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The Bridai
Br W. S. HAMILTON.

, imoment 1h. bride turued
Lé -éfictefly flushed face appeal-

âj ne te the other.?it pefectlr
1L , eIyot r,

ýùt4arb tO~ Io'vëly for anythmi 1
&Jdsitidsdm*ied about their

touch1 tour- alipper-the nid
ýý r Th-e'yj,6ugest kneIit at the
s Icet and4 1ooked uip adornjit.

ýý he brdtwas 1owli turning
-In -e*'Ixinutes tht e rlage
,x'would- bin.4 a mothejrIes

tothe maan of -her ch9lte.
o4,no;tiicig of hercfress,

UJt-Iô r rof the saéramnt
i 4 % ý,onging for> mothtes

n, w a .Skh must

bede soleily; 'Syou-
É fn ey-deàr. Leave mne, and

ale h d Send hirnup tomne.7
)dý'dand'wept and went As

Mt. face 'beckoned, lier good-by
È latîding the girl locked the

in4d ran to hér. bed like a flutter-
ve, Thçre sht knelt. Her dia-
,us ~ i el veréd' her- bead and
rn: flei long train shizmered

11 hér.
*,,mther, mother!» s1Ée called,
pn. *_yer; "no.,-onet wilt ev-er

no one can ever lciow but you.
t9 put my liead in your lap. I
1Gý'ry itn your arus. I want
j Ipat my cheek -and say, 'There!1
childt' Motheni 1 can't doit!"

* * *

With the indescribable motion of a
sû>ongj nature casting off wtakness,
the pi arôse. - She had only a- few
minutes more to hersef-the last slie
would ncally: have in al lier life. She
dashed lier liandkerchief oven lier
eye4 -went to lier mirror, and peered
into ts full depth critiýàlly. Th-en

-- het-hearhalte
It was very old, and was said to

lie a bridal mirror which liad been
-brouglit over from France in tht cen-
hi4ry before,, the last. . It was mnadein the style of a pien-glass neanly five
feet taîl. On tacli upper corner a
cupid was dropping onange-blossoms
which floated down tht sides, termin-
ating in a bridai wreath-below.It was as graceful as it was ornate
and sentimental as it was effective.
Long àgo tht giiding on the frame
lad worn off, leaving tht woodwark
opalescent, witli an underfont of
gray, with gieams of gold suggestive
of purpît--inidescent, almost like ont
of those vases entombed in tht island
of Cyprus and brouglit to liglit after
a tliouand years.

Neither had tht glass been re-
placed . Behind, tht silver was mot
50 mudli worn as that it seemed to
have lost its virtue. Tht image that
it returned was often indistinct in
outline and obscure in detail. This
was an impression rather than a
portrait. In a cim liglit the reflection
was rather a suggestion than a
reality.

As tht girl peered into tht mirror
which used to liang in her mother's
room an d lad reflecfed 'tht. faces of
so many brides upon their wedding
morning, she saw herself as she \vas,
no-tas, she was maýskced. Sineere and
naïve, yel she did no-t always wear
lier litant upon lier face.

* * * *

She saw a wreath of wa&vy. rehcj-
hious ],air P eP-uuont hcncath tlie

' e~at0y vil: a hroadl. as- fnrelieaul
s uo h nweicnkled ba- a MA di -

positicmi. ler ce ve; .. :oft alu:
Ivide. aPpelng jzfor the îcnderness
th. vO' M evenle I. iTer cheels \\'cre
I eiMand éuickpHipuiock tqé pale and

fltisi, LmPIed o i i hedesire for uap- -she cried, " teach me. for 1 love him, 1 love hlm.",

piness, and ending with à full gener-
ous lime in a round and tender chin,
Her lips lay in a' beautiful curve, al-
ways ready to part, expressing somie.
tinies too easily the emotions of lier
soul.

She saw an affectionate, enthusi-
ýst'c girl, cravxn~g sympathy, givinge
ic eagerly with her whole heart-a
generous, sensitive woman, the kind
thait coldness would contract, and
ardor would expand to- lier highest
value. . Ah, but she was proud as she
was pas sionate; one read that in the
haughty, upward sway, of lier head,
and in the curling carmine lips! She
saw in the sensitive face which ne.-
turned lier gaze an infinite capacity
for good-and also, to lier horror, a
great possibility for evil.

Her lover had neyer measured the
power over lier pulsating heart that
his wois. bis -looks, lus gesgtufes
carried. And wliat a strange lover
lie was! Tht bride bent forward and
peered into tht glass with catching
breath. How could that kind of a
man choose this kind of a girl? It
was the Arctic wooing the tropics.
Cold, undemoinstrative, self-p.ossesî-
ed, unbending, Josiah 'Cotton seemed
to be a statute carved in ice. Ht had
courted lier with tht unemotional
regularity of a machine.

This young descendant of a staici
Puritan stock liad tht restraint of a.
judge and tht gravity of an old man.
Ht had proposed to lier with the.
masterful sang-froid that 1made "N&"~
a psychical impossibility, and lie had
accepted lier young, fervent life with
a calmness tiaýt see med almost an im-
piety. Had lie no heart to lie touclied

bteglowing face she saw in the
Once, exasperated by lis lack of

demonstrativeness, she liad flungj
lierseif on the sofa- in tears. She
would have given lier life if lie nad
taken lier in lis arms and soothed
and loved lier as she needed.

But lie was no man to be moved.
,out of lis composurt by a woman's
tears, even if tlley fell from' tht tyts
hielield most dear. With an inarticu-
late sound lie turned lis back upon
lier and left lier alone to wliat proved
to be tht crisis of lier life. Witli ler
lips she called him a -brute-but with
lier litant she loved him. How she
loved that man! Every asset of hier
being was deposited in lis keepinz.
There was something at once beau-
tiful and pÎtiful about lier way of
loving. She was obsesseýd, and glori-
lied in lier surrender. Such love a
bers couid not fail to move lis,.com-
posure an~d imeit is glacial nature.
She feit, âhe knew, that hle loved lier
as n-udh as he was caiable of lovinpr.
and she would 'teachli hm how to un-
bend and show lier those tender at-
tentions whidh I a woman's imagin-
ation and are hier life.

"MotherVI"she .crieds challeniinz
lierseif in tht mirror, '"teach me, for
1 love him, I love hl!"

As the bride pleaded -witli tht mys-
tical tht mystic ansf;ered -Ithe
old mirror a strange transformation
took place. From out of tht depths
of the time-worn glass ar)otlier face
slowly arose while lier own dissolveci
before it.

History is full of instances whert
an overwhelming caîl, made under a
great necessity, compels tht attend-
ance of the desired. Mirrors are
mysterious, and no embodied soul
nîay fully understand themn. Like
the lhuman eye, they receive UpOfl
their sensitive "hearts impressions
which are indelibly împrintetd there,
and who shall sav th;%t tht glass
w2iich receives 3-ou and stores you uP
daily shail not glyt you back under
appropniate conditions? For the mir-
ror secs ail things, and refleets al
things, mysteriously keeping to itself

the negatives of al
As the girl looked,

inother arose before
sea of glass. It was
was; the sanie beautift
surface of the bridai
flected so many timeý
the answer to 'the m
the motherless bride.

Then whth quick re
dropped to her knet
han.ds,.and looked wi
mysterlous presence,
benediction she sO ke
she gazed she saw
blessing-then slowly
beloved face faded a'
into, the depths of t]
and the girl was loo]
pale, comforted face.

There was a i
,Throwing a passion
mirror, and ail it mea
and future, the bride
She hesitated, and wi
locked it shyly.

There on the thre
mnan who was to be 1
who was ýtht lord of
pressed lips the bride
composedly kissed bic
forehead. But Slhe tt
a face beau tiful in' utt
render-a face glowî
perishable love.

Tht bridai mirror
What memories of Io
treasured in its htar
retina, so sensitive tc
bride, reflected the
figures gravely.

A. brown-haired, blue-e3
Grown WearY and tired
Climbed up on My kne,
In ber simple, eWIis1
"Rave you anY friendsThat you sonietimnes %
Can YOU guess how the.

me
Like a Minor Meiody?

1 thought as 1I sat ln IWith that wee one on
Of MY lUttle blue-eyed
WhOs, summers 'numb
8h, went from my arm
'Ont sprin-tue years
And left lu MY heart t
That onlY Mothers kno,

1 thought how the bal
Grew lonesome, a.nd l0i
'Once more on his brea
WIth hair of sunset g.
-&nd One sumemer eve bu
Te search for our babý
.And 1 kxiow ful Weil 1
-But lie neyer camne ba<

DO 1 ever want to mee
'Oh! chiid of the violet
My heart 1s gone on b4Te the huils of Paradi,
80ome day 1 shall fee,
Drop balm on My weaî
Mine, only, and mine 1
Though eanth and Hea

'When aL man &Unt got
feei'n kind o' bine,

.&n' the ecuds bang dai
'I's 'won't let the sunst

a great thing, -0 ]
a. feller jus't f0 lay

Mis hand uPOn your
friendly sort o' wa:

3[t Iakes a rman f"eelci
the tear-drops Istar

A YOu-sort o' feel 4
Y.region of the. heant.
oucan 100k up and

'Whn hs ands. n s
a friendly sort of!

the world's a cul
with ifs honey an,

Witil its fars and bit
a good WOrld affer
a1 good God mnust hi
ea"t'wayn 

that's lWhna fhadtyrest'qo

-ames Wl

iwe Wound whez
'."'Il iî le lVCatj

Whv - we flot apreci;
-ht hickii 1 lost, ere
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