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WEST SHORE

Faet and Faney for Bomen.

BY ELLA HIGGINSON

A SONG
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Harriet Frescoll rpoffard's An Easter Bridal,” in Harpery
Bosar 1t i the story of & young man plunging down the rosd
10 rain who i saved by the love, faith, strength and patience
of the young gl who loves him. On the other hand, even M:
Howella's, in ~ The Shadow of & Dresm," has given us & sty
(hat creates & morbid, creepy creepy sensation even in his
« grown up " resders. Nometime ago Julian Hawthorne gave
..wmlu&ww{'lu'ﬂwruil‘“ﬂilﬂlw
freatiing simplicity . but the healthy love story Is undoatiadly
rare 118 jast s well o remember, however, that the young
M!huﬂﬂldﬂpb!hﬁlbﬂ'ﬂhllﬁ“ﬂlﬂhﬂ
slim walst and & claster of soft curls bound together by & pret-
ty rivhon. and who has dreaming eyes and an unawkward look
4 8 word, the girl who could read and take delight in & qulet,
pare unexciting love story s also rare, The girls, from the
St ‘leen %0 the last one, who go tripping along with thelr
hands (o thelr jacket pockets, disdainful smiles, shrewd, co-
qoettiah eyes, and & goneral nir that ssys unmistakably, “ 0,
you can't draw any wool over my eyes; | know quite as mach
s you do about everything, and | shouldn't be surprised if |
inew & Jitthe more about rome things® "—these are not the
giris who 1ead * Paul and Vieginia™” or who create & demand
for that class of lterature. So, we might as well scold the
wethars & little while as the writers; for just so soon s thers
it & market lor the pum, simple Jove story, the pure, simple
love slory will come out and make la little bow to the young
girts in their white (rocks and soft curls.

| have always boen saddened by the impression tha! thoss

honatifyl Lines of Vila Whealer-Wilcot's
Langh and the world langhs with you,
Weep. ated pon wonp alosa.”

ware (he truest thal ever were written ; but lately [ am begin-
sing o doudt thelr truth, although * the scent of the ross
hangs ‘round thes still"”  Laugh, sod—il you laugh beartily,
werrlly, and peusinely—the world certainly will lasogh with
you . you have only to leugh and be happy to prove the truth
i that Lo Pt " Weep and you weep alone ! " s that tree!
When you wers (s sorrow, did no hand hold yours, no tear fall
wilh your Seare, 5o sympathy and Jove fold about you, no lov
ing - delicate It may be, yet leeling 1o you, O, bow sirong
bwcaee of ita very lovesupport you, no gentle voles comiont
yom throngh 1he long. lonesome hours of the night, and pray
bor yoa ' Why it sewms 1o me the whole world flows with love
and sympathy for thame who need 1t and really deserve it. OF
v | you have lived & cold, narvow, seifish lile, content be
ontee Al wenl well with you, caring nothing for the crosss
aid bardens of others sbragging your shoulders and ssying
Frimly aad indferently 0, some people are always havisg
tronbios and lisme and all that sort of thing—slways calling
o yon b mympatty, you know '™ 1l you have lved this kind
o 1o yom hare 1o canse for complaint I people retars ool
Planens lor ol glasoss.  Lile, you know, is o mimer, and o
homgh L gvw  smile for & smlle™ s ot & peneross motte
bor 1 1 o very e ome No matter how eaty and care e
ot e may bave bewn, thare will come an awful day when
orrew Wil sand w your door with sad eyes and tell that sie
e e o ey Do not for e moment, allow yourel!

St 1t e will come . wnd when you eat with ber, drisk




