—and
then she checked herself, as if she had thought
something sinful ; for were they not [Terbert’s
friends ?

She sat by tke open window ; screening her-
self from the street, and looking out on the lony
lines between the gas-lights, listening for the be-
loved faot whose faintest tread was her most ex-
quisite music, But the ceaseless stream of rapid
steps brought nothing to her heart. [Friend and
husbands hastened home to others, but no one
came to her.

For a long time she bore up aganst the dark-
ening influence gathering round her; but weary
with watching, and terrified lest accident or worse
might have detained Herbert, she leaned her head
upon hLer hands, and burst into a {locd of tears of
sorrow since she married. How they startied her
—hotw they agonised her/ Wasshe then indeed
50 miserable as this? Could a slight disappoint-
ment cause such terrible grief; or was there a
deeper wound beneath? She dare not probe her
own heart : shuddering, she drew back the veil,
and shut out the ghastly 1mage whose shroud had
just fluttered in her eyes. She would not look
nearer: she did not wish to learn more.

The night-atr blew chill ; bat the young wife
did not feel it. Her head was throbbing, and her
forehead and hands burned like fire. The ser-
vants bad been gone to bed for some time, and
she was the only one up and awake in the house.
This gave her a terrible sensation of dread. She
was angry with herself for her folly, but she could
not conquer it.

A consciousness of some ludeous presence be-
hind her, strange breaths drawn deep close to her
ear, strange feet creaking up the stawrs, and once,
she could have sworn to it, the handle of her door
moved softly and the door itself partially opened ;
all these nervous fancies, added to her anguish of
fear for Herbert, lest some lideaus mischance had
befallen him, left her for awhile speechless and
powerless from agony. One o’clock sounded—
two—half-past chimed, and then the quarter;
when a burst of rollicking voices came revelling
up the street, and the three friends rushed tumult-
uously to the daor.

Shivering, terrified, as if about to encounter
some misforiuve, yet transported, too, at baving
her beloved husband once more so near her,
Grace ran down to open the door. At a glance
she saw that Frank Lawson and Hyde Smith
were tipsy, and that Herbert—dear, beautiful
Herbert {—he too was excited and uproarious,
and unlike his usual glorious self.

¢ Ab, my sweet ! it’s late for you to be up,’ be
cried, throwing lus arm around his wife’s waist,
and kiseing her more than once, though the two
wen were there staggering and laughing, and the
puliceman, not two yards off, was looking on with
the composed gravity and careful scrutiny of a
night-watch.

Grace blushed painfully, and put away her bus-
band’s hand’s, but quite gently.

¢ Never mund the hour,) she said, smiling ner-
vously ; it does not siguily, now that you are
at home agaie. But we had better not stand
here. It is too late to ask you in,’ she continu-
ed, turning to the artists, and speaking w a hur-
ried manner, ‘and I am cold already ; so, good
night.’

¢ By Jove, we won’t stand this!* cried Frank,
the most tipsy of the two; ¢we must have the
old port to-night, Mrs. Herbert, with a famihar
gesture. It would have been a chuck under the
clun, if she had been near enough.

Grace shrank back,

¢ Herhert,? she said in a low tone, ®send these
men away. 1t is nol proper that they should
come in at this hour of the night.’

Herbert looked embarrassed.

¢ Just a moment, Grace dear,’ he said coaxing-
{1, below his breath.

+ No, no, Herbert,’ she urged.

* Come away, Frank,’ said Hyde, the coarsest
but the most good-patured ; ¢ don’t you see the
missis doesn’t want us?’

"T'he wind was blowing tbrough the girl’s ches-
put curls, lifing them off her forehead, and
throwing them across her eyes, breaking the
the heavierdnasses into a thousand airy rings and
graceful waves, and heightening ber beauty by
the unstidied grace of their fall. Never bad
she looked more lovely than at this moment,
when, Bushed and agitated, she stood beneath the
gas-light, with every line broken by the heary
wind, and giving but one effect of ceaseless un-
dulation. It was the very study for a painter.

* By George ! my Venus Rising,’ cried Frank,
taking out his pocket-book.

Even Herbert did not like this.

¢ Go in, love—go in,’ he said hurriedly.

¢ Come with me then, Herbert, and send these
men away.’

In her earnestness she took his hand between
bath her owa, and attempted to draw him to the
door. :

‘ Hyde,’ laughed Frank, with his thick speech
and drunken accent, ¢ can’t you get an atlitude
for your Mrs. Potiphar 7*

This decided it. Ierbert drcve the men
away, though with perfect good-bumor, and en-
tered the house with race, still in the gayest
spirits, and more than ordinarily fascinating. e
said she was tired, and insisted on carrying her
up the stairs ; which he did with boyish delight,
humming an air from &'Elisir d’Amore ail the
“Iay-

¢ Look here, my sweet !” he cried, when they
got up stairs, jingling lus purse before her eyes
—+¢I have won all tlis to-night ; so don’t frown
—1no, you never do that—but don’t look sad,
which is worse, at my bemng away from you so
long. Idul it on purpose darling; forl was in
such 2 vein of good luck, it would reaily have
been a sin to have stopped ; and as L was play-
ing with hall-a-dozen nich fellows, T had no com-
punation in winning their money. 1T wanted to
pay that fellow the upholsterer. He had been
boring me to death with lus duns; and really

.this was a better way of raising the wind than by

serewing six and eight-pences out of some poor
devil who can’t afford them. So you see, dar-
ling, it was notl pleasure, but busivess, and even
censideration for others, that kept me at the club
so long.

Now, in all tlis Herbert did not willully lie.
He bad so accustomed himself to the moral
sybaritism of believing that all his actions sprang
from good motives, that, unknown (o himself, be
was for ever lus own hero, even when most cul-
pable ; and being gifted with a fertile imagina-
tion, 1t was not difficult for him to jnagine cer-
tain springs of action, and then to beliere in
them. Many men have the same delusion of im-
plicit belief in the good intentions of their worst
actions.

Grace nestled closer to him. Lvery word of
his gospel truth, which it would have been sinful
to disbelieve.  She was quite happy now, only
sobbing a little at intervals, like a clild whose
passion has overpast.  ITerbert was much dis-
tressed. e took her to lum, and caressed her
fondly ; and when he heard those long drawn
sighs and shuddering sobs, he blamed hunself with
such unoecessary bitterness for having left her
—even tor their mutual adrantage, and on prin-
ciple—that Grace suddenly found herself in the
position of a selfish ezigeante, and took sore
blame to herself therefrom. And then Herbert
told her how devotediy he loved her, and how
often he had thought of her and longed to be
with her that evening—which was true enough ;
and Le repeated some favorite verses of poetry
in his sweetest voice; and lis accents trembled
and sank low, and the tears gathered up behind
his bright blue eyes when he came fo anylhing
peculiarly tender or appropriate; and then he
said how inadequate was it all to express his
adoration for ber, and how much better he loved
her than ever poet had been able to declare.—
And so they were firmer {riends and more devot-
ed lovers than ever. And Grace never felt moie
mtensely bappy than when Herbert gave her bis
last caress, and loudly praised her glossy lLair and
brilliant eyes as she left the room. Door Grace!
she never thought that it was champagne and
saccess which had so brightened ber eyes and
curls f

By degrees—not coming harshly or suddenly
—this kind of life won upon Herbert, The
state of her health made 1t necessary for Grace
to avoid late hours, fatizue, and exciterent ; and
Herbert soon found his quiet evenings dull and
uninteresting compared to the excitements of a
man of pleasure. He yielded more and inore,
crowning his cup of life with all the flowers he
could gather on every side, and flinging his whole
soul into the whirlpaol of dissipation. Butas yet
it was dissipation heightened into poetry by the
refinement of the mind brought into it and
the grace of the manners which accepted it.—
Ierbert Ayton was no sottish sensualist; he
owned the beauty of refinement in Ins pleasures
yet, at least. But for how long ? Alas!

Still Grace never complained. He was not to
blame, but on the contrary, to be pitied, for his
friends would not leave lum alope. And he
hated this constant exciiement as much as any
one could—he said he did! Come iwhat might,
her husband should be faultless!

At last the child was born; Grace narrowly
escaping with her lfe. The chance of losing
her sobered Herbert, and weakened the en-

chantments which had woven such mighty spells

over him. But no sooper was the term of neces-
sary. quiet over, than the same state of things re-
commenced, in spite of all that Grace might en-
deavor. ‘ '

¢ Dear Herbert ! anotber dunner party to-day
again 7’ :

¢ Influential clients, ny sweet. It is absolute-
ly necessary they should be asked.’

¢ But, Herbert, dear, all this expense—’

“ Never you fret about that, darling. 1 know
my own aftairs, and you may trust 10 1y pru-
dence. There is sometimes no rea econowmy,
dacling, in shabbiness. The people whe are
couung to-day may throw into my hands work to
two hundred times the amount of a paltry
dinner.

Grace shook her head mournfully.

‘Now, Grace, suid Herbert, in a kind of
coaxing, deprecating tone, ‘ don’t look so un-
happy for nothing. Don't you love we, Grace ?
and can [ not therefore mauke you always happy
under any circumstances 7°

As these words were magical cantations yet
to Grace, she assured him agasn again, for the
mitlionth time since hier marriage, of ber entire
devotion, and held ler peace.  So the diuner
was given ; and when it was given, it turned out
that the influential clients were werry artists,
male and female ; a few questionable city men
of large expenditure and mysterious callings; a
few clerks with mare wit thian work in t?mm;
and students of various sciences in appearance,
but of London life in reality. But of ali the
guests, there was not one who could advance
Herberts business by a single fee, nor one whose
acquamntance, for all prudential reasons, it were
not better to decline thun keep. And this dia-
uer was followed by a second and a third like
unto 1t; by dances, suppers, and carouses of
every denomination; by idleness and extrava-
gance under every form, to all of which Giace
was obliged to consent with an aching heart and
a troubled brow, knowing well thut such reck-
lessness as this must  soouer or later end 1n de-
struction,

A chunge was creeping over the oung wife.
Elerbert did not see u, but lus fnends did.—
Therr questions and banterings, constantly re-
peated, at last inade Herbert sensible that some-
thing was chauging - he scarcely kaew what, for
Grace wuas as gentle and loving as ever; but
different, somehow. And she was difterent,—
Stiller, and somewhat sad al times, with busy
thoughts pressing round ber heart, and dark for-
bodings glooming in the undetermined future, she
was but little like the gleeful Grace of that
bright June marriage-day ! Her baby had cafl-
ed forth some of the latent power of her nature ;
and the holiest lore winch bumanity can know,
had begun to show her the truth of the most
passionate ; tbe little hands pressing the bending
face had cleared something of the film from those
tovmng eyes; and the mother must perforce sit
judgment upon her husband, for love of tbat tiny
thing nestled on her bosom. Yet how she
grieved to think that part of her fairy bow had
melted into thick cloud, and that what ste had
once held as almost divine, was but weak, frail
bumanity after all /' But as yet nothing harsker
than disappointment to find hitn weak bad sad-
dened her; it hud never crossed her brain to be-
lieve her husbond wicked.  He was simply got
all perfect, but yet most beautiful, most dear,
most lovely of all the earth to her !

* You are ill, Herbert dear, she said ope
night, when her husband, returning home after a
dehgbtiul day among the chesuut trees of Bushy,
(lung bimself on the sofa, and fell suddenly into
deep musing.

‘ No, no,’ he said, with a start, trying to shake
off his depression. o

But the anxiety of iove has eyes which the
craft of love can never evade. Grace saw
through the cheat of that smiling iip, with the
wandering eye abose ; and the smooll word of
comfort affecied her nottuag, whilz the furrowed
brow contradicted its assurances,

*Ab, I1seeit! Tell me, dear, what has gone
wrong.”  She sat by him caressing his hands,

He endeavoured to laugh away her fears, but
without success; and little retenuve as he was
at any time, she soon gather the wain part, (hat
he had met with some agnoyance. But he would
not tell ber any particulars.

‘ And yet, Herbert, I am your wife, and hase
a right ‘to know what burts you. Why do yeu
conceal anything from me, deac © )

“ Because I do not wish to sadden you, Grace.
A man may bear any misfortune, but he should
not burdes fus wife with his troubles.!

Grace put all this aside. She spoke cf their
holy union, and of thewr little one, and of rhe
confidence which this sweet tie ought to hare
worked between them ; and tears came o her
eyes—her great gray eyes—as she said dear,
eloguent words of lave, and trust, and exhorta-
tion for reliance. :

Herbert, easily -moved for- good or ill, was
deeply affected. . ¢ Ab, Grace!” he cried, ‘T ean’
neyer prize you as you deserve; but indeed, .
darling; if I do not. tell you all ny troubles, it is. -
only becaise I would rather die than-sadden you ..
-even for a moment.? - . e e

Grace smiled gently. She-thgug—ll'l.;-of. allher
days and melancholy evenings passed in suchyp=




