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PHAPTER XXVIIL—GRACE WILMOT'S STORY.
I was the only and beloved child of a rich

' citizen; he way & wealthy goldsmith of Cheap-

side, and his name was Fdward Mayfield.—
Unfortanately for my futurc welfare, my mo-
ther died when I was but fourteen years of age,

Up to that time, I had been carefully and
raliziously hrought up in the tencts of our pro-
scribed faith,

Porsonally, T had no reason to he prond.
As I advanced towards womanhood, I saw that
ny plass reflected only the fuce of a girl, plain
even to ugliness, with large, hard featurcs, and
a swarthy eomplexion.

I bad soon serse enough to discover, when
smongst the young beautics of my sex and nge,
19 yeurs passed on, that the more plainly I
dressed the hetter, so far as my persenal ap-
peatance was concerned. T chese only dark
colors, and except a costly gold chain which my
derr father presented me with on my sixteenth
birthday, I serupulously abstained from wear-
iz any ornament heyond, perhaps, the occa-
sooal use of a ring,

Jewels, I might have had in abundance ; the

eostliest gauds of fashion might have been mine
m profusion ; satins, and velvets, and laces, and
exquisite sccnts, I abjured them all. There
¥ an inordinate pride in my studied simpli-
aty. I saw that I was plain cven to ugliness,
2d at last Bdward Magfield’s only danghter
wis pronounced a devotee, because she never
dresced but in sombre garments, and ordered
thew to be mude with extreme simplicity.
_ Sometimes that inmward voice which speaks
inferiorly to all of us, scemed as though calling
me from 1 world for which I was searcely
fited, to bury myself in the retirement of a re-
ligions life; well would it have been for me
had I followed the call.

Lstifled it, saying to wysclf: ¢ My father is
growing aged ; for my suke, and in order to
edow me with il his wealth, he has never
tetracted a second marriage. When he dies,
Uwill leave the world ; alas, an carthly love
%0n filled my heart. Y fels within me an in-
atizble thirst for knowledge ; my dear father
helped me to gratify it at any cost. I devoted
myself to the study of Latin and French. I
Wade myself mistross of the best authors of
Mrown country, I played well on the guitar,
:lot:kfilled up my time with various ornamental

Here Grace for 2 few moments paused, and

Cxpressed my astonishment that a gentle-
“owan, highly educated, should fill tha posi-
hD(t‘x 8ho oceupied,

., Youwill not be surprised,” shessid, © when
¥ou have heard my story to the cnd,”

f{t 1?ﬂgth she continued:
f°llllxr$gi2§§;g§ieb}vi? o_t;hers of my sex, more
"t of } e vanity on uccount of my
el e 07 s e
that gl] Tonds y-1o h L year, about the time
50 the mpen n \iw‘rns usy with preparations

Fizoe of age of the present queen with the

range,

B¢ evening I was seated with m dear
fa?';h;:];‘m the arrival of 8 gen'tlemnz'from
etusuls i\jms notified, ng errand was to
Wt my father about some jewels whish the.

king intended to give as a wedding present to
his niece. Charles Wilmot, for such was the
name of the messenger, was shown into the
room where I was seated; the conversation be-
twixt my father and bhimself was a long one.
He was oftered refreshments, of whieh he par-
took, and departed shortly afterwards, promis-
ing to call again the next evening.

He came abeut the sume hour, and brought
the erder frem the king for o set of jewels
composed of pearls and diamonds.

Qu this evening he conversed much with
myself. He locked over my books, spoke of
his tostes a8 similar to my own, and fascinated
me with hit witty and antmated conversation.

That visit was the prelude to many others;
at last, we read, and sang, and played together,
and T had arrived at that point at which a dead
vacuum seems to take place when the missing
friend is absent,

At length, from being merely a visitor in
the evening, when my father and myself shared
onc common apartment, Wilmot not unfre-
quently called when I was alone in the morn-
ing; frequently, the pretext for these visits
would be to bring me 2 new book or a picee of
musie,

Gradually the attachment sprung up in my
heart which scaled my future life with misery.

He made me an offer of marriage. What
did I care for his poverty 7 I kuew I should
have money, and I wus told he was a spend-
thrift, a gambler. No matter, I could reform
him, and for the first time in my life, when he
asked me in murriage and was refused, I had
words with my father.

I have told you, madam, that I made = point
of never entering into company. Alas for me,
I overcame my reluctance ; female vanity even
whispered to me, that as my hand was sought
with such pertinzeity, I was, perhaps, less plain
than I had considered myself to me.

During the Christmas festivitics of that
year, there was to be a large gathering at the
hounse of John Golding, a rich citizen, I had
fancied his daughter Alice was my friend; she
was onc of the very few of wmy own sex with
whom I hed been on terms of intimacy.

On the night in question, I was standing
apart from the gay throng of young people
talking with Wilmot, when turning faint, he
left me to futch a glass of water. 1 had drawn
aside, and had thrown myself on a couch in a
small ante-room opening out of that which I
had left, when I heard the murmur of voices
of persons cvidently standing by the spot I had
vacated.

# It is true, Elinor, quite true; he has pro-
posed to that ugly woman Grace, and they are
going to be married.”

The voice was that of my friend Alice. I
know not why I should have wished to hear
morc that was painful, for « deathly feeling
had seized on my heart. T lay perfeetly still,
anxious to hear the reply.

¢ Grace Mayfield goiug to be marricd, I do
not helieve it,” ¢jaeulated another perron in a
tone of astonishment,

“Yes Elinor, and Grace Mayficld has mado
me the most unhappy of women. Wilmot's
attentions to me before he met her, have made
me the talk of the whole city, but £ am not an
heiress,”” and the words fell with great bitter-
ness from the lips of Alice, ““but oneof a large
family. No one, however, can imagine for a
moment, that Grace, ugly as she is, is married
for anything but her futher's money. She
must he ene of the vainest of women if she
faneics, for 2 moment, that she is married for
love of herself.”

Scalded tears of wounded pride and indigna-
tion fell from my cyes. At that moment I
heard the voiec of Wilmot, my fuir enemies ad-
dressed him, I heard him say, © Miss May-
field has been taken ill and has gone to the
ante-room, while 1 went to feteh her some wine
and water,

Of course, they woll knew I had overheard
their conversation, and had the good sense
rather to bo condemned for unkindness by him,
than to insult me by following him into the
ante-room.

I made my adicus carly. I was ill; and
anything in short, to get home. Why was I
made s0 ugly, asked I, in the bitterness of my
soul, for the barbed arrow had cntered very
decply. I would not hear of Wilmot accom-
panying me; he saw me safe in my chair, and
I eried the whole way home.

Wilmot never came again after the guarrel
with my father, well would it have been for me
had I never scen him after that night.

The old, old happy days had forever fled;
my books had lost their charm; my musie its
melody; my father his love; rather ought I
not to say, I had lost my love for Aim.

On one of these days, Father Lawson, an
old friend of my father's, called at the house in
Cheapside. He was vested as a clergyman of
the Church of England as a disguise.

Poor father, ho opened his whole heart to
his early friend. At length I was summoned ;
my futher had gone te his shop; I found the
priest alone. .

# Grace, my ohild,” he said, * your father is
unbappy, it is in your power to restore peace to
his heart and home.,”

¢ How " said I, « has he complained that I
have robbed him of it 2" :

“ Listen to me, Grace.” Priest though he
was, I yielded but a sullen compliance. ¢ For
your sake to muke you, child as you were when
your mother died, the entire mistress of his
kome, your doting fathor remained a widower;

Jor you, to leave you the heiress of his wealth.

He put no woman in your dead mother’s place ;
he does not wish to forbid you to marry sub-
Jeet to his betier sense and experience, he only
forbids you te marry this man Wilmet. Your
old father leves you, Grace, and koows that
wan unworthy of your love, and that he secks
you only for what you will inherit. Tell me
child, you will do your father’s will.”

Here Grace paused, and covered her face
with her hands; I saw the tears triekle through
her fingers.  She then continued ; I exclaimed
with bitterness of tonc and manner :

“ 0Oh yes, I sec and understand it all. Fid-
ward Mayfield's daughter is so ugly, so repuls-
trcly ugly, that she has no single attiaction be-
youd that of her futher's moeney bags.”

“You shock me child,” said the priest;
“ (rod made you what you are, thank im that
e made you not blind and deformed ; thank
Him that ITe gave you f{ine mental powers, a
plenteous home, a loving Father; how dare
you hurl the gifts of your Creator in Iis face.”

For &« moment I was awed, and I burst into
tears,

The good Father fancied my heart wus
touched ; nh o, it had to be purified in the
Furnace of lous yenrs of tribulation znd suffer-
ing, ere that heart of adamant was softened,

“ You will break off this mateh, Grace?”

“No, I will not break it off; my futher is
unjust and eruel; I will marry Charles Wil
mot.”

Father Lawson rose from his scat,

“ And you will live to rue the day you hy
your hand in his. Misguided girl, your father
loves you; you arc breaking his heurt; it is
becunse he loves you with a matchless love,
that he forbids this union,”

“Then is he selfish,”” T darved to say, “and
he would keep me ever with him, forgetting
that the old have to die, the young to live.”

Ah, shall T ever forgot that day. Father
Tiawson drew aside for a moment, too shocked
to speak. T buried my face in my hands, but
I heurd him suy :

“ Qb my God, just and wmerciful, why is it
that parental Jove flows downwards with so
strong a current, and oftentimes returns in so
thin a stream ; visit thou this soul with suffer-
ing in thy merey.  Lord, purily it in the fur-
nace of tribulation, so that thou cull it buck to
thee at last.”

He turned to leave the room; T ealled him
back, awed by the words he had uttered; but
no, what more could be do? e left me to
mysclf and went to seek my injured father,
To me, Wilmot only showed the fair side of
his character; 1f he spoke of my dear father it
was not with eontempt or anger, hut rather
with o feigned forbearance.

He met me the evening uheer my interview
with Father Lawson, asked me if it wus in
vain to hope for my father’s permission to
marry, and on my replying in the afirmative,
suggested marriage in spite of his refusul.

In an evil hour I acceded to his wish.—
There was a small annual income to which I
had succeeded in right of my decensed mother,
of which my father could not deprive me. We
agreed to lend to time to heal the breach that
was sure to ensue, aud be married at onee,

T packed up the fine trinkets my dear futher
had, from time to time, forced on my accept-
ance, together with iy wearing apparel, and
sent it wwuy privately the night before I left
my home.

My father scarcely spoke to me that memo-
rable ovening; he was ill and care-worn; he
was in delicate health, and T felt a pang as I
stole » zlance at him when in the act of hand-
ing kim 2 silver cup containing his evening
draught of hot spiced wine,

Tears stood in his eyes; they looked dim
and bloodshot, and his hand trembled as he
took the cup from minc, as if he had the palsy.

* Read to me some good book, Grace, before
you go to bed,” he said, speaking as he used
to do before we quarrelled, ¢ Ah yes, here is
my favorite, The Following of Christ; let it
be thut chapter-—*¢ True comfort is to be sought
in God ulone.” ”

T did as he desired, and read on till I came
to the verse: “ All humun comfort-is vain and
short.” He repeated these words after me
twice, as thoush he pondered over them.

I had constituted all his human comfort. I
did net think of it at the time, but later those
words remained indelibly engraved on my
memory. o

“God bless you my child,” he said, as I
pressed my lips to his forehead, and drawing
down my face to his he kissed me long and
passionately.

Had he a presage of what was about to take
place, or a foreshadowing of personal misfor-
tune, to be brought ou by the cruelty of his
own ohild ?

Fond, indulgent, betrayed father!

I had left the house before the servants were
down in the merning.

An hour later I was the wife of Charles
Wilmot. '

‘Aftor we were miarried we went to Bohe,

where we engaged a lodging commensurato
with our prescnt position, till as he jesiingly
remarked,

“ Your father shall have come to hisscnses.”

These words were the first whith aunoyed
me; it was not so much the words themselves
as the tone and manner in which they were ut-
tered,

The following morning I wrote to my father
petitioning for his forgiveness.

I had no reply.

Wecks passcd on and Jengthened into months.
T had become o mother. Again and again I
wrote; no answer ¢ver ¢ame,

I had long become used to cruel insult from
the lips of my husband. At first T rebolled,
aud repaid insult with insult, scorn with scorn.
“Fool,” he would oftentimes suy, “ to faney
such a gorilladike face was aceeptable except
for moncy.”  The staff of well-paid servants in
my futher's home had prevented tho necessity
of household dutics on my part. Thus I was
ignorant o many things which T should have
known had my mother lived. This was a
source of bitter invective on my husband’s
part. I quickly found that T wust learn many
things of which I was ignorant, ind moreover,
that I must work hard, and save, and ccono-
mize, that he might spend, and guwble, and
drink, I had united myself to one who added
the grossest brutality to his other viees. When
the birth of my first child vecured, it brought
the expenses incidental to my situation, dete-
rlorating {rom the comtorts I had managed to
procure him. My pretty bgbe was but two
months old—pretty as his %’vrctchcd mother
was the reverse—when I recvived the greatest
indignity a man can inflict ou a woman, s
heavy blow ou the Face.

“That blow cannot well make your face
darker than nature has made it,” hesaid, My
eyes filled with water, my old spirit had died
out, I said not a word, T was berinuing to see
that I was about to pass through the ordeal of
tribulation Father Lawson had spoken of.

A few dags later T pasced down Cheapsido
in a sedan chair. T had not dured to seek my
father's face from the time of my shaweful
flight, I drew aside the eurtain of the chair
to look again at the ald house. Tt was shut
up; the shop was closed, the business then had
not been rold, :

A sickening dread scized on my heart,
My father, was he dead ? Al my God, grant
that T may sec him onec again, )

I ordered the men to ewpuire of the neigh-
bors if Mr, Mayticld were yet alive, und if o,
if they could tell where he lived.

He had suddenly vaeated the house; they
believed he Ll retired to Ilighgute with one
servant, who was to keep liouse for him, Ile
had beecome imbeeile, the neighbors raid, after
his daughter left him,

I hutried to the village of Ilizhgate, and
from enquiries T made I aseertaived that my
dear futher rented a small house insignificant
for & man of his ample means, the dircction of
which T obtained. The cottare stood o little
way back from the high road; a trimly kept
garden, gaily adorned with flowers, stretched in
front of the house,

I knocked at the door, predetermined to
trust uo longer to letiers. It was answered by
r middle-nged woman, whe had been cook in
wy father's house at the time of my marringe.

She started when she beheld me, ¢ Mrs.
Wilmot!” she exeluimed with un accent of
surprise.

« ITow is my father, Deborah 27 T gaid ; « 1
must sec him at once.”

« It is impossible, ma’am ; the sight of you
would make him worse than he already is.”

“ Wonun, stand aside,” I exelaimed ; and
pushing past her, I cntered the parlor. What
a sight met my cyes! My beloved father, at-
tenunted, worn almost to a shadow, was scated
on a coueh, talking inccherently to himself,

 Father, father,” I said, “ do you not know
me; I am Grace, your daughter Grace.”

¢« Grace, Grace,” he repeated; “yes, I had
2 daugliter of that name once, long years ago;
but she died, and then I was lefs all alone.”

“ Do you not know me, father 7’ I said, and
I kissed the thin, shrivelled hand; and ther,
bending down my hiead, T Jaid his hand upon
it. Alas! alus!| he was not conscious of the
act.

Then he rambled on again, but of mo he took
1o heed. It was another phase in the punish-
ment I sq well deserved, What shoald I do
was then the gquestion. To leave the house
was madness, Dcborah looked daggers at me,
and I involuntarily trembled at hearing the
voice of a man below stairs,

T had neticed, too, 2 wedding ring en her
finger, and nothing doubted but that the sudden
disappearance of my father from the city was
owing to ths machinations of this woman. )

T was standing at the window, and seeing a
boy asking an alms, I beckoned him to me.

I showed him half a crown, ¢ Will you
carn this?"" I said. His eyes sparkled with
delight.

I tore out a leaf from my pocket-book, and
sorawled in pencil these words:

“@ome to me directly; I am with my
father; for pity's sake do not delay.”

I gave the boy a shilling, told him to seek
the address written on the card, and to bring

the gentleman buck with Lim, when I would
give him cighteen pence more,

[ then sat down as patiently as might be to
await his arrival, evor amd again trying to
awsken in my father’s durkened wind some
meuiory of the past. A signal fhilure attended
Iy exertions.

At length I saug the first stanza of g song
Wwhich had been a favorite of his in the old
times,

He started, pressed kis foreliead with his
hand, and exelaimed ;

“ Sing it again; my
used to sing that soung”

“I am Grace,” 1 said. © Now bless me,
father, I have eome back to live with you and
take carc of you."  Alus? alus! his last bless-
Ing was bestowed on e the nighs before I left
him to the merey of hirclings. And why
should T spek thus; were they more merciloss
than Lis own child ?

Idrove. back wy fears because I found it
pleased him to hear e sing, One aftor un-
other Usang all the old sungs which T kaew he
had liked the best,

“Stay with mne,” he said - do nes go away
again, T like to hear you sing,” and ho put up
his dear aged face :nd Kissed e, and I felt
wondrously happy, though le kuew not T was
his own Gruce,

_And so we sat haud in hand, aud [ sany the
twe away, I never thinking of the woman
Deborab, but looking (i wy husband, becausc

dead daughter, Grace,

I should not fuar confruntiny her when he was
with ne,
T eaw 2 man leave the house, and then reburn

with 1 coach, into whivl muiy  parcels and
boxes were placed, anl (e mpn weiting in, the
couch drove away. "

T had my suspicions, wnd as 1 aut by the
window I murked down the number of the
coach,

Atlust T saw my hushand aud the boy haster
up the garden,  Tflew to she door and admitted
him, detaining the boy 6l T shoald seo if wo
wanted him,

Yo my infinite pain, my husband looked
ceolly at my dear father,

X5 this the end of Lis woalth ? ho said,
with a contewptuens ghace round the room,
adding, “a eloar cuse of hunavy that, 1 should
imagine.”

God forgive me, Low I
then,

Tarose aad closed the door,

S Deboral, the fmer eook, is here,” T
said 5 % she isnow marrivd. he house in the
city i closed. Do you uot see svwe villainy
has been praetised, ” Teis our business to look
into the state ol wy ithor's property, o en-
quire if his valuable stoch was suld belore Le
left the cily.

The wretel whom [ adidressed at first looked
ut 1me with fuelelustre eyen e was generally
under the influence of Tiguor, wud cither half’
stupid or in 2 atate of wemi-intoxic.tion,

After a short tiwe he recovered sulliciently
to resolve on ealling wp the woman,  We rung
the bell three tiwes; there was wo unawern.
We went down stairs, above, all over the bouso.
We were the sole inmates, and the open drawers
and boxes showed they had heen rifled of their
contents, We then dizcovered that there was
a back entrance to the hous, by which the
woman Delorah had evidently deciauped.

My husband sent the buy to Sobo with o
lottor to our Landlord, bidding lim brieg to
Highgate the servant and baby, and he himsell
went to the ncarest wmagistrale, laid the casc
before him, and gave the number of the hackney
caach, so thut seme of the property might be
traced.

I made a comfostable mezl for my beloved
futher. Tt way sweet to serve him, though le
did not know mec. Then while he purtook of
it I examined the house. I recognized man
well-remembered articles, though the best had
disappeared. There was a good stock of linen,
a swall quantity of silver, but nonc of the fine
old silver services. I then put Lim to bed in a
room evidently intended for Lis use. He fol-
lowed me about docile and submissive as a
child. T sung to him weunwhile. It was the
happiest moment I hud known sinee I had left
him whea, for the sccond tiwe, he drew me to
him and kissed me,

I moved about his room after he was in bed.
I heard him speak, and turning round, I saw
his hands jeined. I listened; he was saying
the Our Father, but not corrcetly, Then he
made a recommendation of himself to God—
this he repeated many times; prayed for his
dead wife and child, und awakening me to the
sinful past, he repeated the words I had last
read to him:

** All human eomfort is vain and shert.”

At last my husband rcturned, and a little
while later the servant and child. The officials
of justice werc on the track of Deborah.

The result of their enquiries cnded in the
recovery of many valuable articles and their
committal to prison. My father, it appeared,
had never recovered the effeot of my guilty
flight, and had very shortly fallen into a state
in which he was irresponsible for his sotions.
Thus e was easily the tool of this artful
woman. - They induced him to convert much

did Date him juat

of his-costly steck inte cnsh, of which, between.
fast living and what they plundered him of, the
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