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The Wrinkle-Makers

One of the great logs on the hearth
rolled over with a spiteful snap, sending
bright ep:rke whirling up the chimney
and queer shadows dancing through the
room.

Winifred’s big, brown eyes, as they
watched the burning wood, saw a strange
thing happen. A crooked shape, like a
small, black stick, with the ugliest face,
sprang out of the flame and stamped upon
the hearth rug.

‘Why are they all so lateP’ he cried,
fretfally. ‘They never come on time’
But at that moment there was another
soapping sound in the fire place and out
came four dark figures, crooked, scowling
and bowing to the first with the cry ot
‘Here we come, Ill-temper! Chiet of the
Wrinkle-makers, here we come!

Ill-temper stood fiowning at them, and
replied, with a sneer: ‘Tha stormy day
bas suited our work - you need not be all
night in bringiog your reports. What his
Sir Anger done?’

‘Done * cried Anger, ‘I bave followed
your steps, as I always do! When Wini-
fred looked trom the window this morning
and found the weather too rough for her
Saturday shopping, you, ill temper, told
her it always happened that way; so she
fretted and made everyone miserable until
I came along, when she flew into such a
passion that she almost struck her little
brother, who begged for a story. Ha! ba !
I had some fine wrinkles in her face just
then, and they might bave been there now
only for the White Elves’ coming.

‘Next, you and I had a merry race with
the old woman down in the cottage. You
remember how a neighbdr’s bhem came
clucking about, among the dried sunflow. r
stalks. We made old Hepzibah rush out
the door with a broom stick and drive the
frightened ben all about the wet garden.
Her specs floew off her nose, and her gray
hair streamed in the wind. When she
came back to the house, scolding and out
of breath, we bad deeper wrinkles between
ber eyes and down at the corners of her
mouth. She bas entertained ill temper
and Anger s0 many years she will never be
rid ot us now. Ha! ha! Never be rid of
us now!” ThenjAnger,with a shrill laugh,
seated himeselt astride the fire-tongs, mak-
ing them clatter most dreadiully.

‘We deserve some credit,’ cried Selfish
ness and Discontent; ‘we had sometbing
to do with{the frowns that spciled Winnie’s
fair face this morning! We have lived
with old Hepzibah, t00, we know how
some of the wrinkles grew.’

‘I helped to keep them, laughed Price,
from his perch on the brass handle of the
fire shovel. *‘When the White Elves told
Winifired she wasfill tempered, I told her
not to own it. [ kept your lines upon her
face as long as I could, and always, when
old Hepzibah flies into a rage, it is Pride
that whispers in her ear not to confess she
is wrong.’

He would have said more, but a cry
arose from all the imps : ‘The Wkite Elves
are coming ! The White Elves

Then Anger and Pride, Selfishnees and
Discontent, went sciambling away with
Ill temper, and their ugly figures soon dis
appeared, climbing up chimney in a whiff
of smoke.

Next, the brown eyes of the ''ttle g'=l
on the hearth rug saw a group of deinty
forms, looking, te ber, like a cluster of big
snow flakes with the sum shining on them,
The brightest one, with starry one, came
up to Winnie, and spoke in a voice like
some wee rivulet’s whisper: —

‘Do you know;me P Mycname is Love.
I have just been looking at a sweet face I
have watched these forescore years. There
are many lines that I and my friends bave
made upon it. Contentment has helped,
and Gentleness and Humility ; Sorrow,too,
who sometimes works for the black imps,
has left nothing but curves of sweetness
here. It is the face, my little girl, of your
own dear grandma, who is quietly waiting
for God’s angel to call her home. It was
‘a8 weary time this morning, dear, before
we could make you hear our voices. If
you listen oiten to the evil imps, your face
will become like old Hepzibah's down in
the cottage. Listen to us instead, and
then it will grow sweet and fair, so that, in
years to come, it will be like that other
face, filled only with lines of love.’

Just then, mother opened the door and
saw only a little girl asleep in the fire-light

~ and beard only the old clock with its tick

toek, tick tock, in a far away corner. But
the home folks now say often to each other,
“How lovable our Winifred grows I” and
none but Winnie and mother know the
the story I bave been telling you, of tte
shining elves and the ugly imps, the little

Wrinklemakers.— Harriet L. Street, in
Chuarcbman.

Prayer That Gilves Strength.

I leaned my head on the desk and pray-
ed that it God wanted me to do what then
seemed my duty. He would give me
strength tor the test before me ; it not, that
I might fail so fully that I sbould know
tbat my duty lay elsewhere. Then with
the trust that the prayer inspired, I went
to work with & calm mind.’

The woman who told tbis story sat iac-
ing the school examiners, in application
for a teacher’s certificate. Within & year
she had lost her busband, her mother, her
sister and her sister’s husband, her for-
tune and her health. For years she had
not taught, but she had mno other means ot
earning a living. Hastily, she prepared
for an examination, and approached the
day with mervous fear.

The night betore she was up with a sick
child, and when. weary and nervous she
sat down faciog a blackbos*d with written
questions upon it, she felt incapable even
ot beginning the examination. Then it
was that she rested tor a few moments and
calmed her mind with prayer, and in ans-
wer to that prayer came her strength.

She faced the questions then with cour
sge The first one—ah, yes, she could
answer that! And answer it she did.
Then the next answer was soon writtan
neatly on the paper. The third question
perplexed her, and the effort to think
began to stir her nerves agsin; but she
sought once more the calmness of her be-
ginning, and after a little she recalled the
answer. Another she could not recall, but
she psssed it witbout worry, believing that
God would take care of the result, after
she had dome her best.

There were more questions that tried
her, and she could not feel sure that some
ot the problems were correctly solved ; but
at every difficulty she quieted herselt with
the same reflection, and did as well as she
could.

When the long, weary examiation was
over, she was tired, but wondered that she
was not more so, and she knew that she
bad not wholly failed. A tew days later
her certificate came ; she could have wept
for joy—it was of the first grade. Her
prayer had brought her strength and had
taught her a lesson besides.

She obtained a school, and taught it.
Her health came back with selt-forgetialness
and the calmness which her daily prayer
afforded. Her school was & success. She
taught the next year and the next, and
other years that followed, and now a score
of years have gone. Her barrel of meal
bas not failed.

Her children have grown to maturity,
and she is a grandmother, living happily
in the home of the daughter, whose sick-
ness kept her awake on the night before
ber examination. The years have brought
their burdens but more joys. Through all
she has remembered the lesson which
she learned in that dark hour when,
in poverty and grief, she taced the examin.
ation for a teacher’s certificate. In her
appeal for divine aid tbat day she found
the source of strength which she bas since
many times tested. And it has never fail-
ed her.

Her experience was an example of faith
and work. One of the old Greek fables
represents a poor cariier sunk in the mire
with his burden, and c17°»3 to Fs god

for assistance. The snswer came back,
‘Strive to get out, and Zeus will help thee.’
The story is Christian touth in pagan fo1m.

*Wbkat Faith is Good For.”

‘God knows the pain [ suffer,’ said a
noble woman beside the coffin of her son.
‘but I realize now what faith is good for.’

The way she bore her grief was a lesson
to many. There was no affectation about
it ; there was no pretense of superiority to
pain or sorrow; only simple faith and
pa*‘ence. [here was no irantic weeping,
neither was there solid absence of tears;
there was womanly grief and Cbiistian
comfort.

After a few weeks she brough herself to
the work of disposing of some of her son’s
clothing, and the effort to place this where
it would do good brought her into contact
with otner sorrow, much of it deeper than
her own. The effort to comfort this led
her farther, and she became a comtorter of
many, baving herself known griet.

To realize what faith is good for is =
gublime triumph. There are many truly
good people whose taith, when tested in
mew and unexpected ways, does not bear
the strain. It has served them well, per-
haps, through years of happy and useful
lite ; but in the crisis for which they need
it most, it proves inadequate.

When the heart is nearest to breaking it
may gather new strength—or sink in doubt
and despair. That is faith’s crucial moment.
It is the time to ‘lean hard’ upon God, and
bold tast His angel of hope.

Moody’s Handling of a Bully,
‘In his various offices Mr. Mood; did
not always bave plain sriling. As ser.

geant-at-arms he kept order as well as he
could, writes William R. Moody, of bis
father, Dwight L. Moody, in this week’s
‘Satarday Evening Post.’ ‘On one occar1>n
he bad trouble. A young bully, the ring

leader among the worst element in the
towa, made malicious effoiis to distarb the
meetings. He was a source of great an-
noyance. After being repeatedly warned
he only assumed s more belligerent atti-
tude. It was agsinet the rules ever to
taia & scholar out. Grace had tailed, and
Mr. Moody saw that recourse to other
means was inevitable. At last he whispe:-
ed to Mr Farewell : :

*If that boy disturbs bis class today and
you see me go for him to take him to the
ante room, you aek the school to rise and
sing & veiy loud hymn vautil I return.’

The meeting proceeded. The boy be-
gan his mterruptions and Mr. Moody made
for him. He seized Mm with a strong
grasp, brrcied bim into the ante-room and
locked the door. Then he gave him a
tbrashing such as he himself had Laewa in
Fs boyhood days in New England, asd
when he retvrned there was a flush upon
his face, but it bad i1 it an expression of
victory. Thi» boy was soon alterwards
cenverted, aud many years later told a
fsiend that he was s*"" enjoying the bene:
fite of that gespel service.

PRIVATEB CONNOR'S MOTHELR,

Her Advice to Him When in the Froant
Ranks in Battle.

Mothers of soldier boys are uniformly
made—in romantic bstory, at least—atter
an approved general-in-petticoats pattern.
Mrs. Conmor, of Clouma'voan, of whom
Miss Jane Barlow tells in ‘‘The Land ot
thc Shamrock,” was of a different stripe.
Her views of glory and ot conduct in the
field were demora''ziugly unmi'tary, but
they make re.ceshing reading for those
who thirk the Sparten mother a bit unoat-
ural.

Terry Cowuor—six feet three in His
stockings — in his scarlet unitorm with green
facings was beautiial o behold. When he
csme ever from Athlone on turlough to
visit his mother, she openly exulted in the
splendor of his martial aspect and in his
inches. Athlone was mo such long way off,
and it was Laown to have been actually
visited by ordinary people.

1t was & wofully different matier when
the Connemraras were sent off on active
service to strarge lands, about which all
one’s knowledge could be summed up in
the words ‘furrin’ and ‘fightin’—worde of
limitless fear.

Then it was that retribution might be
deemed to Fve “ghted upen Mrs. Connor’s
vanity about her son’s conspicuous stature.
For tbis now became a sou~ce of especial
torment, as *hreatening te make bim the
better me-k.

‘And you'll be plased to tell him, Mr.
Mulcahy,’ she dictated to the schoo!mastsr,
who was slso cobbler and scribe at Clon-
mal~oan, ‘that wbkatever he does he’s not
to be .annin’ into the fore/ront of the fi*in’,
and he & head and sheulders ligher than
half ot the lads.

‘He'd be 't first tting. God be good
tous! Bid him be crouchin’ dowa back
ol somethn’ handy. Or if there was ne’er
a rock or afiv-zs bush en the bit of bog,
bhe might any way keep stooped behind the
others. If he lets them get aimin’ straight
at bim, he’s lost.’

Mr. Mulcahy stirred the sed‘ment of his
Jately watered ink.

*Bedad now, Mrs. Connor,’ he said, dis-
approvisgly, ‘there’d be no sinse in tellin’
bim any such things. Forin the first
place he wovldn’t mind a word of it, and
in the next place—goodness may pity you,
woman, but sure you woulda’t be wishful
to see him comin’ back te you after playin’
the poltroon, and belsvinin’ himselt dis-
creditable P’

‘Troth and I would,’ said Mrs. Connor,
‘if he was twinty poltroons! All the be-
havin’ I want of bim ’s to be bringin’ him-
self home. Who’s any the betther for the
killin' and slaughterin’® The heart’s
weary io me doubtin’ will I ever get a sight
of him agin. That’s all I'm thinkin’s of,
tellin’ you the truth, and if I said anythin’
diff'rint, 1t 'ad be a Jie.’

‘He might - bring home a trifle of honor
and glory, and no harm done,’ Mr. Mul-
caby urged.

‘Glory be bothered " ssid M~s. Connor.

And in the end Mr. Mulcahy only so far
modified s instructions as to substitute
for Mrs. Connor’s more detailed injunc-
tions a vague general order to ‘be taking
care of himself.’

Little *‘Tony's"”’ Prayer,

Madame de Navarro, knowa to fame as
Miss Mary Anderson, has a little tour year
old son, who bids fair to inberit much of
his mother’s talent. His love for music is
already extraordinary.

Tony, as he is called after his father,
was saying his praysrs, one evening with
fervent emphasis, and the following peti-
tion was overbead: ‘Please God, blesg

'ittle Tony and make him a good bey, and

—

Z; Soap-heredity.

Women who use soap don't do so because they
know it's the best. Probably they haven't
given a thought to the matter.
inherit the soap-habit—their mothers and
orandmothers did, before them.
Women who use Pearline do so,
because they

They

have used soap and

Pear}ine, and have found Pearline to be better—more
effective, saving time and rubbing ; just as harmless, and

more economical
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bless mawma and pspa and plesse God
bless Brabms—and Nanna—rnd Beethoven
—aud all my good [ciends.’

The Ger.asn n~ se says she never re-
members being so near the music of the
ssheres before.

Through Heart .* *d Braio,

A woman’s finst experience of ki''\ng #u
ipnocent animal is a d'shesiiening thing
of which to read. Yetit is somewbat
consolatory to kaow that she felt the sad-
ness of it, as well as the emptness of the
glory. Let us hope tbat other women
will not be moved to engagein s similar
‘sport.” This is how M 's. Grace Seton-
Thompson shot her fi~st e'%:

He was di'rking (om the lake. Now
was the time. I crawled a few feet nearer
and raised the gan. The stag :ovmed
partly away | om me. Inanother moment
he wov'd be gone. [ sighted along the
barrel, and a te..ible bang went booming
th-ough the air.

The e'k raised his antlered head end
gazed in my direction.
the an'mal drepped where he stood. He
lay as otill as the stones beside Fm. I
sat on the grornd, and wade mno attempt
to go near bim. One instant, & magnifi-
cent breath'ng thing ; the next, nothing.

I bad no regret, no triumph, or'y a sort
of wonder at what [ had done. I felt sr--
prise th~t the breath of ‘e could be taken
away s0 easily.

Meanwhle, Nirr-od had become als* -
ed at the long silence, and followed me
down the mountain.

He had nes-ly reached me, whem he
heard the two shots and came rusking up.

‘I have done it,’ I said. in & dull tone,
pointing to the devk, sti!l thing onm the
bank.

‘You surely bave.’

As we went up to the elk,Nimrod paced
the d‘stance, a humdred and thirty five
yards. How beautifv' the creature’s coat
was, glossy #nd shaded in browas! And
those great horas, with eleven points
They did not look so biy now. Ni~rod
exam'ed the covcass.

‘You are an apt pupil,’ he said. ‘You
put a bv'let tborzh his he ;, #nd another
through bis brain.’

‘Yet,” I said, ‘he never wiew what kil
ed him.’ I felt no glory in the ach’evement.

Dog-leams.

Indian dogs have been at a premivm in
the Klondike, the demand for them being
so great that they were bought up rapidly
at prices equel to those which a good horse
wovld fetch elsewhere. All sorts and con-
diiions of men tound their way to the gold
regions, and nobody troubled bimselt to
inqrire inte their entecedents, but inquiry
came fast enough when a dog was in ques-
tion. Here the value was in inverse ratio
to the civilization. Lately, however, it
has been found that dogs accustomed to
complete idleness can be utilized in the
drawing of sledges.

The discove. y was made when the Can-

adian goveroment decided to send a po'ice
force to the Klondike. An agent went to
the most likely spots in the northwest, to
purchase dogs for the force, and reported
that he ‘covld not get s dog that was a
dog’ for any price within the limits of rea-
son.
BThe goverament then sent out another
agent with orders not to be too pariiculsr
in Pis selection. The rasult, according to
Mr. J. B. Bvrnbam,in Forest and Stream,
was & company of all sorts of creatures
called dogs. They were quite civilized
dogs ; for iustead of going among the Ind-
ians to pr-chase them, the agent went
down to Lake Superior and bought up
everything in the form of a dog, {.om pec-
forming poodles to the pet dogs of bar-
ber’s shops.

And the strangest paii of the business
was that the purchase was not a failure.
Many ot the dogs were turned inte useful
sledge animals, and the dogs of civilized
man were soon in competition with the
native teams.

One set of fine mongrels, about the size
of large Scotch terriers, none of them
weigbing torty pouads, drew a load of
tbree thousend pornds over the ice ot Lake
Bennet. The sledge was always started for
them, but once started they kept it moving.
The owner, a half breed, would foliow,

Another shet, and ;

out of sight, encouraging them by voice
#nd by a system of rewards. Dogs pre-
viously educated to other busimesses ac-
qeitted themselves well.

‘I saw a trick poodie in one team,’ says
Mr. Brenham. ‘His leader—there were
only two dogs te thssledge—was a big,
svllen Newfoundland, the picic-e ot pes-
simism. The poodle had been recently
clipped, and 8./l had ' ‘s heavy mane and
tasseled t-il. He was the best tempered
little snimal imsgimable.

‘Every t'ne the team stopped he woald
Ceper round in e bharness, and do every
shoi . of tv aing somersau'!ts. He stood on
bis hinds legs, turned backward in the har-
ness, and was mever s'll for an instant.
Our sympathies went out toward this poor
little sirol“ng actor of a dog, forced to
jo'n 1 .the sesrch for gold.’

As an #'msl of dratt, the dog has in the
Klondte been fornd decidedly supeiior to
man, although men have pu'ed sledges
without grumbling, A man can draw a
weight equal to his owa and t-avel fifteen
miles s day. The dog wil! pr'l a load equiv,
alent to b‘s owa weight and travel thirty
miles a day.

A Greater Need

The Young People’s Weekly prints s
pathetic story of a poor, half-sta. ved child,
living im & city alley. Some one bad given
her a ticket to a free tea and entertainment.

She was v."'d w:th de'ght, and was run-
ning to te'! her mother of her good for-
tune when she stumbled over a child
crouched on the stairs, crying.

She asked what was the matter. The
chi'd said her mother had beaten her be-
cauve she asked for some breakfast, and
she was so bungcy she cov'd not help cry-
ing.

‘Well," said the other child, placing the
ticket in her hand, ‘teke tbis, and get a
good tea. 1've had no ,breaktast, either,
but my mother never beats me.’

And she passed on, leaving the ticket in
the hand of the astonished child.

What He Meant.

‘That was the year,” said Mr. Jesse
Sparbawk to the little group of listeners
who had gathered to hear his reminiscen-
ces of war times, ‘that was the very year
that my cellsr was so upmercifully over-
flowed.’

‘What do you mean by ‘urmerciially
overflowed,’ I'd I'ke to kaow P’ demanded
Mr. Potts, the town trial, from the out-
skirts of the group. ‘I don’t gather your
sense.’

‘I mean,” said Mr. Sparbawk, after a
glare at the offerder who had thus arrested
ed him in the iall tide of reco'ection, ‘that
there was too much water for walking, an’
not enough for boating. [ eh’d think
"twas plain enough *

8ix Hours Afloat

A London psper relates the trying ex-
perience of an English sailor He ceuld
not swim, and was six hours in the water
during s sto1m.

He bad s lite preserver, but was in con-
stant te..or lest it should slip from bis
grasp. It it did he kmew he could never
regain it.

He bad fallen off the bow-chains of the
vessel, and from midnight to daylight the
liteeboat was searching tor him while the
st'p lay to. Many captains would have
desisted ‘n an hour or two, but this one
perse: 7ed, and the men were finally re-
warded with a sight ot their comrade a
mile away. A desy's rest restored bhis
sirength, and he resumed his dangerous
duties.

‘What do you find in that stupid old ps-
per to keep you so busy P petulantly ask-
ed Mrs. Youngcouple.

‘I was looking at the money market,’ be
answered,

‘Ob, do they have & money market ?’
A“¢ there ever any bargaine P.

Madge—You'd better not trust that girl

with . book. She never returas one.
Majo..c—But she won’t keep this—it's &
and absolute cure for each

diary

P i I
I e and eyery form of itching,
bleedingand protmdingogiles.
the manufacturers have guaranteed it. tes-
timonials in the daily press and ask your neigh-
bors what they think ofit, You can use it and
get Jonr money back if not cured. 60c a box, at
all dealers or EDMANSON, BATES & Co., Toronto,

Dr.Chase’s Ointment

To prove to you that Dr.
Chase’s Ointment is a certain
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