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| THE ROADS TO WRINKLE TOWN.
i By IRVIN C. LAMBERT.
f Have you ever heard of the many roads
| That lead to Wrinkle Town?
Or talked with the people who every day
Travel them up or down ?
There are numberless roads, and
wise folk tell
Of some, nor glad nor fair,
Like wearisome paths to the moun-
tain top—
Storm-blighted, cold and bare.

Now, some of these roads are winding,
’tis said,
Some broad, like great highways;
While others are steep and abruptly end
Like showers on April days;
And journeying over these desert
tracks
Throng
young,
The lowly of earth, the wealthy,
the great,
Are found the erowds among.

old and

thousands,

Name anger and scoffing and cruel hate,
Name naughty, boastful pride,
And count the self-seeking and eager
greed
Of avarice, beside;
Then reckon the malice and envy
and fret,
That linger through the days—
And vou will know how to reach
Wrinkle Town,
For these are constant ways.

But why should you follow these roads so
drear
That lead where sadness broods,
When others are open whose ends invite
To gladsome, happy moods?
Now ponder this truth—be the
willing steps
However cast or led—
The face will discover and show
their trend—
Refleet the paths we tread.

The children of India regard the black-
| haired dolls with much more favour than
the blondes. They leok with surprise at
the flasen-haired beauties which excite
the admiration of little Americans, and
| exelaim: “Iow old it must be to have

such white hair!”

Let us choose to do right, and fear to do
wrong.




