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I Wonder Why.
«J wonder why this world’s good things
Should fall in such unequsal shares;
Why some should taste of ail thejoys
And others only feel the cares?
I wonder why the sunshine bright
Should fall in paths some people tread,
‘While others shiver in the shade
Of clouds that gather overhead !

«] wonder why the trees that hang
Bo full of luscious fruit should: grow.
Oply where-some may reach and eat
‘While others faint and thirsty go!
Why should sweet flowers bloom for some,
For others only thorns be found ?
And some grow rich on fruitful earth,
‘While others till bui bairen ground?
« I wonder why thehearts of some
Olerflow with: joy and happiness;
While otheirs go their lonely way
Uiiblest with aught of tenderness!
I wonder why the eyes of some
Should ne’er be moistened with a tear,
While others weep from morn till night,
TLeir hearts so crushed with sorrow here!
«Ah) well; we may not know indeedj.
The whys, the wherefores of eack lifel’
But this we know—there’s One who sees
Angd watches us-through joy or strife.
Each‘ lifetits mission here. fu]ﬁls,
And only. He'may know: ‘the end,
And loving Him We may: 'bq strong,
'I'hough storm or sunshine-He may send.”
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CHAPTER XI——_(contmued).

« You here! I did not héar you come in,” said Augusta,
coldly, and was passing on to the inner room; when her hus-
band stopped her.

« Augusta, did I not forbid you to receive Mrs. Bulliodi in
this house ?” he began, blusteringly.

u Forbxdl” she drew herself up and confronted her lord
and master, haughtily. «You forget that this house is mine,
not yours.”

« I don't care & d—— whose house it is; you are my wife
and will obey me. I forbid you receiving that woman or
appearing in public with her!”

«QObey you!” exclaimed Augusta, with intense scorn.
«-Once for all, understand me, Mr. Thorpe, I.do.not intend to
obey‘you in this or in any other matter. T shall certainly
receive Mrs. Bullion -in my house and shall visit at her's
whenever I choose ;. and—ibndeed 1 may as well inform you
while we are discussing this subject, that I have promised to
g0 to the operd this evening with Mr. and Mrs. Bullion.” -

- Scarlet with rage, Clarence strode up to his wife and- laxd
‘his hand Yeavily on her arm.

«You have carried things with-a high hand long: enough,

1Mrs _Thorpe; ngw listen. to me; unless you give me- the
‘abedience due from. & wife to her husband, I swear, by
‘heaven! that before. the week isended; Donald Sta.lgdﬁeld
 and Dorothy Brown shall-know of the letter you intercepted
nine years ago, as also of the one you Lorged in answer to it,

‘and which he believes to this day was wiitten by. sts
Brown. Now.choose!” .

. If Clarence had felt any hngenng doubt of his. wife’s.
.guilt in this matter, one look at her face as he made the accg~
gation forcver dispelled it Pallid as death, she staried
violently and uttered ne word Utterly taken Ly surprise
-shé accused-herself as plainly s though she had spoken ‘the
words, wT ara guilty ™ He felt her start violently, for his
"hand still rested on her arm he saw the mowmentary convals’

| sive working of her white lips and he almost laughed &oud

in his triumph.}

. But not for:long was'she crushed; her pride, or zather let:
“us-say-her ihextinguishable. self-assnrance, returned: to her.
-She did =ot 'asteinpt. io .deny .the charge—pgrhaps shé
deeried a dedial ‘uablcsa, wot ' knowing how :muéh. Bad:
been sutmtse, how m' 'h actual ﬁnovaedge o; fa&s.

“HAT woman againd DIl put aw end to- this;
> 1 hold a weapon 10w, which: will bring my lady tolm
terms.” He touthed the, pockehn whxch lay Dorothy s |-her

smlled at the thought of the. h'mmphwhlch aiwaited- bxm

s.fter th&t tho }amentoa ebT own. caralesmess



