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St Valentine
It ie a very fine custom that the ;school'

cbildren follo#w of sending to one another and
to ýtheir parente on St. Valentine's day litte
messagesof love. The custom might well
become mnore general. Those who are par-
ticularlyr interested in. our Correspondence
columu need no instruction and no suggèstion.
What the bookstores will not supply in, the
formn of .gilded color-plates, the fond imagin-
ation 'of young loyers will invent. The
expressions of devotion need not be limited W
this class. Many a tired wife will be glad
to receive from lier husband a message which
wiil remi nd lier of lier younger days, and evcn
the prosaie father, if lie is surprised, will be
none the less pleased by a reminder from his
wife. This is the suggestion of a valued con-
tributor to these pages, ard it will be inter-
e3ting to know how the suggestion bas werked
out. But every reader of 'fhe Western Home
Montbly knows that nothing je more out of
kceping with St. Valentine's d.-y than the
sending of ugly caricatures. Cupid may be
mischievous but lie is neyer vulgar.

T'he Optimisi
If there ie one person more t1:anjanôther who

is a blessing to Lis country, it is the man who
does not hesitate to express his gratitude for al
he eni oye, and for ail the benefits lie bas re-
ceived. It does one good to read the words of
appreciation sent in by an esteemed corres-
Spondent. Let us read them over and take
them to heart-lest we forget:

"«As g well-known write r asks in the opening
chapter of one of her xiovels: 'Have you ever
known what it is to be poor?'_ While I was
not perhaps reduced to -the depth. of poverty
from whicb ber hero wau tben suffering, I was
perilously near it. For wben I stepped off the
train at Ottawa, one sultry August nigbt a few
years ago, t was with a very, very light purse
and a heavy heart. Behind me lay the grey
seas and green hlis of the land of my birth,
tugging at my heart strings, wbiletbefore me
lay-what? I did not know. Health, I boped.
Wealth I did not even dream of, would have
thought it folly to suppose mjy broken-down
strengtb could wrest more frum ife than my
daily bread, if that. I had one foot in the
grave, or tremblng on the brink of it, and no
longer early youth's higb hope to welcome
each succeeding day and spur me on to fresb
endeavour. But in my veine ran the blood of
the hardy 'North, and given healtb, I'feit, I
knew that somewhere in thig-vast Dominion
was a place for me. Il would make one, find
one, somebow somewhere, if determination
counted for ;1ything. So a stranger in. a
land, I set out on my quest.

"Lnoking back now, the thing tbat stands
out most prominently, in tbese first days, ab-
surd as it may appear, were the interminable
stairs I had to climb, eithèr looking for work,
or after obtaining it. Perbape I ouglit to
say 'seemed to climb,' as my imagination
probably magnified them. Tbey were a niglit-
mare. A few steps tried mv already overtaxed
heart sorely, and it was with a piteous prayer
that I started eacb painful ascent, where there
was no elevator. The top appeared some far-
off elysiumn to whicb My laboring heart could
neyer carry me. A wasted figure, witb shorn
locks and hollow- cheeks, I tottered up- those
stairs, thankful if no one were in sight s0 that I
could pause and rest very frequently. Those
first days are a confused recollection of aching
body and wearied mind, when I worked blind-
ly through the hot August days, grateful if I
got through my daily work, and. was able to
crawl to bed after a hardly touchcd me.
Days there were when my throbbing eyes saw
nothing but a blur, and itseemed as if nature
co'Id stand no more. But will was there, a
sentinel at bis post.

"August passed, taking witb it its enervat-
ing heat, and September merged intoOctober,
painting the maples with iti$ gorgeous hues,
and bringing a breath of winter. Soon a man tie
of snow lay' everywhere, and Jack Frost
drew his icy fingers over the rushing Ottawa,
stilling its waters. Anid one day I awoke,
awoke t,o a realization that my tortured body.
was at peace, that the sleigh-bells around me
were chiming merrily i the frosty air, while
out of an Italian blue sky the sun shone bril-
llantly. I looked around and saw that the
earth was very beautiful. I was welll

"Witb returning health came-a renewed zest
in life, and the desire to wandér further afield
took possession of me, to see for myseif the-
wonderful West of which I had beard so much.
Onie sweet spring day i left Ottawa, counting
miyseif rich indeed this time, i that 1 had
health, if nothmng else. That I had but the
wherewithal to carry me1 to Winnipeg, -I cared
not a jot. I was going to the Golden West,
and out of her boumty she would provide for me.

r' Every reader of The Western Home

X E Monthly will give heed to the. wise
1~ message of Lord Strathoonakh the Janu-
i ary number. Surely leie l our flnest

optimist. His optimâmm le of the kind

that does good. Any tèýmporary financial
[xstringen.ey -la but ait evidence of our

phenomenal progress. ' The future bas
Sfor us unbounided proiise. AUl we have
Xto do le bo exercise go-xl Scotch cautionI~-to follow lis own sale molto, "Steady
and Sure"».. It cannot lie bco often stated
that i al our undertakinge we muet so

Sconduct ourselves as to command the
confidence of lb. financial wortd. Every

ni[x individual- and every community lias
xi a reponsibilityr) beyond lbh. financial

l~obligations assumed. The country'e good
jname ie. at stake i every venture. In
an age- when lIer. le every temptalion
to wild sp ecultion, the words of the

pue oldeet and wisest of our great Canadians
is very necessary and very welcome.

"My trust was not misptaced. She lias
given witb botb hands, generously, freely.* As
to wealtb, Ihat is yet, on the knees of the gode,
but a more than adequate return for my daily
toit, and heattbhi abundance, are mine. To-
night, as I look out into tbe violet sbadows of
an autumn evening, mny memory goes back
over the intervening five years bo the day when
I first set foot on the soit of Canada, a wretched
fever-shaken creature, sik i body and at
heart. Mine is but a hatting pen to record
my gratitude, 'for I bahre neither wit, nor
words, nor worth,' but sikh as it le, I use it.
Neyer will I forget the debi I owe bo its health-
givingr air and overfiowing plenty, nor, white
memory endures, witl I forget its kindly people.
Wberever these words are iead, may tbey stand
as a monument froin an appreciative woman to
the unfailing courtesy and kindness of the
chivairous Canadian. There- are probabty
exceptions-nay, must be; buman nature being
what it is-but I bave not encountered them.
Nowhereý not even by the legendary American,
are women treated with more consideration,
and I have pitched my tent, s0 to speak, in
many lands.

"Yet, down in my heart le hid away the hope-
of a return to the misty isles, for kind as an-
other land may prove, it is not my own, MY
first love, the scene on which My eyes flrst
openeçi, and Ôn which I pray tbey witt close.

Who wil chide a child for not Ioving its own
mother lesu because another lias'prýoved more
bounteous?

"What the future holda, foi me 1 dé io
know, but if under çthçr and iore famifia
skies, il will hold in"*tender ànd ')"t dul t«-'
membrance the land where the ýmaple pw)

The PIeII4V"t
He sees only the hole -in thé dougimut, R.

hears, only the buz i the grmophoie i îH~
tastes only the acic ini the.

iswih sperpeuiâ ly-- owliâii,

He isdisce pnj~eu. H.epsne8
much for a small packet of oatireal. Hofor-
got to mention the fact that by taiMng'or-
din&ry every-day oatmeal of lequoUy good

ulinhian ordinary, PaPer bag lib e.l
etwothree times theweghfor the

money. He complains of the prioa, of
and -olives, but noth *rshort cf the
priced variety wYll suit'i. As for 1èuéeo.
well, .the old-fashioned kind 'May have 0àltedý
bis father, but it wiil not suit bu.Ho us
have the cabbage variety or liothing* h
growls . icessantly, while al th. e pf -

his own worèt enemy. No doubt'-przoei am
higli, but there, 18 a lowest levt vewlg
thing. The pessimiât neyer be»0ms lêý-
it. It is more pleaant tohip

aotPayngte hgetprice ha
at havig9oudow topay the 1owest.ýoc*

peple 'are happy only when theye~b
So in politie: Ther world la goi»g 10

bow-wowe. Both prisam. ro1*mkt
isn't an hgnest politicianinm .e lot
therea competent one. «Wh.n
and Dizzy died there were none. J
bave i. Canada nothing bù4
The country la going nosut té
few years there will b. nothing«left bùt a
ory of our-greataiem. No on.-will dsoy,"t4&ieb

t the thhýioa pessimilst to dolaè 19
bis growig and to pitch in and wok--4iid
work so bard that h. hasn't lime -to pogrwM
It je nonsense to expeel heaven tosn~.du
or to expect the newepapersaoê rn
about a better state of affaima No one *houl4
see a wrong -without hastening to remove IL .

The greatest field of al for th. pe.mM le
tliat of religion. How h. glorie in ace-atn
apostasies and i exposig heresies! Surel~
faith bas departed from -the earth md,;Iy.
Christian virtues are no longer eeplid
There ia nothing for it now but the. dO-
tion of abomination," and we may.,as wel ex
with bande folded awaiting lt.eoming doomq
for we canftot eécape tbe evils of tho liist'day..
And ail tins in spite of the fact tbat tI'ere lu
more lave and altruism in lhe world than ever
bef ore, more regar d of mani for bis feil4wvs,
more rmetc fot LJe lives of women and çhild&
ren, leue injustce and tyranny, more freedoi*
of consciencp. ,Wligt am pre.to do'Vith-re*
ligious croéikère any"y?- Why kep ilit 0

Doyou remexnàbçr Ibat storya WetenfAne
told about hiff dog, wbich'barked 1b ho1
nigbt long at île imoon? 'iWeII, whiat cfit?
asked soin. one. "Oh, nothing mrucli," said
the farmer, "'only the moon kept rjght o'h
sbining?" So that le wlat Christianpeople
mnuet do, in or out of churches. There ls
no darkness so dense, no p.saumumsoi8 crask
that it will not be dispeleéd by the sunshine of
love and ardor. Even pessimism._,bas ite
good side. It serves as a backroud for th.
display of Christian action. Juet as evil seeme
greater when found in a rigîteous community,
and as rigbteousness shines the brighter when
found in an evit community, so the cleerful-
nese and hope of the optimistio epirit glow with
greater brilliancy in lhe presence of thoqe
wbo cee nothing ahead but gloom and disaster.
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