THE BRIDE

by
onoto Watanna.

Now life unfolds before thee;
The past is but a d&y.

New vistas stmetch before thee,
Tove lightens all thy wayl

Life's sweetest cup trims for thee,
Vith sunshine, like “the &y,

And the bride's dreams\ enthral thee.
Tove lightens all thy v&ywl

What eler the yers hold for \thee ==~
Tife's but a little day, by

Ahd, dear, what e'er befals thee-!,
Iove lightens all thy vayl \




