p—y

R e e ey T WA S TR TS SRR AS I  h O Wk R NP N NG IR LI AP N OIS E AL AT U LT B pl-

January, 1801

By

The Language of Stamps. |

Ir a postage stamp be placed u}midu'
down on the tep left-hand corner of the
envelope, it moans that the writer loves
you, If crowswise on the same corner,
My heart belongs to another, and can
never belong to you.”  Placed in the!
lnmper way on tho same corner, **Good- |
o for the present, dearost.” If at}
right-angle en tho left-hand top corner, |
“1 hate you.” The left-hand corner at
the bLottom, placed the sawme way, **4
wish or desire your friendship, but. noth.
ing wore.”  Left-hand bottom  cocner,
upside down, * Write soon.”  1f put. on
s line with the surname on the left-hand
side, it meany, “*Accept my love” If
upside down in the sane position, ** 1 am
alroady engaged.” If placed upside down
in the right-hund corner, * My hout is
another's ; you must writo no more.™ I
put crisswise on the right-hand corner, it
naks the delicate question, ** Do you love
we, dearest 17 1f on the right-hnud side
of the ,urnnne, proper way, it siys, 1
long to aco you: write immedintely.”
At the bottom right-hand corner, cross.
wise, “*No.” At the xame place, upside
down, *Yea"  Atthe bottowm right-nand
comer, proper way, ** Business corres-
pendence.”

Proud of His Mother.

Turne are soma young peoplo who ont-
grow thar fathers and wmothers, along
with uther things that bhelonged to their
chikihowd, but we are glad to think that
the groat winjority of our readers belong |
toa ditferent ¢lass. My, Moody was fond |
of telling a story of a young man whe was
prouder of lis wother than of anything
e hiad gained or done By his own efforts,

There was anice a boy in eollege, and
he was about to gmduate. He wiote
hack to the fann for his mother to come.
She replicl that she conld not do s,
She aid her clothes were worn out, and
ahe hiad ne meney o buy new ones for
that occaner. She liad already turned |
herakirt twice, and it was mgged on both :
stdes.  Tho boy said come anyway.  The
poor okl woman went in her best, which
wasnot atylish, The Commencement was
W a {achiaable church, The son was '
sronder of his wethier than of his honors.
Te walled with hier down the aisle to the
cvntze of the chureh, and escorted her to !
one of the beat aata. There were toars
W her opes, and sl bunt out weeping
for Joy when her son pronounced  the
valalictory,  The presidemt  pinned a

badge on his coat. The young man left
the platform and went directly ¢o his
mother.  Ho took off the badge and
pinned it on her dress.  There wero tears
i his oyes. Then he bont over and
kissed her wrinkled face.

Keep One Iron Hot.

1 nave in mind two girls, writes Mar-
guerite Brooks, in Swccess, who, although
not college-tmained, had unusual opportu-
nities for culture and home study.  One of
them had learned, or rather acquired, a
superficial knowledge of shorthand, type-
writing, book-keeping, drawing and paint-
ingon china, hut had not mnlf) possessed
herself, 50 to speak, of any one of those
things. She is intelligent and widely
read, and yet for nearly a year she has
been trying in vain to get a position,
oven st six dollars a week, whilo she has
the mortificat.on of secing others younger
and less intelligent accepted in offices
where she hias beon refused employment.
They could say, with some measure of
confidonce, that they counld do at least
one thing well, while she. when ques.
tioned, gave timid, hesitating replies, and
was obligud to confess that sho was not
master of any one of her crafts.

The other girl had studicd telegraphy,
penmanship, two or three foreign Ian.
guages, had attended current literature
classes rud debating societies, and was
broadly atelligent along gen. al lines.
But her penmauship wasnot gocd enough
to recommend her as A copyist; her
knowledge of telegraphy was not suffi.
ciently tlimmu th to get her work in an
office 3 she could neither speak nor write
any one of the three languages she had
swudied, nor could she conduct a debate

tor instruct a class in curcent litemture.

You do not wonder, do you, that this
Young woman found no place among the
world’s basy, practicnl workers 1

What 1 wish to impress upon you,
girls, i, not to go out in life with the
idea that you have »o many irons ju the
tire that one or more will surely succeed.
You must bo certain that at loast one of
your irons ix at white heat, or your high
hope and ambition «ill end in disappoint.
ment and failure.

Oun little lives are kept. in cquipoise
Ry oppesite attmctions and desires !
The strugzle of the instinet. that enjoys
And the wore ueble instinct” that
aspires, loxereLiow,
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Oxriittle girl in theslum : ** Wat d'ver !

aay she died of 1™ The other littlo ono :
** Eating ice cream on top ‘ot puddin’.”™
Fimt mentioned : “Laor!
death ! "— Exchange.

What a jolly !/
iplay was given, an outdoor place, wur-

A nossy—-well, who has not one?
They muy or may not be conscious of it,
but others are woefully so, sometimes.
1 Foups mire are (I have more than one)
nat a bather to anyone, but now, when I
think of it, this particular one of which 1
writo is, { am sure. For 1 am always
hunting for papers 1 have Iaid aside (the
dear knows where, for T never dv), out of
which to cut my hobby. or rather the
thing that becomes a part of my hobhy,
the minute my scissors have finished the
last snip severing it from its companions.

I often wonder if it appreciates the
honor cor.forred upon it of being changed
from a common figure in an advertise-
ment to an important picture in my art
gallery—not a real art gallery, and, in
fact, not a gallery at all, only & box, from
whence I hiope in the dim future to trans-
fer it to a scrap-book. It is net every
picture in an advertisement, mind you.
Ah, no! perhaps only one in two or tinree
days, and wo take four papers a day, that
is pretty enough.

1cy are those dainty, graceful, deli-
cate creatures, a lovely little lady in the
most exquisite evening dress, or in a be-
witchiug strect costume, with her dress
blown in pisturesque folds around her
perfect figure, and }xer hair in little fasci-
nating curls around her face.  Then some-
times thero chances to be a little scene,
an interior  * landseape. My hobhy is
economical, ir anything is so, for.most of
them :oad the owner into groat extrava-
gance.

Guace Funsaiey (age 16),

126 Dovercourt Road, Toronto,

Fancy Post Card Collecting.

Fon a good many years, in fact, since I
was quite little, my great fad has been to
collect. fancy post cands.  On the side for
the address they are like onlinary ones,
but on the other sido there is a picture,
sometimes colored, of somo place or seene.
Down the side, or more often alony tac
bottom, there is room for suveral lines of
writing. Only those which are addressed
to me go into my collection, and they
must bear the post.mark of the place
represented on the picture. T do not, as
wmany do, paste the post cards on silk and
wako a streen of it, but I collect them
merely for the collection. For this pur-
])oso 1 have a book which, on the outside

ooks Jike a large crest album, and insido
liko a photograph album, except that. the
pages are arranged so that both sides of
the post-card are visible when it is slipped
in like a photogmph.

The tirst post cand 1 got for my collec-
tion was from Chicago, at the time of the
Columbisn Exhibition. It wasa colored
}vicmre of some of the buildings, with a

ew words in writing down thoside. 1
was so enchanted with this, that 1 re.
solved to collect them. My collection did
not mako wmuch progress, however, till a
couple yoars ago, when friends travelling

jin Europe, knuwing of my fad, sent me a
(great wany.  During the Passion.play at

Oberammergau Iast spring 1 got. several
from a fricnd who was there.  Ono wasa
picture of the place —a winall old-fashioned
vill nestled in the mountains.  An.
other was » picture of the apot where the

rounded by trees. The pictures of the
l)luy itself, for obvious reasons, could not
o posted, but T received a dozen post
cards, on which were pictures of scenes
from the Passion-play, in a neat little
case. At the time of the Paris Exposi-
tion, also, many were added to my collec-
tion. The prettiest one of these was one
which showed the lights on the Seine,
though there were many pictures of the
different buildings which were interesting,
especially one of the Canadian building.

I am now waiting for the Pan-Amecrican
Exposition, hoping to add to my collec-
tion then. 1 ‘mvo now six places to fill
in my collection book, and expect to more
than till those next sunmer,

Maraarer A. Coysk (age 15).

St. Thomas, Ont.

Post Card Competition.

Wz have been pleased to receivea con-
siderable number of contributions in re-
sponse to the post card competition an-
nounced in the November Caxavian
HoMme Jourxar. We award the illus-
trated books for juveniles, as promised, to
the following three children as sending
the best and longest sentences with each
word beginning wi:h the snme letter:

»

*
From Axsiz Warrox éage 11), Ot-
tawa.—‘* Horrid Henry Henty hurt his
head hitching his handsome pair, hit his
horse, hammered his hand, hoed his hem.
lock hedge, hurricd home hunting hapless
hares, hacked his head, hugged happy
Hester Henry, harrowed his healthy hoge,
hung his helpless ‘hen, helped Hattic
Hester hunt handy handerchiefs, har-
nessed his hardy horses.” -~
* - *

From Jeay Ssenn (age 11), James-
town, Ont.—*Dr. David Davenal's darl-
ing dying daughter Daisy, discovered Dr.
Don Dodd’s dyspepain drugs doing deadly
deeds.” .

From Grace Privurs, Carlcton Place,
Ont.—*¢ They told their troubles to those
that talked to them till time to take tea.”

Something Each Day.

SoMETHING cach day—a smile,
It is not much to give,

And the little gifts of lifo
Make sweet the days we live.

The world has weary hearts
That we cau bless and cheer,

Aud a smile for every day
Makes sunshine all the year.

Something each day ~a deed
Of kindncss and of good,
To Lk in closer bonds
All human brotherhood.
QOh, thus the heavenly will
We all iy do while here;
For a good deed overy day
Tiakes biesscd all the year.

—Grorax Coorex.

Gear: **What would you give to have
such hair as mine 1" Joanniv: “1 don’t
know. Wtat did you give?™”

THERE is » rough and bitter proverh :
** As the old cock crows, the young cack
learns”; and those who sow in amall
shama not unfrequently reap in Iarge
deceptions.
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