haman ol Rod

March, 1897,

CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL.

————— VAVAVAVVAANRAAAAAAA WA VAV A NVAAANY S WA, e

%——;—Www ]poems—-——%

NAAAANAANMNAN

AIR CASTLES.
I sit alone to-night and dream
In the fire-light's fitful flaro,
And gazing in tho glowing grato
I sose reflected thero,
Through fancy’s fairy vistas,
My castles in the air.

In distant stately splendor
Stands fame's imperial fane:
What would we not surrendor
Hor treasured stores to gain ?
From walls with jowels gleaming,
From halls with beauty beaming,
Sound voices over seeming
To call us toattain.

The heights of Castle Learning
Are guined th-ough many scara.
But when with ardor burning,
We beat against her bars,
She grants to our endeavor
Laurels, that fading never
Abide with us forover,
Enduring as tho stars.

I sit alone to-night and dream
YIu tho ﬁro}ighb’sbﬁtful ﬂaro.I
o gracious fates, but grant, I pray,
Tho will to do and d%ro H proy
That I may put foundation 'neath
My castlos in the air.
—Ernest Neul Lyon.

THE MOVERS.

PARTIG was ov.~ at last, and all the
go d-byes hau Leen spoken ;

Up the long hillside the white-tentod
wagon moved slowly,

Bearing the mother and children, while
onward beforo them tho father

Trudged with his gun on his arm and the
faithful houso dog besido him,

Gravo and sedato, as if knowing the sor-
rowful thoughts of his master.

April was in her prime, and the day in
its dewy awaking ;

Like a yreat flower, afar on the crest of
the eastern woodland,

Goldenly bloomed tho sun, and over the
beautiful valley,

Dim with itsdew and shadow, and bright
with its dream of a river.

Looked to the western hills, and shone
on tho humble procession,

Paining with splendor the children’s eyes,
and the heart of the mother.

Boeauty and fragrance and song filled the
air liko 2 palpable prosence,
Sweet was tho smell of the dewy leaves
and the flowers in the wild wood,
Fair tho long reaches of sun and shade in
tho aisles of tho forest,

Glad of tho spring, and of love, and of
morning, the wild birds werosinging;

Jays to cach other called hamshly, then
mellowly fluted together ;

Sang the oriolc songs as golden and gay as
his plumage.

Pensivelyviped the quorulous quails their
groetings unfrequent,

While, on the meadow elm, the moadow
lark gushced forth in muaic,

Rapt, coxultant, and shaken with tho
great joy of his aingiug ;

Ovor tho river, loud chattering, aloft in
the air, the kingfisher

Hung cre ho dropped, like a bolt, in the
water beneath him ;

Gossiping, out of the bank flew myriad
iwittering swallows ;

And in the boughs of tho sycamoro
%g:drrc“od and clamorod tho black-

irds.

Novor for theso things a moment halted
tho movoers, but onward

Up tho long hillside tho white-tontod
wagon movad slowly,

1Till, on tho summit that overlooked all
the beautiful valloy,

Trombling and spent, the horses cameo to
a standstil! unbiddow.

Then from the wagon tho mothor in ail-
encolgot duwn with hor children,
Came and stood by the father, and rested

her hand on his shoulder.
Long together they gazed on tho beautiful
valloy before them ;
Looked on tho well-known fields that
stretched awa* to the woodlands,
Where, in the dark iinee of green,showed
the mitk-white cresat of the dogwood,

Snow of wild plums in bloom, and crim-
son tints of the rosebud ;

Looked on tho pasture fields, where tho
cattle wero lazily ing,

Softly and sweet,and then camo the faint,
far notes of tho cow bells;

Looked on the oft-trodden lanes, with
their oldor and blackberry borders ;

Looked on tho orchard, a bloomy sea,
with ita billows of blossoms ;

Fair was the sceno, yet suddenly strange
and all unfamiliar,

Likoasthe faces of friends when the word
of farowell haa been spoken.

Long together they gazed ; thenatlaston
tho little log cabin,

Home for so many years, now home no
louger fc; avar,

Rested theis tearless eyos in the silent
rapture of anguish.

Upon the morning air no column of smoke
from the chimney

Wavering, silver and azure, rose, fading
and brightening ever ;

Shut was the door whore yesterday morn-
ing the children wero playing ;

Lit with a gleam of the sun, the window
stared up at thom blindly ;

Cold was the hearthstone now, and tho
place was forsaken and empty.

Empty © Ab, no, no! but haunted by
thronging and tenderest faucies,

Sad recellections of all that had ever
been, of sorrow or gladness,

Onco more thoy sat in the glow of tho
wide red fire in the winter ;

Onco moro they sat by the door in thecool
of tho still summer ovening ;

Once moro the mothor scemed to bo sing-
ing her babe there to slumber ;

Once moro the father behold her weep
o'er tho child that was dying ;
Onco more the place was peopled by all
tho Past's sorrow and gladness !
Neither might spoak for the thoughts that
came crowding their hearts so,

Till, in their ignorant sorrow, aloud the

childron lamented ;

Then was tho spell of silence dissolved,
and tho fathoer and mother

Burst into tears and embraced, and turn-
ed their dim cyes to tho westward.

~William Dcan Howells.
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WITH A WHITE ROSE.

TiE nightingalo sang to tho rose,

In a land so far away

From this dreary world of drifting snows
That none can find it to-day.

And he sang of love, of lovo, of lovo,
And the aon% rang up on high ;

And ho sang of love until the augcls above
Loanced listening out of tho sky.

And tho ono who told me tho story
Said novor a lover knows

Of tho height and passion and glory
Of tha love that was told to the rose.

But this whito rose, O maiden !
The socrot has told tome,

And I send it, hoavily Iaden

With my hoart's lovo, unto theo.

DBy Grace Shoup.

A HOME.TORUST.
‘“Be coustant, constant,” in tho spring
ho urged ;
And when tho scason in full summer

morged ;

And when the dry leaf fluttored from the
treo

“Bo eon’su\nt" and ‘““bo constant,” still
his plea.

Hor simplo heurt with tonder zoal sought

long
How it might freo hor questioned faith
from wrong :
Twofold her sorrow ; over grieving more
'J‘Imtbho sho loved Doubt’s chating hurden
ore.

But, failing all tho blameless arts it knew,

The simp?o heart from simplo subtlo
grow :

**Thouartinconstant—thou ! olse wouldst
thou trust

Tho soul thatleancd on thee!” Home
wont the thrust.

From A Winter Swallow.

NAN.

T kxow a maid, a dear little maid ;
I you knew her, yow'd woo her,
I'm sadly afraid ;
So I think it 23 well
Her name not to tell,
Exceptthat she’ssomctimes called “Nan.”

Sho has a hand, a soft little hand ;
Did you foel it, you'd steal it,
T quite understand ;
So I think as well
Te reveal not the spell
That lurks in the fingers of Nan.

Bright are her eyes, her clear hazel oyes ;
1 their dance should entrance you
T’d feol no surprise ;
So I think i% as well
The whaoloe truth to tell ;
She's my own baby daughter, my Nan.
—By Cora Stuarl Wheeler.

4 PRAYER FOR SUBTLETY.

Weak as I am, I have not prayed for
power

As they who, right or wrong, would fain
be felt;

But unto Heaven daily have I knolt,

That gentlest subtlety be in my dower,

Such as, of old, made false Duessa cower

Such, as of old, obdurate stene couid
melt,

And set those spirits freo who long had
dwolt,

Devoid of hope, in some onchanter’s
towor.

So might I draw tho stray lamb from its
foe,

The traveller lure away from ambushed
harm ;

But most of all (since woman's heart 1

bear)
When from the Sirous’ reef sweet voices
flow,
Might I, with sawcoter tones, in counter-
charm,
Save grest Ulyssos from tho watery snare.
—Edith Thomas.

AN EPITAPH FOR 4 JIUSBAND-
MAN
FromC. D, Roberl's New Book,

His ficlds ko had toleave,
His orchards cool and dim ;

Tho clods ho uscd to cleavo
Now covor hini.

But the green growing things
T0an kindly to his sleop—

Whito roots and wandering strings.
Closor thoy creop.

Because ho lovod thom long
And with thoem boroe his part,

Tendorly now thoy thruong
About his hoart.

The luanes,
tatnemtlang
Ings, fences, ponfs, floaas, cuptsants,
shelves e ses forntfore, bascds ands,
wind w! lin B, Lath tuts, tren bes)

steads, foner stamds, ganen tady,
uldeen’s tovs, &6 fnfa.t eve

thing  That's the way to heepat e
Beomie Baght and Atirnine, tharsy

U way trdeul tefts value anaplace F
tolneincraplae trsell,
Outtamhlet, @ Paint Ieints *tells 3
how to geaint Al these things an g
what aints 10 vne for the ditferent %
suttaas. It telle all atwwst et %
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pantand tad pamnt 1t a pracn-

cal, 11 ney satinge book,  Wite to

us to-day £ £a dees copy.

Shetwin Waliumis' Pamily £alntte
the very test punt forgainadngbas
taatds, tanches, bradet,, flower #
stands, andintactall tacaittie things
alnut e huase, 1t s made (ot this
one purpore. Over so.omdealersveil ¥
Sherwin-Willlams Jajnts. Notone
adap-lash anisture for all sutfsces,
twt & peddally prepued aint foe
cachsurface.

The Sherwin-Willlams Co.
CLEVELAND CHICAGC
NEW YORK MONTREAL
ADDRRSS FOR BOOK LETY:

18 3% Aaklne Steest, Montreal,

Coprrigss 1608, = Boden WhNames Composy, N '-ﬂ"
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“ZOKKO”

Takes all eorts of stajns and
dirt apotx out of

Carpets, Dresses,
Woollen Clathces,
Furniture Coverings,
Neclties, etc., etn.

wHB iz it that docs not need it for somo-
thing? It iz adollarsaver.

TWO SI1ZES8-15¢c. and 28c.

oty A AR SRRt

Get trom your grocer or....

103 Queen Street East, - - TORONIO.

THE MONTHRAL

CONSERVATORY

OoOF MUSIC,
938 Dorchienter St,, near Mountain,

Montreal, Q. Doveclopment in all branches
ol music. Pupilamay enter at any time. For
Prospectug, apply to

MR, C. K. SEIFERT, Director.

Phono 2419 Phone 2419

DB. 6. ADAMS SWANN

(GoLD MEDALIST)
95 KINC STREET EAST .
X TORONTO .« « Dentist

Tho Wondorful Proportios of

#MADAME IRELAND'S &

oo oo Medicinal , ..,

« TOILET SOAP «

are overywhero acknowledgod.

She _has been  awarded the EXCLUSIVE
RIGRT to supply the 810K CHILDREN'S
HOSPITAL whero tho soap has been 19 uro for
tho Jusl throo yoars.

BALDNESS POSITIVELY CURED.
171 Jarvis St., Toronto.
31 Sparka §t., Ottnwa,
2113 Dundax St., London.
21 Augnsta St., Hamilton
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