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"MY BRIDAL TRIP"
By Albert R. Carman

IT was Marc Stewart who called it."my bridai tnîp." Marc Stewart
is the man with the ethical judgment in
our set. He is the vanît in which are
deposited our approved standards of
honour and conduct. Wbenever any
one of us is in doubt as to whether he
should take a favour at the hands of
Mr. A., with whom bis firmn bas busi-
ness relations, or a weekly cup of " five
o'clock tea" from tbe fairer hands of
young Mrs. B., in whose sentimental
past be was an " aiso, ran, " he con-
sults Marc Stewart-witb a non-com-
mittal air, bowever, which is intended
to convey to Mr. Stewart the impres-
sion that it matters littie wbat be says
on tbe subject. But it does. Yet not
one of us would take bis judgment on
anything of importance. Like a pro-
fessional, conscience-keeper, he is insu-
lated from tbe sordid currents of eartb.
His cboicest business conceits could be
publisbed as a new and valuable list of
"Don'ts." But when we bave bad
dinner, and escaped into the world of
smoke-rings, and vaguely daring poli-
tics, and more daring socioiogy, and

touch-and-go literary appreciation, and
delicate moral problems, we ail long
for Marc Stewart. He is s0 unpracti-
cal, so superior to conditions, s0 stim-
ulating to the conscience in fields where
that organ can do little real barm.

Thus it came about quite naturally
that 1 told him one nigbt ail about my
experience with the Campbells on their
wedding trip; and he summed it up as
being, in reality, "1my bridal trip," and
flot Jack Campbell's at ail.

It began one evening at Cannes.
1 was staying at a large "pension"
there, and was feeling rather lonely;
for there was no one else at the - pen-
sion" except a German family, a soli-
tary Russian, and a group of English
people abroad for the first time. Eng-
lish people must take two or three
trips abroad before they become corn-
panionable to strangers whose heredi-
tary burying-place they do not know.
1 had been walking on the Croisette
until sunset, when that chili falîs on
the Riviera air which drives ail the
world in to, "five o'clock tea," and
now I was sitting before the coal tire


