PLEASANT HOURS.

The Heritago.

we rich man's son inherits lands,
N Anid piles of brick, and stono, and gold,
04 1o inhierits soft, white hands,
Aud tendor tlesh that fecls the cold,
I Nor dares to wear a garment old
g\ heritage, it scoms to e,
)06 scarce would wish to hold in feo,

¢ rich man’s son inherits cares;

The bank may break, the factory burn,
A breath mny burst his bubble shares,

And soft, white hands could hardly carn
A hiving that would serve his turu ;

BA henitage, it scems to o,

ne siarco would wish to hold in fee.

Fihe rich man’s son inherits wants,
His stomach craves for dainty faro;

are Vith sated heavt, he hears the pants
and f tushing nds with brown avms bare,
» the Aud wearies in lns easy chair;

The henitage, it seemns to me,

fUne scarce would wish to hold in fec.

What doth tho poor man'’s son inherit?
Stout muscles and a sinewy heart,

BA hardy frame, a hardier spirit ;

King of two hands, he doth his part,

In every useful toil and art,

A hentage, it scems to o,

A hing might wish to hold fa fee.

E\What doth the poor man’s sen inherit?
Wishes o'erjoyed with humble things,
A ok adjudged by toil-worn merit,
Content that from employment springs,
Aheart that in his labour sings;

R A haritage, it geems to o,

Ave I A King might wish to hold in feo.

What doth the poor man’s son inherit?
A patience learned by being poor,

B Courage, if sorrow comes, to bear it,
Adellow feeling that is sure

To make the outenst bless his door;

the J A henitaze, it seems to me,

- I A bng mght wish to hold in fee.
e JO rich man’s son ! there is a toil,
it} That with all others level stands;

Large chavity doth never soil,

But only whiten, soft, white hands—
This is the best crop from thy lands;
A heritage, it seems to me, .
Worth being rich to hold iu fee.

0 poor man's son ! scorn not thy state ;

R There is worse weariness than thine,
In merely being rich and great;

Tol only gives: tho soul to shine,

And makes rest fragrant and benign ;

A henitage, it secms to me,

Worth being poor to hold in fes.

Buth, heirs to somo six foet of sod,
Are equal in the earth at last;
Both (hildren of the same dear God,
| Prove titlo to your heirship vast,
By necord to a well-filled past ;
J A hentage, it scems to me,
Well worth a life to hold in fee.
Jayes Russery, LowELL,

P

AN INCIDENT OF THE WAR.
“Scores of our boys were constant
students of the Bible. The majority
of the men camo out of the urmy
better than they went in, and all
Jowing to the Christinn commission.
The wood accomplished by their letter-
writing can’t be computed.  Mrs. Fisk
coull show you a literal bushel-basket
filled with letters from mothers, wives
dand daughters of soldiers’ families to
whom she had written.

“T remember, after one of the most
terrible fights in Arkansas, where wo
lad gone down to squeleh the Rebs,
and found they had gone, we had had
o letters from liome for about a

month. When we received our first
mail I sat down on a log outside wmy
tont to rend wmine. As 1 tinished
reading, I looked up and saw an old
soldier sitting on the other end of the
log, oyeing me. 1o said, ‘Old fellow,
I want you to rend wy letter for me)’

“¢Can't you read?’ said I,

W NO-,

“¢Where are you from?¥’

“tJowa,' ho answored.

“¢Why, I thought everybody out
there could read.’

e Well, gaid he, “all that ails me
is that I was born in North Carolina.’

“1 took the letter and found it was
from his wife. After speaking of the
gathering in of thé crops, and enter-
ing into all the little affairs of home—
mentioning even Susie’s new dress, the
new boots for Johnny, and the cun-
ningest wee bits of socks for the baby
—tho fuithful wife began to read John
& sermon on this wise: ‘John, it was
quarterly meeting last Sunday and the
presiding elder stopped at our house.
He told e that a great many men
who went into the army Churistians,
came back very wicked ; they learned

Jto swear and gamble and drink.

Now, John, I want you to remember
the promise you mude, as you were
leaving mo and the children, that you
would be a good man.’

“Tho soldier wept as he listened,
and when I came to the dear nawe
that closed the letter, he raised the
sleevo of his coat, brushed away the
great swelling tears and said, ¢Bully
for her!’ It was the soldier’s amen.

“tWell, John,” I said, ‘have you
been o good man?’ Then came the
sad, sad story of drunkenness and
gambling and profanity, into which
John had been led, and the humble
conféssion that he had forgotten his
vow, but would renew it, and with
God’s help try to keep it.

«I discovered my rank to him,
which disconcerted him at first, but
he soon got over it and came to all
our meetings after that. Weeks after,
while hurrying through a hospital, the
nurse hurried after me, saying one of
the men® wanted me. I went back
and he said, ‘I am the man for whom
you read the letter. [I've been think-
ing of my life and believe I have been
a little wicked. Will you send the
chaplain here?’ e died in the faith
soon after that.”—Gen. Clinton 5. F'isk
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OLD HEADS ON YOUNG
SHOULDERS.
Tuost who have had charge of chil-
dren”have often been warned not to
try to “put old heads on young
shoulders ” by being too strict ; and it
iswroug. Buysought to be boys while
they can, and girls girls, But there
is & new way of “putting old heads
on youny shoulders,” against which
boys and girls heed to be warned, be-
cause they themselves are the ones
who are likely to do it, and not their
parents and teachors. Wo met a boy
the other day who, though but ten
years old, scemed t8 hivo as much

confidence in his opinions, addressed
you with as knowing an air, coolly
disputed tho word of his elders, de-
clared himself tired to death with
what usually interests o Loy, and
squirted tobacco-juice and talked slang
as though he were o man of the world
of fifty years' experience. There ure
girls, too, who scem to be sorry that
they have to bo girls—ns soon as the
bib and tucker are put away, they
ache to be young ladies and go into
society, and give receptions, and have
beaux, and all that sort of thing.
They forget that it they ave in ahurey
to become young Indies they will Le in
o hurry to become old ladies; for
Nature will not be cheated out of her
order of things. They will lose girl
hood altogether, and srrow premuturely
faded and wrinkled. The boys will
lose their freshness, and grow tived of
life just when they ought to be in
their prime. Be boys and girls while
you can. It is a period in life you
can’t aflord to lose. Don’t put “old
heads on young shoulders.”—Ou»
Morning Guide.

Men and Deeds.

Waxtep: Men.
Not systems fit and wise,
Not faiths with rigid eyes,
Not wealth in mountain piles,
Not power with gracious smiles,
Not aven the poteut pen.
Wanted : Men.

Wanted : Men.
Not words of wiuning note,
Not thoughta from life remote,
Not found religious airs,
Not sweetly languid prayers,
Not love of scct and ereceds,
Waated : Deeds.

Meu and Deceds.
Men that can dare and do,
Not longings for the new,
Not piartiugs of tho old ;
Good lifé and action bold ;
These the occasion ncods—

Men and Deeds.

AN INTERESTING LETTER.

Tue following interesting recital of
the exalting influence of one Chautau-
qua circle should be read by all
ministers and yeng people :

“Dear Str,—When weo moved into
the place, my husband as pastor of
the Methodist Episcopal Church, we
found a large class of young people
who were not Christinns, and being a
Chantauquan I conceived the idea of
trying, through the Chautauqua circle,
to bridgo the chasm so oftenn felt by
young people to the Chutch. Ac-
cordingly, I invited this class of our
congregation to spend an evening at
the parsonage. Then I ficely told
thtr how we desired to do them good
in every possible way, and showed to
thein thie advantago of study of even a
few minutes a day of the world of
knowledge bLrought-to them by the
C. L. 8. C,, and how much better to
mnake their social gatherings after an
order that would bring them perme-
nent good and blessing, than to letve
sorrow and regret.  Withoat any

opposition they signified their willing-

.

ness to orgnnize themselves into o
circlee. I have not o record of the
constitution, but rememnber the object
was se)f-improvement, in order to bless
others. We oponed our meetings by
singing; roll-call responded to by
Bcripture texts, and while all were
standing, a brief prayer was offered.
Then business was attended to, after
which tho literary programme filled the
time, closing at 9 p.m. 1 fecl sure the
influence of this unpretentious circle
gave the right direction to young lives
s0 easily influenced by surroundings,
for since its organization twelve of the
members have been converted and
three of the number havo been licensed
to preach the gospel.”—Mus. . E.
Tavror, in Michiyan Christian ddvo-
cale.
é
GETHSEMANE.

Tis is the garden to which Jesus
went for prayer the night before he
was crucified. There he suflered such
great agony that his sweat wus as it
were great drops of blood fulling down
to the ground. And all this and
much more ho suffered for you and for
me, that he might save us from our
sins,

We sometimes sing a very tendér,
sweet hymn about this sad scene in
the garden of Gethsemane.

Beyond where the Cedron’s watcers flow
Behold the suffering Saviour go
To sad Gethsemane ;
His countenance is all divine,
Yet gricf appears in evéry line.
He bows beneath the sins of mon,
He cries to God and cries again
In sad Gethsemano ;
He lifts his inournful eyes above;
“ My Father, can this cup remove?”

With gentlo resignntion still
Ho yiclded to his Father's will

In sad Gethsemane;
“Behold me here, thiné only Son,
And, Father, let thy will be done.”

The Father heard ; and angels there

Sustained the Son of God in prayer
In sad Gethsemane ;

He drank the dreadful cup of pain,

Then vose to life and joy agnin.

P

BLIND OHILDREN AT PLAY.

A wisiToR at the asgylum of the
blind, in Indianapolis; Indiana, says
that the blind girls mid boys play &
good deal like children who can see.
The visitor siw five boys playing
shinny. 'Thé boys had oblained a tin
can, and they used the can as 4
shinny-block, folls\wing it from point
to point i:y the sound.  The superin-
tendenit of thb asyjhiin siid:

“The hearing of these boys is
marvellous. I have often tried to
slip up on them, so as to hear what
they were talking about, but in every
instance tliéy have héard mé coming.
They play niatblés sometimes, and
mumble-the-peg is a favourite game
with them. Thej play ball, tossing it
to each other, and following it by the
noise it miakes in the air, and the
sound of the rebound.”

The girls huve & play-ground of
their owh, ‘They ave very fond of
dolls, and dften play housekeeping.
They swing and jump the rope without
troublé. ’
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