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THE ROOT OF BITTERNESS.

Mrs. Gemmell had  had her
troubles, and even her joys had Lo salt-
ed with perplexities,  Her marriage naa
been a happy one, bat tre young wile
and mother bad carvied a - heavy bunden
of care for an invalil sister who lived
with ber.  Her dearly beloved parants
died suddenly of pneumonia in a distavt
wty.  Her children baa illness alter
Winess, and at last.the boy died, leaving
one delicate girl,  Then her husband’s
Jarge property had been tied up by com-
Plicated litigation, and for years actual
poverty stared them in the fa While
hier husband was in the West, looking al-
ter his interests, he bad been killed by
a iall from his horse. She could not
think even now of the anguish of that
time the cruel telegram from a stranger,
and then the letters which followed every
day for a week, written by the hand now
cold in death. Finally, there came a legal
decision wlhich made her a very rich wo-
wan. 1f her husbana might but have
known! Her crashed and bewildered
spivit strove in vain for light upon the
path of life, and secking peace, she tound
il not.

hare of

Gemmell haa come by slow steps
teartul of what might happen to
her mnext, She had hag a high courage,
but it had been peaten out of her. She
tremblod at the mere thought ot furinet
paine She had lost  coutdence 1u the
carth under her leet.

This distrust took uvne ecurtous tor.
Nhe dicaded tg receive a leiter.  “Don’t
whole!” she would say to her lriends, It
etanced that the gray-coated postman on
her street was slow ol loot.  She woald

stand at the window avd waten h's d
liberate progress with an agony ol ¢ ppre
nension,  She hated him, She wes con
scious of how wicked and how loolish
wits the feeling, but sae “cuin uoi #nike,
it ol

Allthis tragedy i the woman's lile had
taken years for its workng out, aad one
winter it reached its ciimax

Kestless, lonely, coutortless, she went
one night to a special  meeting at the
church, She heard a sermon on “Who 15
my negghbor?” The spuaker had a pas-
sionate sincerity which touched her.  He
pleaded for human compasston.  He pic-
tured the hell of the joveless heart. Me
declared there wag no aesolation wrougiit
by grief and loss such as could be wrought
by seltishness, He adjured his hearers 1o
open their eyes to e needs  at thew
doors.  Espeelally if there was one who
wus cherishing “a rool of bitterness’—
a hatred of any other human bemng—he
entrcated that another sun might not set
apon that sm.

Ihe next morning 4 uew postman catnie
quickly down the street. Mrs mmell
saw him with a shaep pang, which she
recognized as remorse. Now had she ever
touched the life of ¢ hobbling old fel
low whose plice this hoy filled? But she
hurried to the door to inguire.  “Yes,
Mereis was lad up; ae had those heart
Sspells’s e might drop any time: 1t was
hard  on him,  beeause  he  had a
paralyzed son. He worred a good deal
about the boy.” )

Mrs, Gemmell haedly  waited for the
end of the story. Morris lived in a mod
est suburh, but che avas gomg to see him,
and the last thing~he did before she
left was to slip hert checkbook into her
pocket

She never quite knew herself what hap
pened in that ewrly call, nut Morris Le-
lieved she was sent by God,  He was o
pions old Scoteliman; and when, after
hours' friendly conversation, a few strof
of a pen lifted the mortgage on his noa
and made skilful surgery a possibility tor
his lame boy, the world was changed 1or
him as by a divine miracie.

But Mrs. Gemmell  herself  was Lhe
greatest gainer by the impulse of tuat
morning, “The root of bitlerness * sue
plucked ont  wikh that  one  generous,
whole-hearted piece of neighborlness. It
was wonderful to Lier how the whole tace
of the day was changed by filling
bitter morning moments in - which s
watelied for the postman with the ¢ w-
pussionate desire to know how he was,
and how, his boy had slept. She forge.
1o diead his news i the wish te hwlp
bim,  Before she knew what had rves 'y
been wrought in her by that eveadng sor-
won the preacher bad left the aty. Bul
s word is passing on through this we-
man's gencrous deeds and tender syun
pathy, and it has shed its cheer on mauy
otuer hives while 1t nas wanstormed ey
vwu.—Youth's Companion,

SIR SUMMER.

When  couguering Summer  stalks (e
slreel

s cyes are eyes ol e,

Tue pavement burns beaeain lis leet,
Men droop belore s e,

Lut yonder, out upon tue land,
Mis wunucis are nut tnese:

e is a courtier wa and band
Deueath the maple trecs

He itows bis backier on Lie glass
Undclaspe his shcatned blaae,

MO dulls dus Bl ald Culiass,
Aud lvunges in the siade;

Lis peunon, lasticued o a bougu,
Is Huttering in the breeac:

He is at home and bappy now
Lenealh toe maple treee.

AU Lurous rage disturos bis bieast,
Av dever beats s brawg

lught cheendy he takes lus rest
And views lus glad domain;

His lady scated by s side,
s canldren on s Knee

His heart expands wiln Juy and pride
DBeneath the maple tiees.

e hears the bhappy lavmer 1olk
Who toss the tragrant bay;

Blessiugs upon biw they juvoke
And veg of him o sy,

Lhe music o1 the fcatuered coovits,
Lbe murmur ol the oees,

Are sounds of which he uever Ures
Bencath the mapie trees

He hums a sweet melodious tune;
Mis band a garland weaves,

Ll talks the while e leasis at novn;
1lis lauguter saakes the jeaves.

He tells ol conguests in the south,
O triumplis over seas,

Ui realws redeemed and deeds ol drouth
Deneath the wmaple trees.

He shouts and holds s Jolly sides
And strikes his lusty tign,

To think of how Sir Winter lLides
His face when he is nigh,

Or how with city exquisites
His swagger disagrees:

Thue glad Sir Summer gaily sits
Beneath the maple trees.

L know where 1 can find his bower
Upon a wooded hill,

Where I can pluck his favonte ower
And bathe within his rill;

And thither | will take my flight,
And Joiter at my ease,

And pay my homage to the Knight,
Beneath the maple trees.

M. M. Machkeracher,

Forty years ago the landes dietrict of
France was of the poorest. Its affore
tion has added ~ome forty millions sierling
to the wealth of the country,

The Arvabs show their friendliness whoen
meeting by shaking hands six opr eig!
times. Arabe of distinetioan go  beyond
this—they ewbrace each other several

tumes.

HOW TO KNOW A LADY.

1 bave read many articles purpusdig o
show Luw 4 Jauy Ly Le RUUWAL L Vil
Ol Lhese arbiedes 11 was asserced Liae W
lady way be known by ber vuols §oaa
anvther, “that she way ve huowu by ne
gluoves, by ber neciewear,  eles oo wiit
cr who clumed W be a dose vbsery e s
Lhal i you ¢ i but a guwpse ol a
Wolldll s baudacichiel be would el yoa
whether or not the owuer was wortiny w
bear the title ol lady.

1 once beard @ gentlewan say: A lady
iIs Judged by ber daugh.  Again Lo
Leard: “You cau tell o lady by her vuice,
LY lue vare ol ber hands and nadls, aod
Ly the letter she writes,” Do 1 bogain w
pul tuese things 0 Lbe test, and 1 onow
tedl you the result of iy obscrvauou.

1. Lhe Boot Lest.—Lhe last seat iu tue
car was laken by a laultlessly attiea
beauty. She bad a pretly 1ot and woie
an cicgaut sboe, whuch hited her perlect
1y. duen o ureddooking wother carrying
a lieavy, itouceowe bavy, eutered the car,
anG stoud howing on o 4 strap, uull
very aged and tewbling man—evidenidy
4 genlcman—iusisted Lhat she take lis
evat, While be ubeld to the strap. My
beauty an the patent leather bovie bad
uever thougit to ofter uner seal or
buid the baby lor the wother,

< dle dlanakerchicl aud Glove lest—
in oa large drygoods store L saw o clerk
cruss the nouse 1o piek up @ dauly caln
bric bandkerchiel ior & customier. lue
bandkercluer was accepted by a band i
a4 uval kid glove; but the owner did no
Uil e clerk, uor cast even a giateiul
or pleasant glance 1w acknowledgument o
the lavor she bad reccived.

. dhe Laugh lest—l heard a merry-
vinging laugh waich 1 would bave devlar-
ed cawe drow a pure, as well as a happy
heart; and L alterwards beard the laugue
say o her mother: “li's none oi your
business who wy letters are trom.”

4. dbe Voice lest—1 beard a reader
give in the sweetest, wost wusical voice
tat old but beautitui poem, “Somcbody »
Mother,” and the next day 1 saw luad
samie reader luugh immoderately at an old
womanu who tell and scattered Ler waskel-
ing over the pavewent,

v. The Hund Test.—Over the keys ol
the plano swiitly and gracetully wmoved
Lauds that might well serve as models
for sculptor or painter, but those band:
ou a bitter cold day, rudely closed the
dour o the face of a woman who Wus
usking alws,

6. Lhe Letter Test.—l1 once read some
letters of faultless rhetoric and pleasing
style. They modestly encouraged ibe al-
tentions of o fond lover; but 1 learned
that the writing of these letters was but
the past-time of a heartless tlirt.

Then 1 concluded that, while a lady
should be scrupulously neat in her dress,
she should cultivate sweetness of voic,
aud should be able to write an elegant
letter; yet all these gyalitications, il cow-
bined with selfishuess or rudeness, would
fail to constitute a lady, for one of the
chiet characteristics of a lady must be
forgetiulness of self and consideration or
the want of others.—Selected.

SUMMER OUTING,

“Routes and Fares for Summer Tours”
15 the title of a book isued by the Grand
Trunk Railway System whioh is full of -
terest to the summer tourist who is plain-
ing an outing for 1906. In addition to
general information, the contents contiin
particulars of different routes and fures to
points in all parts of the country amd
cover the principal resorts reached by
the Tmes of the Grand Trunk and its cen-
nections, It contains a fund of mforma-
tion that will be of great help to thee
who have not yet decided where to spend
their holidays, The book also contains a
series of maps for reference,  Write to-
day for a copy to, J. Quinlan, Bonaven-
ture Station, Montreal.
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