
Around the Hearth
By JENNIE ALLEN MOORE.

"The day îs cold, and dark, and dreary,
It rains, and the wind is never weary;
The vine still clinge to the mouldering- wall,
But at every gust the dead leaves f ail,

And the day ie dark and dreary.
"My life ie cold, and dark, and dreary,
It raine, and the wind je neyer weary;
My thoughts stilli ding to the mouldering Iast,

ONE BAINY DAY.

Rt was a holiday, too, thai rainy
dlay The verses above may indicate
a -heavy subJect, but such is not mny
Intention. Remnembering ihai this
page wIll be read in the heat of july
days, I forbear to take the serions
Bide of this beautiful poem, believing
that Ilght reading is More befltting
for warmn weather. There is enough
ramn in our lives these awful war
Urnes, and anything that can divert
our rinds for even a brief spell is a
redress to be appreclated.

There is a whole page in the poem
alone, but it carrteé is own Interpre-
tation, s0 w6 will ailow t to stand on
Its own mnert. I would recommend
t> every one who reads it that it be
mnemorized, and many Urnes rePeated
until Its vphiosophy and is optixin
ink Into and perineate the very

But the hopes of youth f ail thick in the blast,
And the days are dark and dreary.

"Be stili, sad heart! and cease repining;
Behind the cloude is the sun still shining;
Thy fate is the cominon fate of ail,
Into each 1f e soune nain must fail,

Some days must be dark and dreary."
-Longfellow.

existence, and until the heart can
issutc the command of the lasi verse
with an authority that will flot be
gainsa.id.

There was an excursion on that
holiday-that day of promise-as the
suni shone forth in warniih and splen-
dor. The train trip was eighteen
miles, and we were to have a long day
at the beautiful park. It was to last
from eleven in the morning when wÇ
were scheduled to arrive ihere, until
eight in the evening, the Urne we were
due to leave for home, My frIend and
I packed dahniy lunches, and pre-
pared for a splendid day's outing.

The train stopped ai the little sta-
tion, and we alighted on the pls.iform.
But at that moment an umbrella shot
up, another and yet another. We
turned our gaze skyward, and there
was no mistaking thai the protection

sought was not fromn the ýsun which
hacd accompanied us ail the way, but
the rain The big drops splashed on
the dusty white boards to the dis-
comâhture of seven. coach-loads ef
pleasute seekers.

Little groups had quickly formed
and hurried away believing it to be
but a passIng shower. We lingered
around the small depot, then decided
to sit down inside. There a pleasant
surprise awaited us in the form 0of a
very lntimate aequaintance, who had
with her a sister from the far West,
whom she brought to ses our cele-
brated Falls.

Presently she whispered to me-
"Say, let's double up for the day!
We've a mlhby fine lunch with us."

1 assured her we also had a
"dandy," and so we decided to spend
the day together, but at thai urne we
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did flot dream of sticklng quite so
closely to each other.

The rain continued to fal, and
soon those who had wandered away
returned. The coaches had been left
standing unlocked upon the track,
else whither could such a crowd have
found shelter frorn the elernents?
People were limbing back ln, and we
four concluded that the cushioned
seats there were more desirable than
the narrow bench upon which we sat,
80 we foilowed the rest,ý and procured
two scats vi8-C-vi8, and awaited de-
velopments.

As baskets and boxes were being
opened ail around us, anid appetizing
contents distributed, we of course,
also felt the pangs of hunger.

We ist have tea, one of our num-
ber pro>clalmecd, or 8he forone, would
have a splittixrg headache. She was
accordingly deputed to set forth
on an expedlition to obtain "the cup
that cheers but flot inebriates," and
returned witb such a strong decoction
that a very tiny sip at a tirne sufficed
for mae-Just sufficient to ward off the
hoadache that had been predicted as
inevltable, but-"Saints preserve us!",

We certainly did Justice to the con-
tents of the boxes, as each one must
needs taste every variety of sandwich
and cake, ail of which proved.a de-
lightful diversion while it lasted.

But everything cornes to an end,
and soon we were a1l packed up trig
and neat once more, crumbs shaken
off our laps, the inner womnan more
that satisiied, and we consulted once
more the weather. The resuit was
not encouraging, and on this occasion
our hearts did not beat ln response to>-

"How beautiful Is the rain!
After the dusi and heat,
In the broad and flery street,
In the narrow lane
How beautiful le the rain!"

Fortuna.tely I had talcen my knit-
ting along, so proceeded to ll lnt
the time until the shower(?) should
subside. And as we calmly waited,
we talked-what else could we do?
Our remaks were prineipally upon
the weather probabilities, and the
possIbilities of walking t2hrough wet
grass, even should the rain cease.

But there was no> sign ofi ceaslng,
and the steady drip, drip, seemed to
disperse any hope of'"A~ brighter day
a-coming by-and-by!" 80 we kept on
talking.

We dlecussed the war and food con-
servation, the fuel question, votes for
womnen, (onie of our number was an
ardent suffragist>, and told about our
lads overseais. W. ex<hanged ideas
on mrny subJects, on house-oleaning,
on raising children without ispofilg
th.rn, (as we hlId been broughi up)
on mnanaging husbands, and-
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