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delicate features, and the dowr.cast blue reading detailed accounts of thern, of the
eyes, and the bent, srnooth brown head, demeanour and aspect of the "blushing
with its poor but perfectly lad; -like cuver- bride," of the elaborate costumes of herself
ing, sornethîng of the real state of the cas,; and her bridesmaids, and hier friends' pre-
flashed through the mind of the clergyman's sçnts on the interesting occasion, they have

wifé.but to study the last Court ournal, where
"lCorne down from towvn by the first such scenes are weekly set forth in far better

train to sec Cis Travers married !" was her language and with far more knowiedge of the
mental refiection. 11Well, men are wretches, subject than I should be at ail likely, to
but I did think Cis Travers was too soft for display.
that kind of thing-he is flot half good Juliet BMaires wedding was exactly alike
enough for Juliet in any wvay, and now it anyone else's. There ;vas the same fltitter-
appears he bas flot even been devoted to ing ini of well-dressed wvedding guests, bust-
hier ! It ail cornes of his father's letting hlm jling backwards and forwards in and (,ut of
be knocking about London so long by hinm- the î>ews to exchange wlispered greeting s
self ; it's a shocking bad thing for boys "- %with each other. The sarne gatbering of
with a rapid thought of hier own stalwart prettily-dressed and rnoderately good-look-
Sons. III shahl be careful flot to let Tom ing bridesmaids at the bottom of the chtirch.
and, Charlie be turlied out in London with The same awkvard interval of suspense
nothing to do. Poor girl 1 J added the I whist the bride was anxiously awaiteed, dur-
Vicar's wife to herself pityingly, as she ing whichi Cis stood first on one leg, then
trudged rapidly down the churchyard. path on the other, and gnawed nervously at the
to the vicarage gate ; Ilshe looked modest ends of his straw-coloured kid gloves in the
and gentle enough ; I dare say he Èas made same belpless-looking way that every bride-
her very unhappy-the wretch!1 Well, I groom invariably does, suggesting irresistibly
don't think I shahl say anything about it to the idea that, but for the best man-in this
the Vicar; he would be wvanting to corne case :. very young Oxford friend-he must
out and reclaim hier before breakfast, and inevitably turn and fiee. The best manr
that would make us ail late; and besides, with a big button-hole flower, looks jaurity
he would be sure to caîl her Ilbrazen wvo- and self-important, as *if the success of the
man»J or " -daughter of sin," or some horri- whole ceremony depended mainly upon bis
bly coarse name to ber face, and thtat 'vould exertions, although a passing thought of the
do more harrn than good:- good men are so speech which hie will have to make by-and-
hard on women ! and they neyer have any jby sends an occasional cold shudder down
discrimination to distinguish between the h is back. Then the bride cornes in on Sii
vicious and the-unfortunate-no, I will say jGeorge Ellison's arrn, for, as she' bas no
nothing about it; besides, I really know no Jnear relative, he, as an old friend of bler -fa-
thing, it is only my own suspicions." Su say- jther's, is to give ber away. And there is
ing, gocid littie Mrs. Dawson, wbo, like many the same scuffle of everybod~ getting into
-alas, flot most I-Christian women, bad aill their places that alvays happens, and the
a wopn-an's tenderness towards a sorrowving ceremony proceeds with the samie sniffles
fellow-womnan, from wbatcver source ber .>or- jand snuffles from that femnale portion of the
xows might corne, shook off ber wet cloak spectators who are invariably affected to
and stamped ber m.uddy little tocs in the vi- tears .without, any known cause on such
carage porcb, and went in to pour out her occasions.
husband's tea, with neyer a word to that ex- jThere was nothing at ail peculiar or strik-
cellent but sornewhat severe divine about jing in Juliet Blaires wedding; but to Gretch-
the littie strange girl wbo sat àhivering in the en Rudenbacbi, craning forward and strain-
church bard by, and who seemed to Mrs. jing ber eyes and cars to catch every sigbt
Dawson's eyes to be the living impersona- jand every sound, it was a wedding différent
tion of Cis Irravers's London wickednesses jfrorn ever-y other wcdding.
-wickednesses of wbich you and I,.my read- jPresently the organ burst joyfully into the
er, knowý bim, to be guiltless. Weddii-,g March, and -the bride and bride-

I ar nfot going to describe Juliet Blair's groom carne down the aisie together, the
wedding. Weddings are but dismal tbings jschool chuldrem flung flowers down before
at best, and if anyorie bas a partiality for 1them as they came, and Gra~chen pressed&


