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.adverse crities; in church, was just the very first Sunday Anios
had been prevented froin accompanying lier. She liad become hv
this tirne so accustomcd to Joe's absence that it had ceased to 1;e
a matter of consideration with bier 110w it affected others thani
hierseif. She hiad not even. now the slightest objection to ah)-
pear in her pew alone. Shie ivas perfectly satisticd with ti
position and prospects of hier affairs, and she had quite for-
gotten, or quite ignored, the fact that society considered she owed
soîne explanation, perbaps even some apology to, it, for circ"um.i
stances so unusual. Coining out of churcli, the rWtor's ivife wvas
the first of her own set wvhom she encountered. But she dropped
hier short sentence as if cadli word hiad been iced, and turned
aLway withi an "iexcuse mne," whieh palpably meant, ci1 consider
v-our attentions somnetbing very like an imi-pertinence."

Many eyes had watched this interview. It ivas rigidly copied
by some, while Cthers took it as a license for stili more marked
disapproval, so that the aisie and porch of Bradley Churcli was a
place of intoicrable humiliation to Editli that day.

" Oh, Joe, Joc!1" she cried in the solitude to which lier woundcd
feelings drove bier,-" Oh, Joe, .Joe, if you liad been hiere! "

For long it ivas ail she could say, all she could think of, if
only Joe bad been there. And it is in precisely such trials as
these that wonîcn sÈffer without hielp. E ven very good wonîei,
socially wronged and humiliaý.ted,. do not feel as if they have any
riglit to, carry such troubles to the car of God Almighty. A sort
ýof false shaîne holds them back. ,"How can God care whether Mrs.
A-- or Lady B3- speaks to, me or not?"» If Editli had put
lier thouglits into words, they would have been on that -wise.

But God does care. No iatter lîow small the thorn that hiurts
tie feet of His child, I-e cares about the wound. Hie knows that
it is prccisei'y these small thorns thiat cause the bitterest, often the
înost depressing, suffering.

So Edithi chafed and suffered ahl that day, as she liad neyer.
sufféed in lier life, before. Yet, thoughi shc wvrote a long letter to
Joe, slie hal flic wisdom and patience to say nothing of ber,
trouble. Her heart ached for his love and bis protection, but whbv
should slic ask iîn to leave plans and projeets for their future
whichî ivere full of profit and pleasure? Shie would not trouble
hieîself, ýand certainly sic would flot trouble Joe about their liking
*or their dislikinglS.

Still, shie did not sleep at till that night; and the whispering of
ýevil thoug-lit about lier niade lier cars tingle and lier heart ache.
Edith knew, as certainly as if she hiad bcen aetually preseut, how
lier naie and bier affairs werc thrown from one spiteful mouth to
another.

It wvas a drearv day, aýlso, one of those wet days which. at the
end of September are so unspeakably dreary. The servants -who
had been going out were disappointed, and they contrived to
infuse soîne 0f their own discontent through ail the house.

"What a perfcctly wretchied day it has been! " sa'.id Edith, as
she at length recognized the fact that tic whole -ross, iveary


