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Money on chance. Did Mr. Jones tell
You, when he recounted the gains of
Stock-dealing, what its losses were !
Did he detail to you the long black list
of ruined men, of suicides, of defaulters
°r whom this business is responsible f
I don’t think he did. Speculation is
the refuse of the lazy, the discontented,
the dishonest, the self-indulgent, the
Xtravagant, and the greedy. Do you
Want to be classed with any of these?
Gf‘)d did not say to Adam, when he
Sinned and lost his first estate, that
© must take his chances in the outside
Vorld ; that would have been a curse
Indeed! No ; he was set no such task.
Work for bread was his penalty, a.nt.l,
ike all our Father’s chastisements, it
Va3 a disguised blessing. Work for
What you need and want, my boy;
and take the healthy innocent enjoy-
Ment in it that honest work brings.
ut believe me, Jack, much as I love
You, I would rather see you working
o the road with shovel and pick than
5¢¢ you in the stock exchange making
Millions of money by speculation.
“Besides all this, you are a Christian
an, bound by your solemn public pro-
®ssion to follow Christ as your Captain
8nd King. What would He say toa
Mode of money-making that grewon the
0sses of others, as a toadstodl grows
o0 a fallen and decayed tree? For
very gain you make in this way is
Some other man’s loss. And have you
any right to destroy the usefulness or
the life of the body dedicated to His ser-
Vice in the excitement and anxiety of a
Speculator’s life f
“Now, ‘my Jack, you will very
Daturally say that all this does not
Tefer to your trying to double up a
undred dollars; but it does. That is
® first step, and the very excitement
Jou show about it proves that it is like
® first dram, a beginning of that
down grade which leads .into the very
Jws of death. My dear boy, T have
%id very little to you about the
Constitutional tendency in your case to
atural excitement, both mental and
Physical, It is a dreadful inheritance
“hich i not your fault; but there is
M the more reason that you should
Danfully resist it. Strength is one of
® results of conflict, and unless you
¥ant to make shipwreck of faith and
tharacter you must fight, and fight the
ginnings of evil, its first temptations.
! I 8ay again, ‘Quit yourselves like men,
be strong !’
“This is the longest letter I ever
¥rote you, Jack, but I am in an agony
Or you, my boy; and I go from this
letter to God, to ask Him who is
fnlghty to save, and who once rescued
the only son of his mother, and she a
W"idow,” from the grave, to rescue my
%uly son from spiritual death.
‘“Think it all over, Jack, and then
Write to me.
“Your very loving Mammy.”

Jack read this long epistle with very
Mixed feelings at first. His pride was
Urt at the idea that he could not do
What he would with his own, for he
W not reflect that this sum in t}{e
Savings-bank was the result of ' his
Mother’s self-denial of many a little
iing, for which use he had sent her
'3 superfluity. And then, man-like,
Particularly like a young man, he
'Ought she had made a great fuss
Y0out 5 small matter. He felt dis-
tarbed and chagrined, but he resolved
R0t t0.answer her at once.
t was a habit with Manice never to
Aswer g letter of importance, or one

tirred her feelings much, till she
g;?it i night’s sleep. The evening
Bible reading, the prayers of night
and morning, the rest of sleep, all
calmed her mind and strengthgned her
soul. She had trained her children to
the same practice, and now Jack fouqc}
its use. As he lay in his bed, stil
perturbed about this matter, but more
tranquil than at first, there came into
his mind certain verses of Scnptu;;e
about the uses and dangers of wealth,
of making haste to be rich, of thedlove
of money, of Christ’s poverty an p}?f
tience, of the apostolic warnings to tl g
churches in the epistles, and he cou d
not but see that all trended towa}x;
his mother’s posli]tion, sx.‘lld seemed to be
i i i er words.
;:; u:;z(;léng;g that her wisdom was
from above, her voice the echo of th:
Master’s, and he fell asleep in the rest
of submission, angd in the morning sen
just these words:
hef‘JBEAR MoTHER : iﬂviron’t ! Bythe
I never . ,
help of ‘(‘};(tlmr thankful JACK.
He would have been rewarded for a

i he have seen
ter sacrifice could ]
lg&iiice’s upward look of gratitude,
or heard her whispered t}.w.nksqglbn]g
as she laid the letter away 1n per i\* e
the record of Jack’s blrthf. ot

or an
= months after he had cause 1
Slfula.lllly fervent thankfulness on his
(e;gvn account. Augustus Jones madz
an unfortunate specula.fslon, and_no
only lost all he had gained, but, in a
des;y;erate effort to recover his losse(fé
i tormy sea
d deeper into the 8
st{c‘)l:kg-?)roking, took motlley }flrc;r; dthi:
d it, as he phr i
b&:}ln{a—,:‘,— l1)50 gﬁ:: Le\;' Denning called it
t: __and, after all, lost again, lost no(;,
(; his l’noney, but his character a,nd
E;;yposition. He fled to ganagazhzr;’s
i :fa went back to her Ia ‘
l}:::xs:lf;le had cared forwh?t A}:l.gustél(b)
‘vive her rather than for him.
?0\1(1;3151 Vteime she obtained a divorce,
he ay dream of pleasure being over,
hxelfigisyof no further concern to this
a

history.

Augu
Montreal,and on
enough money to e

against

i a public hack in

o dn‘l,;Swish}:zs he had st9len
njoy the good tlugxgs
is life 1 «foreign” country,

o thlls li:fe :)IE t}}))?: fellow%:inngrs and
comy e?ri):)ts do. Perhaps he will learn
COIfHPa he dies just what the pleasures
iy . and what is the real mean-
e are;; little book so sweet 1n the

i:gu‘t):fl t:gbitber in the digestion, that
i

tells of. '
Stﬁ{l(;,h:;ow Jack had become a ma;{; 12
reality. He was of age, was maho()]
had a class In Sunday-school,
vl as Secretary of the Young
e ’WChristian Association to Wl}lcll
Menbslonded. He began to consider
b te a.oreal pleasure, and, tl.mnk.s to
someg'} ay, he had introduction into
fl{;t whric}l’l’ was agreeable and respect-

able.

He made a good many calls, and

i i asant, honest-faced
e %eggx%'ht;vgiefrequ;ntly invited
yo:ngo spen(’i the evening at places
Sv‘ilere there were small parties. Indies

Of course, he met many ygung adics

me whom he liked more than t: esteé
f)out pone who really %fjglyamhi:;l; d

i Tanice’s son gh,
g;r:(.msgils;s],csemndard of what a woman

,'of the girls he saw
Shoiﬂcli)el:" : régn?;allllgson with his .mother
CO\:{ igters. 'There were good girls and
?ar:i -Sllike girls among them, but in the
soc'i’;ty of men they did themselves

Gradually | gl

great injustice, for they were so eager
to attract and please that they put on
a thousand airs and graces which were
absurd.

Jack expounded his opinion of them
at some length to his sisters when he
went out to Danvers for his yearly
vacation.

“O Nan and Ally,” he said, as he
swung idly in the hammock, and, with
half-closed eyes, watched the girls at
their sewing, “how glad I am you
haven’t learned to handle your .eyes,
like the B girls!”

“ Handle our eyes!” exclaimed Anne.
“Yes; that’s what they call it.”

“ How do they doit?” laughed Alice.
“ Ask me if—well—if T’ll have a
ass of water, and I'll show you.”

“ Mr. Boyd, will you have a glass of
water?” said Anne, demurely.

“O thanks, yaas, if it's not too
awfully much trouble,” and Jack bent
his head to one side, gently closed his
eyes, and opened them with a forced
expression of shy modesty that made
the girls scream with laughter.

“Then here’s another way they do,”
and Jack looked at his, sisters in
a sidelong manner, dropped his lids,
gave a shy look the other way, and
put on a simper that overpowered
Anne and Alice utterly. They laughed
till they cried.

“What do they do it for?” gasped
Alice, when she caught her breath
again.

“0, they think it is pretty; that
the gentlemen like it !”

“Do they }” asked Anne, dryly.

“Likeit! If those girls could only
hear ’em poke fun at it! There’s one
girl whom all the fellows call ‘¢Eyes
right.” . She’s rather pretty, and she
thinks she is a great heauty ; but you
just ought to see her roll her eyes up
like a dying duck, or drop the lids as
if they were hatchway doors, or look
askew, the way I did, or shut’em when
she speaks whenever there’s a man
‘round. Itis too ridiculous! If she’d
look out of her eyes straight, and speak
in her natural voice, and be jolly and
straightforward, she would be a bright,
pretty girl.  As it is, she is an absurd
idiot, and only a laughing-stock to the
very ones she is so anxious to please.”

Mimy, who was dusting the parlour
that opened onto the piazza, had heard
all this through the window. The
girls and Jack knew she was there, so
her eves-dropping was innocent, and
she put her head out now, and said,

“Seems as though you don’t make
no great fist at sweet-heartin’, Master
Jack, to be talkin’ so onreverent about
girls.”

“That’s so, Mimy. I don’t see any-
body so good as l've got here. What
do I want of a sweetheart when I have
mother and Alice and Anne} Idon’t
see anybody that can hold a candle to
them.” .

The girls got up with mock dignity,
and executed two old-fashioned  curt-
seys ” (were they not originally * cour-
tesies 1”) at him, and solemnly said,
“Thanks, me lord, for your kyind
approval,” much to Jack’s delight.

“Well, you'd better kurchy to him.
'Tisn't every day folks get a tell like
that,” went on Mimy, brandishing her
duster emphatically,

“ But don’t you boast too much, my
young man ; Miss Right haint come 40
town yet. When she does, you’ll go
down like a nine pin, now I tell ye!
You're just the one. But for the land’s
sake, do look before ye leap! It’sone

thing courtin’ a girl and bein’ be-
witched an’ beset about her, and
another thing to be married up to her
and exper’ence all her up’s and downs,
that you didn’t so much as guess at
before all your nateral life, Set the
one that you think you've got to have,
whether or no, along-side of your ma ;
that’s the way. I don’t say’t any girl
can be jest like her, beshooshemay ! It
takes time an’ patience to make a
mulberry leaf satin, but you want to
make sure ’ti¢ & mulberry-leaf you've
picked an’ no other. A mullein-leaf
won’t 50 much as make brown crash ! ”

Jack laughed for answer, but there
came a time when Mimy’s homely wis-
dom returned to him as a sort of moral
shower-bath, and braced up his soul to
say to itself the watch-word of his life
with desperate emphasis.

Soon after Jack returned from his
vacation, he found himself promoted
to be teller, vice Augustus Jones, fled
to parts unknown, afterward known to
be Canada.

One day as he was writing at his
desk the heavy door of the bank slowly
opened, and there entered a figure that
seemed to Jack®something between a
fairy and an angel. Really, it was
Miss Jessica Blythe, the daughter of
the president of B Bank, the Hon.
Solomon Blythe, once mayor of B )
twice United States Senator, and now
bank president and millionaire. No
wonder at the prefix to his name.

Mr. Blythe was in the directors’
room ostensibly conducting important
business all by himself—actually read-
ing a New York morning paper.

Miss Jessie had been in Europe for
the last five years, four of them passed
at school in Paris, the fifth travelling
with her mother and her grandfather
all over Europe.

She was a remarkably beautiful girl,
and many another youth besides our
Jack had considered her, for a time, a
supernatural being.

Her hair was soft and bright,. and
rested on her low white brow like the
crinkled golden fleece of the witch-
hazel’s blossom ; her eyes blue as the
turquoises on her satin-white fingers.
Her features were regular, her figure
slight and graceful, her dress faultless
in taste ; and as she glided across the
dingy bank floor to the room where
she knew she should find her father,
and get her empty purse refilled, no
wonder Jack was dazzled !

The sweet ring of a girlish voice,
the ripple of girlish laughter from the
directors’ room, deepened the impres-
sion Miss Jessica had made on the
young teller.

He made inquiry of Frank Sher-
man, and found out who she was, and
from that hour Jack’s dreams, by day
or night, were haunted by the beauti-
ful face of Jessie Blythe.

Had “Miss Right come to towng”

(Z0 be continued.)

WHAT I8 HOPE?

A uTILE girl was once asked :
“What is hopef” She smjled, and
answered : “Hope is like a butterfly,
if we could gee it; it is a happy
thought, that keeps flying after to-
marroy.”

“No,” said another little Birl, “my
hope is not like that. It is g beauti-
ful angel, who holds me fast, gud

carries me over theslark, saugh places.”
Which was right?

-

e et

v

——

oy

Ty




