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THE GAMBLER’S WIFE.

B; Charlotle Law,
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nir call, very good. T mever missed prayers or
Mass ; [ went 1o confession onre or twice etery
month, hut there my religion ended ; jet J knew
no better, [ had never tasted that bitter and
most mysterious cun called humap suflering,
which n some measure consecra’es and ennobles

Snon after the priest came, and T left her w'th llife. T had never thought of the-e words ol our

him.”

the very preture of desolation.

When she bad finished ber confsssion, the
priest, f'ather Thomss, called me down. He
said: *She really seems very weak aod ill, Sis
ter Magdalene. 1 almost think 1 had better
give her the last sacraments,’

¢ Does she wish it 2’

¢ Yes; the is ready for Heaven. Sister, her
portion bas been the cross, and the bitterest cup
that womsn can drisk. T have known ber for
scme years, and consider her ope of my most
saintly children’ .

* Do ynu kaow anythiog of her mstory, Father
Thomas

* No, pot muceh, for she never complaws, I
koow her hfe for the last few years has been a
daily martyrdom, which she has borne with an-
gelic patience, fer she says she brought it all on
berself.?

We eatered the room together, and the same
bright, sweet smile, that I had ceen 1n the morn-
g greeted us. I hastily prepared a hitile altar,
and kneelirg by her, assisted in that most bzau
tiful and sublime service, the admimstration of
the Extreme Uactioo. Nothling could.exceed
her fervent piety; and thep it wasended—a
1.0k of holy calm and holy love rested upon her
face, such as T koew betokened a spirit fitted fo:
Heaven.

Bat she did iiot die ; yet, contrary to our ex-
pectation, she lingered stll. Dariog the long
nights and days that 1 watched besile ber she
told me her history ; not altogether as T relate it
to you now, bat m broken frzgments, told some-
times when the sunbeams sireamed upon her pale,
sweet face, and hit it with a kind of glory ; and
again when the midnight lamp efmmerel feebly,
or when the grey dawn appeared in th: heavens,
it sremed to be a relief to her, lor dunng the
woole course of her sad life she had pever once
complained § she koew all she said 1o me was 1o
safe keepiog. Fathfully and well T kept her
secret while she lived ; but now that the spring
flowers are waving over her grave, I thick it a
duty to tell that sad history. 1t can harm noce,
and may be a lesson or a warning to young girls
who trust mare in their cwn wisdom than 1o the
experience of those aolder and wiser than them-
selves.

T necd not tell yau, sister, where 1 was hara,
My home was a most happy one. I was an only

child, and never Gid parents idolise a girl a> mige.

did. My wishes were law before I could walk ;
T waa abeolute mistress of the house, and ali o
it. Tortonately for me, Nature had gifted me
with a sweel temper and good dispositron, so
that T never presumed, or took advantage of my
power. I had masters and goverpesses 1 abua-
dances, and, at eighteen, prepared to make my
¢ debut’ in the great world. Few girls ever bad
a brighter or fairer prospect of bappiness. . Being
the only child, I was, of course, sole heiress to
my father’s wealth, which was very great. 1 bad
the happiest home, and the kindest parents o
the world. I wis youag end, the world said,
beautifol. I was without 2 care or thought. I
remember,—ah me ! how well I remember it
now, apd how often have I thought of it since!
—one evening, it was a few days after Chriat-
mas, and I was in the drawing-room, mamma and
papa were both out,and I read until 1t grew
dark ; then the thick curtains were drawo, the
fire blazed brightly ; no lamps were lt, for 1T
would ool bave them. 1 luved that bright
dreamy firelight, and was never tired of watching
the tantastic shadows that the holly and ivy
made upon the wall. It wasa golden hour: I
lay. watching the fire and its shadows, and sud
denly a verse in the poem I had been reading
eceurred to me. I ¢id not remember tbe whole
of it, only the last me,—

* ! For no perfect happiness can be found on earth.’

'tIt is false,” I thought; ¢TI am perfectly
bappy: I have no trouble, no care; hfe 1850
dear, so beautiful, so bright. The poet 1s wrong,
—bis works are votrue: I am & hiving contra-
diction of them; for 1 am perfectly bappy.” Ah!
and agein, in the pride of my heart, | repeated
the words aloud, ¢ I am pertectly bappy.’

‘In my sad Ife of pogerty and toil, T have
often {hought wirh bitterness of that hour, when
wy girlish spirit revelled and rejoiced 1o the blise
that ended s0 soon. 1 have olten in the dark
dreary night, seen that picture;~the Iuxurious
room, the glowing fire, the dreamy light, the
shedows of the holly snd the ivy, and my own
voice has sounded mockingly 1o my ear. Ab/
God bas, indzed, His own ways of bringiog'us to

1ewels.  To half an hour T was at home amongst

T went up stars: the rocms.were cold | dear Lord, ¢ Unless a man takes up s eross and

and drearv, and quite empty; there was not;'-"”""s e, be is not wortby of me.’ I had
even a chair or a stoal to be seen: lhey were | 0°Ver borne the cross,—its weight was unknown

to me; alas! 1t bas since bent me, in the prime
of my yauth, to the ground. Blessed be Gad
for it. The time came at last for my enfrance
into the preat world, that looked so fair and !
bright. I longed for it, and thought happmess |
was there if anywhere. My mother gave a!
grand ball; all the ¢elite’ of our acqnamlance;
were invited, and the party promised to be one,
of the best of the season, What an apxinns
discussion there was about my dress! ‘No
jewels,” mv father sud.
thing but flywers.” Dear, kind father! 1 bave
often remembered how fondlp and proudly he
kissed me that night, as he stood arranging the |
rosebuds in my hair. The rooras were one blsz2 |
of hgt. T was dazzled by the perfumes, the |
waving feathers, the rich dresses, and gleaming

itall. I way itroduced to several gentlemen,
aone of whem particularly interested me.  After
a few dances, I felt tired, and sat down by my
mother’s side, almost inclined te moralise upon
the gay scene before me. Just then some one
came up, and 1otroduced me to a Mr. Leyton.
He immediately asked me lo dance. T consent-
ed. I thought my ptother looked rather anx-
ious, but T was pleased aud interested. I dwell
upon this, sister, and perhaps tire you ; but every

;referred to me.
:who wis to be filled with new ideas in order to

| bum that nothing could fill up.

[} - |
Aone must wesr n» to a very mice

;and beauties of Paris.

event, nay, every word of that night, 1s engraved
unon my memory. It was the happiest and yet
most fatal of my life. Mr. Leyton, or Charlie,
as his friends familiarly called him, was just the
kind of man to atiract and please a young and
experien-ed girl, He was haodsome, lively,
good humored, clever, and a most accomplished
scholar.  Our dapce fiaished ; hie led me round
the room in search of my motber. She was not
to be found.

¢« Enquette, T suppose, Miss Somner, wr'i
prevent my asking you to give me the next dance,
but you look tired ; will you rest 1’ I conseted,
and we sat o watcted the pay quadrille taen
forming. Sister Magdalene, you must remember
I bad Lot been educated as most girls are. T
had never read a novel ; the only poem I had
seen was ¢ Paradise Liost.? T knew notling of
what people call love. It secemed to me more
pleasant to sit there, and talk te Mr. Leyton
than to dance or anything else. T did not know
wby. When he left me the dancing seemed
spiritless, and all its gaiety pone, 1 wondered
why the mus:c sounded s¢ dull and heavy. And
when he came back in one moment ell grew
bright agamn. 'When my mother, uneasy it would
seem at our long *1tefe a-tete; joined us and
said something about wy loeking pale and tired,
he bowed and said, ¢ Good night.” It seemed to
me that all the hght went out at once. I did
not analyse the feeling of happiness that made
sunshioe 10 my heart. Nothing was farther from
my thoughts thag love.. At breakfast the fol-
lowing moroing my father said, ¢ Well, Lady

-Anne,’—that was bis favorite name, for me,>—

¢ which of all your numerous partners did vou
like best? I answered unbesitatingly, ¢DMer.
Leyton, paps, very much better 1han the others,’
I almost lancied a shadow crossed my father’s
kind face for an instant; then he said, ¢ Ab, yes,
I koow bim; be is a fine young lellow, but 1
have heard be 18 rather too fond of play.’

¢¢T em sure be isa pood Catholic, papa, for
be told me ke bad ridden tweaty miles to hear
Mass for more than five years.’ )

¢+ Well, well, Lady Atne, pever mmd, reports
may be wroog this time.’

* The next day I saw him, but why need I
hoger? He contrived every opportumty of
meeting me, until cur acquamtance became re—
marked. My father said to me one day,* Lady
Anue, should you like a jouroey to Paris 7’

1 Oh, yes, above all thiogr, papa.’

‘4] am grirg to morrow on urgent busivess ;
pack up your boxes, and you snd mamma shall ge
with me.’

¢ A sudden recollection of an engagement I
had made with a party of young friends crossed
me, and T said, ¢ Papa, bad I not better write to
Miss Lesle to say that | am going to Paris.

t¢No,” he rephed hastily, *I do nol wish
jou lo say to any one where we are gaing ; re-
member that, I was surprised at his abrupt aa-
swer,

¢ It octurred to me then that T should not see
Mr. Leypton agatn. I had books and music of
his that T wisbed to return; but something, I
koew not what, prevented me from asking or
speaking to my father about him,’

¢ That evening I was sitling in the cooserva-
tory, hidden by the large leaves of an American

i-g-room, and say to mamma, ' Ste bore 1t very
wel'. T have great hopes now, she is so young
and so inexperienced, that 1 do not believe she
knows Low much she cares for him. A change
of scene and new 1deas will soon make ber forget
this idle fancy, if indeed it be one.

¢¢ Gd grant it,’ said my mother, with a m2h.

¢ 1 never thoueht or dreamt that their words
T wondered far a few moments

make her forget o'd ones, and then forgot the

. whole affair until a future day brought it back

with a bitter recollection.

¢ Though T was so anxious to visit that city of
the beautiful, Paris, yet my beart ached werrily
on Jeaving England. Tam sure, quite sure, that
I did not know then that T loved Mr, Leyion,
but there was a voud in my Ife when away from
T never analvzed
it, and pever knew what caused it. We went
hotel, near the Madelaine,
immnersad I the gaeties
One morning (ofien times
since I have wished that morong’s sunbeams had
fouod me dead), we went out early fo visit the
Louvre. We walked through the long splendid
galleries, until T was quite tired, and could go no
farther.

¢ Stay Lere and rest, Lady Ance. said my
fatker, pointmg to a pretty seat, covered with
crimson velvet, and standing in the reeess of a
window, that overlooked the bridge and busy
streets, I was enczhanted. My mother and
tather walked on and left me. 1 wassoen—
grossed 10 watching the picturesque scene out-
aide, that 1 forgot the interior, and some one layd
bis hand upon my arm, and said, * Miss Sumner,
this is the third ime I have spoken, What can
you be thinking of 30 intently 22 DBefore I could
recall mvself, I turned round hastily and Jooked.
Tt was Mr. Leyton who stood before me. I
was too surprised to be able to speak, but 1 lis-
tened m bewilderment. ‘

¢¢11ow cruel of you. Miss Sumaer, forgive
me. ] cannot talk common place trivialities now.
How uokind of you to leave without telliog me
where jou were gomng. Did you think there
was any spot oo earth so hidden or so distant but
that T could find you? Do you not know 1 love
you, Anpe P

¢ Ah, there it wa-; 1t flashed across me with
an electrical light, that seemed to lay bare the
inaermost depths of my heart, 1 loved bim too.
I canoot remember what my asswer was; but
he found out my secret, and seemed to like my
silence better than words,

 After some ime, be said, * Anne, why have
you come to Pars? Tt is a very sudden thing.
I wonder I was able to trace vou at all.’

¢¢1 cannot tell; papa bad husiness, and
wished us to be with him.’

¢+ 1 fear. Anne, that be only wished to take
you away from me.’

¢ lmpossible ' I replied. * Why should he ?
He knows you are a Catholic.

‘T am afraid bhe has heard thiogs said of me
that are not true : but see, bere be comes.’

¢ | went to meet bim with a beaming face and
a light heart. Charles followed me. I said,
‘ Papa, here is Mr. Leyton; he bas sosn found
us out in Paris)

¢ No doubt my eyes and face told my secret
there, too; for my mother tu:ved pale, and my
fatlier looked almost as though he had received
a sudden blow. They were too. well bred to
show the least signs of what they must have felt,
He went hbome to dioe with us, and oo his way
told my dear fatter why be had followed us, and
asked for an answer.

¢¢]1 cannot give you one at present. I must
talk to Anne first, You koow my only objec-
tioa to you, Mr, Leyton. I will be quite honest
with you, You are perkaps more ther the equal
of my child m birth and fortune; bhut | have
heard you are addicted to a pursuit that I detest,
aod that is gambling. Knowwg what I know,
and loving my child as T do—for she 15 my dar-
ling and only one—I would rather far see her die
than become that most wretched of all women,
a gambler’s wife.’

¢t You are severe, and scarcely just,’ replied
my hosband ; it is true—1 own 1t with remorse
—tbat [ allowed myself to be led away by my
compavions, and more than once I bave been a
great loser by my own folly. Stll, I entreat
son to believe, Mr. Sumner, that gaming 1s not,
thank God, a confirmed habit with me.’

¢t But my tather was very grave overit; he
koew the almast irresistible force of this violent
and destructive passian ; he koew that it would
require the greatest self confrol and self-denssl
to relinquish a puresit that has unhapmly eo great
a lascination for 11s victims, and he did pot see
promise of that contro! or denial n the hand-
some, lively, witty, Charley Loyton. I need not
say wuch more, sister ; you can foresee the rest.,
I soon became wrapped up 12 the new and beau.
tiful Iife opening to me. My father exacted one
promise ; and it was that Mr. Leyton should say

and were soon
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no more for one year either to himself or to m~,
and be planned—poor father—to watech him
closely during that time. It passed. M. Ley

ton gave every sign of a lhorough resnlution not
to fall again into his old error; and during that
year, as I came to know him more, T decided
my own beart to pass my life with ham, let my
future be what 1t migh'. So, wh+n the yeur was
ended, and he sorke agasa, my father had no just
cause of refusal, but left me to decide. Ah me!
aister, how thoughtless, how selfish, youag girls
sometimes are. Who canlove them with a truer
or a dearer love thaa the mother whase life has
been spent in caring for them, or the father who
has tolled night and day for them ? And does
tbis same gectle mother or kind father offer a re-
monsirance on the all.important suhject of mar-
riage, how 1ll 1s ther advice received. Children
so ofien fancy they are wiser than their parents,
To all good adrvice that the experience of age
can prompt, they have only one reply—*It may
be so with others, but 1t will be different with
me.” They do r.ot or cannot realize the Iruth
that they can ever be uohappy or meserable as
others are. And so it was me. 1 listened ia-
credu'ously to all that was said, perfectly sure
that those thing would never Lappea to me, and
almost smiling at the idea of Charley Leyton
ever becoming a morose and determined gambler,
So it was arranged we were to be marsied on
our return to England.

* My father tried once more to save me. He
sent for me one evening & week belure my mar-
riage. 1 was struck by his agitated air.

¢ Anme darhng? he sard, ¢ T wish to speak to
vou once more before it is too late, I wish you
10 consider whai you are about to do. 1 have
no fault to find with Mr, Leyton ; but, oh Annie!
1 have a presentiment I canpot exnlain—a kind

of fear that 1 am sure 13 prophetic, God implaots
it in the bearts of parents, T am sure yoo wili
not be happy. I fear that in after years Mr.
Levton may be tempted again, as he bas been
before, and then what will become of you, mv
dzrhing?  Tell me, cauld you give up all thoughts
of him, and find happinesselsewhere ?  To please
me, Auonie, could you not ¥

¢¢Naver, papa. Let my portion be happiness
or misery. I accept it, and will never break my
premise.  And forgive me f I say this looks
more like prejudice thap reason.’

*These were the first disrespectful words I
ever said to my kind, dear father. T have re
pented of them siace. Ab, werd by word s
warning came true, and, w my deepest humilia-
tion, when my head was bowed to the very dust,
then I drank of that bitter cup that so few women
taste and live. I remembered it, and owned
that my punishment was just. His words would
come back to me in the dreary n-ght, hauating
me, and ringiog in my ear like reproachful cries.

* \We were married, eud left home for a wisit
to Swutzerland. I have now in wmy beart the
piclure of my dear fatber, as he stood upon the
carriage-step, mith bis kind smile somewhat sad-
dened, and Ins cheery voice erying,—

‘i Good bye, Lady Anne. Bring us good
news bome, my darhog; and may God bless
you.

¢Alas! 1 never saw bhim agamm: before I
reached home he was dead Thank God, who
took him away before he saw his darliog child
reduced to the lowest depths of bumao woe.

¢ My mother continued to live alone, and for
four years I was one of the happiest of wives,

My busband was exemplary in his conduct,—
Our home was a little paradise. We never
missed morning mass, and went regularly to con-
feseion and communion. 'We were spoken of as
the happiest hourehold Lknown. Ab, the time
was then, when, 1n the secunity of my happiness,
I smiled at the fear and warpings that bad
clouded the Srst year of my new life. Aud oh,
sister, sometimes since, when my heart and soul
have been weary and faimnt, and it seemed to me
that T could not bear my burden for another day
and live, then I have wished that T had died
those bhappy years, and had never known the
misery and want that the dark afier time brought
me. But nay,no! not now that I am dying,
and bave eternity before me. | bless and thaok
my Kather in Heaven that He bas allowed me
to live and suffer thus. Were it His most holy
will, I would gladly live my sad life over.agnmn;
for I learnt this all-important (ruth, that sufter-
ings patiently borne for God’s sake on earth win
for us most glorious crowns in Heoven.

¢ And then at last, sister, when I had loatered
for those four bappy years amengst the roses of
Ife, it pleased Gad to take me through the nar-
row path that the feet of the saints have trod-
den.

- ¢ Ooe evening my busband did not return bome
uotil rather late. T, unsuspecting Fof all evil,
waited for him uotil I heerd the chimes of the
cburch clock playing midoight. Then he came.
It struck me that his greeting was Lurried snd
cold, and he seemed to avord looking at me as
though ke were ashamed. '

) _I!o. 42,

¢ ¢ Charley dear,’ I asked, ¢ where have you
stayed so late I’

* ¢+ QOaly at Mr. Brunton’.’

¢¢ What made you'stay so long—had you some
music ¥’

¢« No, he replied, turmng from me, ¢ we had
a game al cards.’

¢ On, the cold awful fear that seized me ; that
sent the blood from my-face and drove it wildly
round my heart ; that stopped the warm breadth
upan my lips, and rooted me to the ground ; the
frightful shivering apprehension that seized me,
and showed me in one moment, and at one
glance, the dresry future! 1 lived a life 1n that
short minute,  When strength came to me
agaw, I went up to bim and laid my bands upen
ts arm. 1 looked up at lim and saxd, ¢ Charley
but he drew hastily away and said,

*¢*Don’t make a scene, Anme. Surely a man
may touch a card without baving a disturbaoce
like this after it. :

¢ They were his ficst harsh words, and that is
why | remember them so well. Day after day
the shadow grew deeper and darker wpon our
coce happy home. I cannot count the degrees
by which my poor husband fell. Ouly this | can
tell you, sister, that my true love for him has
never altered, I have borne hunger, cold, mi.
sery—ali, even blows and curses,—yet I have
never reproached him, never, lor the love of
what he once was, and for the memory of lus
great kindaess and love before the demon ot
piay took hold of bim and tore him frem me,—
Things grew worse and worse, At first he only
passed the evenings in play; af erwards it was
sometimes the whole wight, and sometimes the
whole day, He lost beavilp. A curse almost

seemed to be upon him, for he never touched a
card without lostng. And yet so insatiable 1s
the passion, that the more be lott the more he
plaged. He seemed as though he could never
rest away from the gaming-table.

CHAPTER 117,

¢ The great blow came at last,—our house was
sold. T parted with all my jewels except a few
that my father bad given me, horses, carriages,
plate,—all was sold. DMy husband’s debts were
paid; and thea we left the town and came to
London, where he procured a situation in one of
the covating-bousrs as overlooker of the nccounts.
It was a chaoge for lum, who had lived so dif—
ferently, to be obliged to work ; and it wasa
chenge for me, who had been brought up as an
only child, and an heiress. Stll 1 was hapjier
than [ had been for some time, for my busbacd
was really touched and frightened at the wreck
and ruio he had made. He solemnly promized
never to touch a card again. Ol the large for-
tuge my father left me nothiog now remained bt
a small incame that was setiled upen me, and
that I bad not yet touched. T knew also tbat
my motber’s joioture would be mme; so that
poverty for a time did not efilct me. Agam,
for a time, there was a comparative calmn; and
then God sent me the one great blessiog of my
Wfe —my darhiog httle May. T almost forgat ray
other froubles and I clasped my ltile babe i
my arms. Ah/! better for her had she died
there then ; but no, God meant her to taste one-
bitter drop of the cup that was held to overflow
ing to her mother’s lips. My husband almost
1olised her, and nothing could exceed bis remorse:
wheo be thouglit of the great wealth he squan~
dered and lost. My calm bappioess did not last
long. Belore M1y was six months old be bad
relapsed into the old habit. Sister,I tried every-
thing to save him ; prayers, tears, smiles, en-
treaties and warning ; all useless. I might as
well have tried to stop a foaming torreat or the -
veating of the waves, There came another
heavy loss, and the last of my income went to
meetit. And then, oh! theo, sister, there came
that which I fain would hide from you and from
all for ever ; but it must be told. My poor
unhappy husband, peoniless and without friends,
defrauded his employers of a large sum of mogey,
which he spent at the gaming-table. Some few
days passed withact my knowing it, and then he
was apprehended. Ob! the shame, the disgrace,
the agony of those days. My poor motber came
to aid us, She sold h:r hfe anguty ; T.sold
the few jewels | had kept, my dresses, hnen, -
books, music, furpiture,—all that 1 bad.: . I
stripped my bouse, and left its walls bare. Thus
I raised enough to pay back all that my husband .
had—oh ! must I say the word?—stolen, Yes, . -
be came tu that; he wha was once so gooiyso
kind, so generous, and full of good prinetple,—be

now stood branded before the world asa-thief . -

and a felon. I stood and saw him there with s
bands cbained and his face ‘paler than death;:and
stricken with a fearful agony. - God-help'me.!
I sat there pear him ‘10’ court. T:heard the'ew
dence that proved kim guilty; the’ pity ofiti
judge, the pleading of the ¢onsel:against. hic
the eloquence of him - who ‘pleaded for: bim,
heard, a3 10 a "dream, when :they ‘spokejof
better days, of his once bigh * position,hisigni
honorable name ; then his temptation, and his




