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l'OE.TRY The lnglenook

Uvmmeli herself was the 
greatest gamer by Hie impulse of tu.it 
morning. “The root of bitterness «ne 
plucked out w ili.li th.il one gvueious, 
whole hearted piece of neighbor!me»». It 
was wonderful to her how the whole

HOW TO KNOW A LADY.Hut MiTHE ROOT OF BITTERNESS.
1 have read many articles purpoino* to 

allow now a iuuy may ue known, 
ul luuev ai Indus it was asserted tuai a 
lady ma 
another,

lUat n you , c aim but a 
woman * nanuauiehici lie

Mis. (jeuuuell lud had her share of 
troubles, end even her joys lu i • • ■ *• suit- 
ed with iierplvxities. Her marriage nui 
been a happy one, bu: U>? young wife 
and mother bad eairried a h'*a 
of va re for au invalid sister 
with 1er. Her dearly beloved parents 
died suddenly of pneumonia in a distant 
ugly. Her children had illness alter 
illnees, ami at last .the boy died, leaving 
one delicate girl. Then her husband's 
large property had been tied up by com
plicated litigation, and for years actual 
poverty stared them in the face. While 
her hii'band was iu the West, looking al
ler his interest», he had been killed by 
a lull from Ins horse. She could uot 
think even now of the anguish ul that 
time—the cruel telegram from a stranger, 
and then the letters which followed every
day fur a week, written by the hand now 
cold iu death. Finally, there came a legal 
decision which made her u very rich wo*

known!
spirit strove in vain for light upon the 
path of life, and seeking peace, she tound

Mr*. Ueuimell had come by slow steps 
to be Icarlul of what might happen to 
hei next. She had had a high courage, 
bm it had been net uni out of her. Sin.

be know u uy lier uuula ; m 
hat she may ue kiiowu by net 

etc. .1 writ-ul the day was changed by tilling loose 
bitter morning moments in winch sue 
watched for the postman with the c in- 
passionate desire to know how he was, 
and huw his boy hod slept. She forgo 
to dread his news m the wish to hell*

buixlcii
“by her ucck-w 

churned to be a
bved e observe.

guiupoc ui a 
iaid ted you 

whether or uot the owner was wormy tu 
bear the tilde ul lady .

I once beard a gentleman say: "A lad., 
1» judged by her iaugu. Agiuu 1 nave 
board: "lou can tell a lady by her voice, 
by lue care ol her hands ami nails, and 
by the letter she writes. Du i b.gu.i iu

tuese lumgb to the tost, and i now
II you the result ol my utwvrvaiiuu.
1. ihe Hoot Test.—ibe last seat in

ear was taken by a faultlessly alined 
beauty. She had a pretty root and wore 
an eiegaul shoe, which hi ted her pertiici- 
iy. l ueu a tiled-looking mother carrying 
a heavy, uoi.ceomc baby, entered 
auu Diuud houuug on tv a strap, unli. 
very aged and trembling man—evidently 
a gentleman—insisted that sUe take ini 

while he held to the strap. My

him. Before she knew what had re a y 
been wrought iu her by that evening 
mon the preacher had hit the city. Hal 
nis word is passing on through this wo
man's gem luu- deed' and tender sym
pathy, and it has shed its cheer uu many 
other lives while it bas translurmcd u«r 
owu.—Youth’s Companion.

till

SIR SUMMER.
When conquering bummer stalks l lu

ll is eyes are eyes ul lire,
The pavement burns beneath his tool, 

Men droop belure his ire;
But yonder, out upon me kind, 

ills manners are nut me-e. 
lie is u courtier inllu and iiuimi 

Beneath the maple trvis. 
lie un uns

car,
ll uIf her husbanu might but have 

Her crushed and bewildered

beauty in lire patent leather boons nad 
never thougul to oiler ucr seal or to 
noid me baby lor the mother.

_. x lie ilaiiukcrciuci and Cilove lest.—
urge ui y goods store 1 saw a clerktne gras»lute Riel

VuvlaspB his su valued bkide, 

And lounger
non, lasleiud tu a buiign,

House tu pick up a dainty cam 
brie haudkerekiel tor a customer, lue 

a< copied by a baud in
trembled at the mere tuought ot furtitet 

Sin- had lost couhdenve iu the
iielmet and cuirass, 

the shade; huinlkerehiel 
a neat kid glove; but the owner did no. 
lnanu the clerk, nor cost even a graleiul 

la nee in acknowledgment ui 
had received.

ugli ito-L.—1 beard a merry- 
h wuich l would bave d .vlar-

varth under her leel.
This dislru't timk one curious torn.

• Hunt

ills pm
is iiutlcrmg m lue breeze ; 

He is at home and happy now 
lichen tu lue maple Itceo.

She <tleaded tq, receive u letter. 
wi.lv! she would eay to her tnvuds. It 
chanced that the giay-coated 

slow

or pleasant g! 
the lav or she

ringing iaug 
ed came Hum a pute, as well as a happy 
heart; and 1 ulleiwards heard the lauguvi 

to her mother: “it's none ot your 
who my letter» are Hum.''

lest.—1 heard a reader 
give iu the sweetest, most musical voice 
mat old but beauliiai poem, “bornebody * 
Mother, and the next day 1 saw linn 

der laugh immoderately at an old 
woman who ici I and scattered her mu. act 
nig over the pavement.

V. Ihe Hand lest.—Over the keys ui 
the piano swiftly and gravelully moved 
hands that might well sene as model.' 
lor sculptor or painter, but those baud- 

bitter cold day, rudely closed the 
door in the lave ol a woman who was 
asking alms, 

ü. ibe
letters ol faultless rhetoric and pleasing 
style. They modestly encouraged the at
tentions of a fond lover; but 1 learned 
that Ibe writing ot these letters was but 
the past-time ol a heartless flirt.

Then 1 concluded that, while a lady- 
should be scrupulously neat iu ber dicte-, 
she should cultivate sweetness of voice, 
and should be able to write au elegant 
letter; yet all these qualifications, if com
bined with sellishue*» or rudeness, would 

constitute a lady, 
duiraeteristics of a 

forgetfulness of self and cviisi 
the want of other».—{Selected.

po-tman on 
Site .vo.lid .\o lunous rage dunum»

.so lever beats his hr am;
Ikigut cheerily he takes In* rest 

And views ins glad domain,
Ills lady sealed by nis side, 

his knees.
xpands Wilu joy and pride 
lie maple trees.

He hears the happy lamer lolk 
vv no toe» the iiugraui hay ;

Blessings upon him luey invoke 
t ul him to siay, 

due music ol the lea tuer eu enoire, 
ihe murmur ol the oees,

Are sounds of which in- never tires 
Beneath the maple trees 

He hums a sweet melodious tune;
His baud a garland weaves,

He talks the while he leasts at noon;
ills languid snakes the leaves, 

lie tells ot conquests in the south,
Of triumphs over ecus,

Ul realms redeemed and 
Beneath the maple trees.

UlC'Uol,ol loot.her street was 
stand at the window amt witch hs de-

progress with as agony ul ippre- 
She hated him.

liberate
heiision. cht was con- 

uf how wicked and how loolish His Ckiiiureu 
His heart e 

lie in n th t
the feeling, but »ae 'AUm no. snake.

Allthis tragedy in the woman"* id.: liai! 
for its w *rv out. and uneye.i 

• it leached its e 
liestlcw. lonely, cointortlese, she went 

niglit to a sjiecial meeting at the 
church. She heard a sermon ou "Who is 
uiy neighbor ?" The speaker had a 
eiuuatc sincerity which touched her. 
pleaded for human compassion, lie pic
tured the hell ot the loveless heart. He 
declared there was no ueeotition wrought 
by grief mid loss su -h as could be wrought 
by st-ltishne**. Ik adjmed hie hearer» to 
open their eyes to .he needs at their 
doors. Mspeciully if there was one who 
was tiierishing "a root of bitterness"— 
a hatred of any other human being—he 
entreated that auuthv »uu might not set

Ami beg

‘ü.

Letter Te*t.—1 once read sonic

deeds ui drouth

He shout* and bolds hi* jolly side*
And strike* bis lusty tlngu,

Tu think ot" how Sir Winter hide*
His lace when he is nign,

Ur how with city exquisites 
Ills swagger disagree*:

This* glad Sir Summer gaily nil* 
Beneath the maple tree*.

1 know where 1 can find hi* bower 
Upon a wooded lull,

Where I can pluck hi* favorite flower 
within his rill;

And thither 1 will take my flight.
And loiter at my tone,

homage to the Knight, 
maple trees.

M. M. Macku.ichor.

upon that sm-
The next morning a new postman came 

quickly down tin- street. Mrs. Ueiinncll 
him with a sharp pang, which she 

recognized as remorse, flow had she ever 
touched the life ol iiic hobbling old fel- 

tilledy Hut the 
"Yes,

ne had those- heart

for one of the 
lady must be 

deration lor

fail to

low whose place this l*o.v 
Inn i led to the door to inquire, 

laid
•spe'ls’; lie might 
haul on him. 
par ily zed son. 
about the hoy."

Mrs. tlemmell hte-lly waited for the 
end of the story. Morris lived in a mod- 

Huburb. but ulic iwas going to see him, 
and the last thing |*hc did before she 
left was to slip hen checkbook into her 
pocket.

She never quite knêw herself what Imp- 
|M-neil in that eirly call, nut Morris be
lieved she was sent by Hod. Ik- was a 
pious old Scotchman; and when, after un 
hours’ friendly conversation, a few strokes 

pen lifted the mortgage on hi» non 
made skilful surgery a possibility tor 

rid was changed tor

<i. SUMMER OUTING.op any time: it was 
because he had a 

He wolfed a good deal
And bathe

'‘Route* and Faro* for Rummer Tours’’ 
is the title of a book isued by the (iinmt 
Trunk Railway System which i* full irf •“ 
tervet to the summer tourist who is plam- 

ln addition to

And pay my i 
Beneath the

iug an outing for 11MM». 
general information, the contents contain 
imrticulars of different routes and lares to 
point* in all pail.- o| the country amt 
cover the principal resorts rcaci-i-d by 
t lie lilies of the I •rand Trunk and its evn- 
neetions. It contains a fund of informa
tion that will be of great help to those 
who have not yet decided where to *|iend 
their holidays. The book also contain» a 
series of niajis for reference. Write to
day for a copy to, J. Quinlan, Itouavtn- 
ture Station, Montreal.

Uie Lamlvs district ofForty year»
France wu* of the poorest. Its affoix-sta- 
ti'in I...» lulded -ome forty mdliuiw s.erlmg
to tlie wealth of ihe country.

The Arab, show their frieiKltine-w wlimi 
meeting by shaking li.umU »ix or eight 
times. Aràilk- of distim-tio.i go beyond 
thin- they ouibrucc- each other scveial

of a

his lame hoy. the wot
him a* by a divine mtractc.

■k


