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PLEASANT HOURS.

True Victory.
He atood with 1 foot on the threshold
And w dloud on his boyish face,
While his ety comrade urged hun
To enter the guigeous place,

“T'here’s nothing to fear, old fellow t
1t isn't a lion's den g

ete waits yon areyal weleome
From hps of the liavest men,”

"Twas the old, old voice of the tempter
That sought in the old, old way,

To lute with a lying promise
The innocent feet astiay.

“ You'd think 1t was Blue Beard™ closet
To see how you stare and shink ¢

1tell you there's nought to havm you—
15 only u gume and o drank 2

He heard the words with a shudder—
13 only a game and a drink !

Al hiy lips mole bold to answer :
** But what wonld my wmother think ¥

The name that his heart held deasest
Hadd started a secret spring,

And forth from the wily tempter
He fled Tike a hunted thing,

Away ! till the glwe of the ity
And its gilded hallz of ain

Ave shut from his sense and vision,
The shadows of night within,

Away ! till his feet have bounded

O'er fields where bis canldbood trod
Anay ! in the nate of Vs tue,

And the strength of s wmother’s God !

What thotgh he was binnded ¢ coward 17

Iu the blazoued halls of vice,
Aud buned by s battled tempter,
Who sullendy tossed the dice,

On the page where the angel keepeeth
The veconds of deeds well done,
That night was the stoy written
Of a gloriows battle won.

And he stood by his home in the starlight—
Al guiltless of sword and shicld—

A braver and noller vietor
Thun the hero of bloodiest ficld !

“FOR CONSCIENOE' SAKE”

THE ENGINEER'S STORY.

“There is a matter that les heavy on my con-
science, dear wife,” suid John Evershed, as they sat
at tea after the duties of the day were done, ¢ X
have pondered it long and anxiously, and thought
tospeak 1o you about it, but have hesitated through
fear of causing you anxiety, but am driven to the
point at Jast.”

Johny Evershed was an engineer, and ran an
express passenger apon i trunk-line rond.  Steady
and velinble s the sun ; always at his post, with
his haad upon the throttde and his eyes upon the
track ; with the steam at o higher or lower pressure,
as the rond waund up or down a grade ; the shrick
of the steam-whistle ringing out for down brakes
never aomoment 0o late and never a moment too
soon 3 he had zone ont with his train daily for the
past ten yewrs. Those who kuew him best relied
the most impheitly upon his prudence and sagacity,
amd connuitted their lives and property the more
readily to his care and foresight.  He had run
upon the same engine adl the time he had been in
the company’s employ, and regarded it almost with
the adlection he wonld have done if it had been a
sentient being,  Often. when the day’s run was
over, he wauld drop into the enginehouse to look
after the «romuing of his iren steed, and see that it
had, not good oats and hay, but good oil for its
supple jownts and irou sinews, and clean boxes and
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« tubes for its water and fire.
And now, this bearded and stalwart man, grim

and grimy when upon his engine, but oclean and
well-kempt nt the tea-table with his own fu.unl\,
“had o matter lying heavy on his conscience,”
“What is at, my dear?”  rejoined the wife.
“ Perhaps, if you vonlide in me, the matter ean be
mote readily disposed of than if you earried it
alone.”

“1t is this matter of running o Sunday train,
While you and the children are at the church and
Sabbath-school, T am driving over the road with a
shrick and u roar that bLreaks in upon the quiet of
the day, and banishes from the miud all devotioual
thonght.  Since we stood up together in the broad
aisle of the dear old church, and together consecrated
ourselves to God, this thought has troubled me
more and more, Suppose, denr wife, from some
Sunday catastrophe I should bo brought home
dead.  Would not the thought that it occurred on
such a day render the calawmity all the more bitter
for you to bear3”

“God sparo us ! ” exclaimed the wife,

“Amen !” responded the husband ;
a thing might be.”

“ Ask our pastor what he thinks about it.”

“T have done that alrcady, and laid the case
fully before him ; but after » long conference, ho
answered :

“¢«I must refer it back to you. Solve the
problem for yourself, with prayer to God for light
and guidance with his holy will. 1le will give you
no supernatural revelation, but in the light of
reason and couscienco it will be impressed upon
your own mind what is the right course for you to
pursue.  Somebody,” he added, must run the Sun.
day trains. Ig there any man on the road more
steady and reliable than you? and would the lives
of travellers be safer in other hands than yours’

«I did not say no to tiat, for it might look like
boasting ; but I did suy there were s.xf(, and reliable
men who did not make any professions of Chris.
tianity, and did not haveany seruples, who would be
glad to have my place; but then, ought T to lead
these men into temptation to deliver myself from
evil?  And besides, dear wife, if I throw up my
place, what will you aud our children do for
bread? 1 am at home on my engine, and no man
can be moro so; but I am a mere child in any
other place. I am a locomotive engine driver, and
nothinyg clse !”

“Yes, you are,” responded the wife, emphati-
cally. “You are a Christinn man who would
become a martyr for conscience’ sake, and you are
a tender and considerate hushand and father. Do
in this matter what you think is right; and any
sacrifices you may be called upon to make, we will
share cheerfully together.”

Evershed did not rest that night upon a dowr,
couch, for he was troubled with anxious thoughts,
His comfortable but modest home was still encum.
bered for half its value, and he relied upon what
he could save out of his salary to meet the instal-
ments as they were due.  If his house was only
paid for, he thought, how speedily he would settle
this vexed question ! But in that case, would there
be any sacrifice for conscience’ sake? He settled
in his mind, at last, to see the superintendent, and
ask to be rclieved from running a Sunday train,
« For,” he added, “be the conscquences what they
wmay, 1 caunot and will not run another on that
day.”  Aund in accordance with that determination,
ho called at the superintendent’s oflice. That
officer was » splendid business man, quick of per-
ception, ready in executio, and never-overscrupu-
lous nor choice in his language or expression.  But
he knew his men thoroughly, and all the working
of the road he managed.

« I have a request to make of the company,” said

“but such

vour work tao hard,

“Well, what is it?  Ts your salary too small, ¢
or your engino not good

enough1”
“ No,.nothing of that kind. T am satisfied with
everything but one, and that is the renning of 4
Sunday train.”
“ A mighty tender conscionce you must have
vesponded the official.  « Muase the road stop cun
ning, or brealk its connections, because somo tender
footed sheep of n fauntical shepherd refuses to ley
the bur of conscience?” Cuna train Iny over fu
prayers when the United States mail and an ey
press car ana three hundred passengers must Ye
brought through on time?  Rauilvoad ewployes
with your scruples would ruin my corporation ius
year, amd I am quite sure you huve mistaken your
calling in Leconming an engineer.”

“1 have served this company faithfully for tes
years,” responded the other, indignnntly ; “and
man before ever told me T had mistaken my culling
I have stood at my post through storm and pen)
and at uny time of collision with my engine I woulj
go down with the wreek; but as to running 4
Sunday tiain, I am resolved to stop it here ad
now. Tam willing to work for lower wages
take a lower g ld(s in the comp.mys service ; avf
I do most em-m,stly hope, since you cannot fail
see it is a sucrifice on my behalf, that you wij
favourably-consider my request.”

“I can say no more at present; come ney
Saturday in the afternoon and get your orders.”

The time dragged heavily through the week, ail
on Saturday the engineer called at the office o
time. The superintendent was busy at his ded
but soon looked up and said: “Ah! you haw
called  for a solution of the Sunday question,
havo solved your problem by a short formula. Y
may turn over your engine to the train despatch
forthwith. Another engincer will take out y
train tomorrow, and you cun go to church wi
your wife and children.”

The poor man wus completely overcome, and,
spite of all his eflorts to restrain his feelings, bu
into tears ; but, rallying in a moment, he said :

“1 have tricd to do my duty, and had hoped f
betier things, and that T might live und die in t
company’s service. I trust the dear old engi
vill full into good hands, for I have loved a
petted it ; have almost felt, sometimes, as if it
a soul, and knew as I did, the responsibility 1
posed on it and we. But we must part compaz
now, and Tam not ashiined to say it wrings
heart and takes tho bLread out of my childies
wouths.”

The superintendent wheeled atound on his piv
chair and responded, sharply :

“Who said you wero to leave the compans
service? I have inquired into your anteceder:
and know you to be one of the most relixble e
We can not afford to part with such, even it t
have conswicuces too tender for some necessy
porticns of our service. You wllf thercfore, reps
with your own old fireman at seven o'clock Moné
mormn", at the station, to take out the sp(\
express with a new, first-cluss engine that ne
ran on the road before, and your salavy is increa
twenty-five per cent. from the old rate, for thei
creased responsibility of the fastest train upon ¢
line.  Although [ do not take much stock in
scruples of conseience, yet I do not think it
the property of the company or the Jives of ¢
passengers are inany greater peril under the
of a man who acts an lna convictions of duty, ¢
at the nal\. as e thinks, of losing his head. .
wind you,” added the omcr\i, a8 he hastened
suppress the .neincer’s expressions of gratite
and waived him to the door, ¢ the spcuul exp
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the engineer, respectfully.

is not a4 Sunday train”—y, Y. Evangelest.
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