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NOT TO BE ENVIED.

“How those three little chaps do enjoy gla.ying to-
gether!” said Joha Evans to his wife one day, as he
stood watching kis Ned playing ball with Charley
Willard and Edgar Perry.

*Yes,” returned Mrs, Evans soberly; **They are all
on an equality to-night, but ten or fifteen years from
pow how will it be? Then Charlie Willard will be
worth his thousands and our Ned will be worth his
shoemaker, may be.” .

¢Jf he is, I hope he will make the best boots in the
market.”

“Think of that little fellow being heir to quarter of
a million,” coutinued Ned's mother, gazing at Charley
wistfully.

“Mary, I am honestly glad for Ned's sake that I am
a poor man. I would not have my boy,while a boy,heir
expectons to any such amouunt tor all his future is
worth.”

¢“Nonsense, John.”

“Well, Mary, if we can live, you remember what I
say,ana ten orfifteen years fromn now see if I am right.
1 believe the pour man’s boy hus a better chance thau
the rich man’s son.”

“‘Chance of what?"

‘A chance to achieve real success, through industry,
economy, and self-control: a better chance tu keep a
sound body, a goud brain, and honest heart—better
chance, in short, to secure true manliness.”

“You talk like an old fogy, John.”

The next week Ned wanted a ball of his own, and
began to tell how Charley Willard bought everything
he wished just when he wanted it.

*‘Barn it for yourself, my boy, then you will have

strength tv throw it higher than if it dropped intv your
hand,” said the father.
after that. What Ned had he must work for; what
Charley wunted he had for asking. Soonit was a
question of custlier things than balls.  Both buys
wanted a pony and new school-books. Ned could not
have the puny, so took the hovks and swudied them
well. Charley could have both, but the pony was the
most entertaining, so he let the buoks alone.

When the boys were eighteen one was very popular

And that was always the way

“Why, of course I do! What of him?”’

‘¢ He died to-day of apoplexy, brought on by faal
living ana hard drinking. Poor fellow, he had too
much money; everything came to him without worly
and hfe was all play to him.”

**Yes;if he had fought his way up as you had to fighs
yours, Ned, he would not have wasted his strength and
his manhood,” said Ned's mother, forgetting entirely
that night, years before, when she had thought Char-
ley very fortunate, —The Temperance Banner.
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A STRIKING STORY.

The following is from a sermou by Rev. B, M.
TFullerton in the Waltham Record:
i A Cungregational minister in one of the large towns
1 of New England told n.e the other day of a man across
whose path he came, in the providence of God, whose
story illustrates the destructive tendenciesofnegations,
and the constructive Christianity. He was a man of
warked puwer; easily first in his calling in the neigh-
burhood where he resided. He had been graduated
i frum une of the larger New England colleges, and had
been greatly respected in his class. His father aud
mother were believers. By and by he began to enter-
tain doubts, and indulge in the habit of staying aloof
frun Christian men, and remaining away from church,
His pulitical philusophy began to show signs of un-
souudness. He drank. His wrongheadedness and
wrongheartedness developed into cynicism, He losh
frisnds. He lost influence. He had been a leader in
the ranks of unbelief. But his cynicism, his wrong-
headedness, his bad philosophy of life and his habits
all combined to urge him on along the downward
grade. His business grew contracted in its range. His
political aspirations were blighted. Oue day itbecame
kuuwn that his oftices wers to bs lot.  This ministor,
as he met him on the street, saw desperation written
s on his face and in his bearing. He somchow folt that
+ 1t would be but a brief time in which any one would
| haye the oppurtunity of trying to do that min good,
| He weut into the man’s office; the man addressed him
; grufily,demnded his errand,and distinctly intinated to
y him that the best thing he could do Was & let him

and naturally it was the one whose pocket-buok always . alone. A very short tine would tell the story. He
held enough to treat a crowd to whatever fun was go- had alrealy written a final letter to his wife. In a
ing. Ned had friends, but their spurts had tv be -, few hours he meant to be dead.

expensive. They skated instead of driving fast horses;, T will not detail the story—the almost violence and

they spent their evenings in one anothers humes, or at, compulsivn employed, the struggle of hours with
lectures, while Charley's comrades could afford theatres| the mau, and all. To sum up the whole, however, he
and saluons. Of course, it came tv be  principle, and p ab leugth assenced to being taken to the minister’s
there was a time when Ned, with twice Charley's, house in a hack, on the coudition that he should not
money, would nut have had Chatley s tastes; but after, be oblived to see any human being while there. The
all, in the begmnning money made the difference.  Nud | minister sab up nearly all night with him, and spent
from a little buy knew he must earn his place in the , hour after hour in conversation with him,and by cvery
big crowded world if ever he had asy place worth | care and i all paticnce narsed him back to a condition
having. Charley grew cach day to realize that he pos- | of straugling hope asain. Bat among the things he
sessed everything that gold could buy, or thu means to, told him was, *Your first downward step was in lebtmg
acquire it. Ned did not hke shoemaking, o he|go your hold of your ancestral faith of your mother.”

studied law. Charley ‘‘read” it, t.0, but first he| The man assented. He is present now at the services
traveled around the world and saw what there was “to of th. Chuceh, at the prayer meetiugs tuvo, withal, is
be seen.” clothed and in his right mind, and gradually is win-
._The Evanses forgot his exhistence, until one day | nivg back his lust ground, the devil of unbelief having
Nod—who was & man of wealth and mflusnce—Ned, | boen expelled.  *I tell you what it is,” he said to the
now ‘Judge Evans,” said to his mother, ““Poor| minister one day, ‘“‘you may take all tho skeptics in
Charley Willard, do you remember him?”’ this Stute, and squeeze them, and you cannot got oub




