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PLEASANT HOURS,

Nine, this wingless griflin skimming
the land.

“Sho is a buffalo!” bhe exclaimed
sgnin, a8 tho creature of iron and steel
went rushing along, its eye of fire
glaring, its throat shakiog off & shaggy
mass of emoke. Scream at the
cross-roads and defyiog the night, tear-
ing through foreels, rattling and rumb-
ling across tho open fields, reaving past
the recky outs, away went the express.

# I'll givo an extra whistle when we
get to Rocky Brook,” said Charlie.

#She won't be bird or buffalo then,
but fich, boss,” replied Bill.

“How sot"

#There may bo so much water on
the marsh that we must swim."”

“I guess we are sll xight.”

That was not so certain. Rocky
Brook was a dainty, picturesque affair
in summer, clear, sparkling, a strip of
crystal mirror framed in droopiog ferns
and murmuring maples, When the
long columns of the autumn rain went
charging across the fiolds, it was not
only & rocky but a roaring brook.
When & winter thaw set in, it secemed
to melt away the foy fetters of a mis-
chievous water sprite in the brook, who
wont out {o play some very mad pranks
wherever it might find banks confining
it or a bridge spanning it, The brook
croesed by a bridge was always sup-
posed to run under the railroad track
but it had been known to express its
contempt for this bridge, and boldly

awept gaide bridge, track, and any thing
oo in its way, At the time of our
story, there hid been'a heavy rain
cooling off into snow, and now by
seven o'clock on the evenlug of this
day, it was raiping sgain. ¥For hours
the water-sprite had been roaming up
and down Rocky Brook, bent on mis-
chief.

Toward morping 8allie Somes was
wakeful,

“] wonder what time it is’’ she
thought. ¢ Let me find out. I won-
der, too, how Brother Charlle ia getting
slong with his train”

She went into the kitchen and
scratched a match in the face and eyes
of the dignified old time-pieco behind
the door,

“ Almost half after five, and soon it
will be time for that express train the
smart young engineer is running, The
booby, to think he could see anything
I might wave before six! I'll go to
the door and listen for any sound of
the train,” l

Standing at the door under a leafless
woodbine, holding her hard up to her
ear, she listened intencely.

“What is that! Ig it the train
comingt Nol”

8he turned as if listening to sounds
from an opposite quarter,

“ Horrors {” ahe exclalmed,

The next moment she had seir 'a
lantern ing on & nail in theecatav,
Lighting it, she then put herself ia..
a water-proof, hatily drawing itc cape
over her head and locking like a nun
abont to leave her cell for early morn.
ing prayers.

Rocky Brook was at the left of the
station ; the train would come down
the track shooting from the right. The
suspicious noice that Sallie heard came
from the left, She flew along the
path from the house to the station,
glided rapidly across the platfoim, and
then rushed down the track to the
brock Swinging her lantern before
ber, she looked down—not ugon a eafe,
passsble bridge, but a torrent! The
bridge was gone! Only a swollen
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mass of water there, bits of white foam
glistening on the surface like teeth
that a water monster waa showing.

“In a fow minates,” thought 8allie,
“ the train will be here, end may God
give mo strength { "

She turned and flew up the track.

“Hark! Isthat the express near.
ing the curve! There's a whistlo!
It must be at the Back Road Crossing,
Quick! O! O-—quick!”

The poor girl’s heart bounded with
fear. Rapid 8 was the flight of her
feot, her heart seemod to be going still
faster. Tho heavy ledge around which
curved tho track was only a hundred
feot away, and nearing tho ledge was
that express train whistling at Birch
Lane Crossing next.

* Quick, quick! There it is whist
ling again! May God help me!”

At that momont she stumbled, and
headlong she went, the lantern break-
ing at ber {eet and the light going out |
How she trembled! It seemed as if
tho stormy heavens wore falling and
covering her with their dense clouds,
burying her in a hopeless grave. And
there was the express train thundering
on toward Rocky Brook, It must not
be. 8ho aprang to her feel. Where
was her handkerchief§ She could not
find it, but there was Oharlic's, She
pulled it out, dipped it in the little
pool of kerosene at her feet, and then,
throwing out her water-proof on either
side, she made a screen against the
wind and rain.

“ How glad I am that I took that
card of matches with me when I went
to find out the time at home. I'll
light one,” she was saying.

8he ignited the handkerchief, threw
the half-burnt match into the kerosene
on the ground—a fruitless attempt—
and then started up the track again,
wildly waving her burning signal|
Did she feel the smart of her singed
fingers? 8he was only noticing a
sharp glimmer of light around the
curve, then a ball of fire, and finally it
sharpened to an awful dazzle coming
straight down the track |

“Q stop! stop!” acreamed Sallie.
¢ Stop, Charlie! I'm waving your
handkerchief as you told me! The
bridge is swept away 1"

The next moment she was conscious
that something great, bewildering,
terrible, bad crashed past her, and now
unconscious she fell beside the tra.k.

Had Oharlie seen the light? Thanks
to the clear sight his good habits gave
him, he saw the signal from the cab-
window.

A comet with a tail,” Bill was

saying.
“ Danger, danger! Whistle ‘down
brakes !’” Chsrlie was shonting.

The sharp, clear shriek of the danger-
sigoal cut the morning mist, aud scon
the beavy wheele began to turn less
awiftly. The train rumbled on till the
cow-catcher hung over the torrent and
then stopped.

Charlie breathed as if some one had
taken Mount Washington off his
shounlders,

* Danger, you eay$" he said to the
conductor, hurrying forward. * Dan-
ger encugh ! Lok at Rocky Brook 1"

Above the beribs and seats in the
cars, a hundred slespy heads were now
bobbiog up like zeals above the water.
Two hundred feet came hurrying from
the train, What exclamations of con-
gratulation when the passengers real-
izod what an escape they had hed!
And 8allie, where was she !

% Who saved ual” was tho quostion
raised.

**Somobody back there,” said Charlie,
and when the mysterious * somobody "
was hunted up by him and others, they
found Sallle lying by the track uncon-
scious, the red roses in her choeks all
turned to white oncs. She was carried
to her home, rovivoed,and the dootor soon
pronounced her out of davger.

Bomo one laid a hand on Charlio as
he was hurrying about. It was Nathan
Withors,

* I say, Oharlie,” he cried, “* I think
Rocky Brock bad better be filled ap.
Here'’s my contribution to the fillin’.”

Into the brook he pitched his flack
aud never bought another.—Our Youth,

A DREAM OF HEAVEN,
BY DR. TALMAGE,

Oxk night lying on my lounge,
when very tired, my children all
aronnd about me in full romp and
hilarity, and laughter—on the lounge,
half awake and halt asloep, T dreamed
this dream., I was in a far country,
1t was not Persia, although more than
Oriental luxuriance crowned the cilies.
It was not the tropics, althongh more
than tropical froitfulness filled the
gardens, It was not Italy, although
more than Italian softness filled ths air.
And I wandered around looking for
thorns and nettles, but I found that
none of them grew there, and Isaw tho
sun rise, and I watched to seo it set,
but it sank not. And I saw the
people in holiday attire, and I said:
“When will they put off this and put
on workmen's garb, and again delve in
the mine or swelter at tho forge1” but
they never pat off the holiday attire.
And I wandered in the suburbs of the
¢ity to find the place whero the dead
sloep, and I looked all along the line
of the beantiful hills, the place where
the dead might most blissfully sleep,
and I saw towers and castles, but not a
mausoleum or & monument or & white
slab conld I see. And I went into the
chapel of the great town and I said,
¢ Where do the poor worship, and
where are the hard benches on which
they sit?” And the answer was made
me, “We have no poor in this country.”
And then I wandered out to find the
hovels of the destitute, aud I found
mansions of amber and ivory and gold,
but not a tear could I see, not a sigh
could I hear, and I was bewildered
and I sat down under the branches of
8 great tree, and I said, “Where am I
And whence comes all this gcenet”
And then ount from among the leaves,
and up the flowery paths, and across
the bright streams there came a beauti-
ful group, thronging all abont me, and
as I saw thom come I thought I knew
their step, and a8 they shouled I
thought X knew their voices ; but then
they were so glericusly arrayed in
spparel such as I had never befors
witnessed, that I bowed a8 stranger to
stranger, But when again they
clapped #heir hands snd shouted ¢ wel-
come, welcome!” the mystery all
vanished, and I found that timwe had
gone and eternity had come, and we
were all together again in our new
home in Heaven. And I locked
around and I said, ¢ Are wo all heret”
and the voices of many generations
responded ¢ All here!” And while
tears of gladness were raining down
our cheeks, and the branches of tho
Lebanon cedars were clupping their

bande, and the towers of the great

city wero chiming thelr welcome, wo
all together began to leap and ahout
and sing: — * Home, bhowe, home,
homo!”

CLUCIFIXION.
BY AXKLIA X FARL

ny AINT PETER, {n lis Roman esll,
8st mus ng threngh the lunely mpgbt,
A vision held lum 1 ite #pell,
Until the dawn's first pallid hight.
Then Some One touched his folled haufs
And sud: **Oh! haste, thoa Blanele-s
man !
1he 1901 & moment open stan s,
And none are near thy flight to svan ™

Then Peter. with unsandale] feet

And robe nogirded, rusa and fled ;
And life and himrty wers awoet,

As through the misty dawn hesped.
He had forgt his heary idebt,

Forgot that aii Lut Chnst was droas,
Till in the open roa: ke met

The Saviour, carryiug hiun Crass,

That piteons sight his fantstape staved ;
His huart was fatot with <o v pain
0O Master ! Instthrod  hmoand,
* Sureiy thou nuud not dio again 1
Yos, Pater ! 1f thon wilt not «tay,
And bear the Croes and shame for me,
I for the flack mzat die to-day,
B crutified again for thee,”

Thon Peter kissod the pierced feet ,
His heart with love and sorrew borned ;
And fol] of strepgth aud comfort aweet,
Back to his prisou cell ho turned,
Twas hght, and soldters fided th pia v,
Bat Peter now could count [3fs l.ias,
For he had seen the Master's face,
And joyfully could bear the Cross,

Dear Christ, if thou wouldst have we take
Somo lone, sad path of Calvary,
I pray theo, for thy own dear aake,
‘That 1 may nerther faint nor flro.
Show me thy face with the commanid,
And I can bear the grief or pain;
Mine would not bo tue fa.thiess Luad,
fo prerce thy wonnls ! beart agam

SLIPPERY PLACES,

A conrespoNDEST of the Maine
Farmer writea: ‘At the <loto of a
bright cold afternoon I was going to
my home from s neighbouring friend’s,
and by the way was crossing tho street,
when I saw a boy coming up on tho
other side slip into thoe smow. He
was up in & half minute, and I saw ho
bad no overcoat, no mittens, a cap
without & vieor and tattered clothes,
bat I soon found he had o noblo heart
beating beneath his ragged jacket.
On getting up he ghook the snow from
his little hands, which were red with
cold, curled them up under his arms
and waited until I reached the other
side, then said, *Take carel It is
glippery there.’ The poor little boy
was 8 young philanthropist without
knowing it.

«I have often recalled the boy's
kindly caution. Lot me tell yous fow
of the times when X think of it. 'When
I se0 a young man whoss expouscs
excoed hia income, I think, ‘Take carol
It is alippery there.” When I seo one
loitering around billiard-saloons und
gambling-rooms, I think ho is ona
slippery place. When I meet one
whose breath is tainted with etrong
drink, I want to say to him, ‘Take
caro! Itiaveryslippery there.! When
I seo @ school girl who apends more
time in the skatingrink than on her
lessons, I fear she is on slippery ground.
When I see a sweet girl talking at the
street-corners or flirting with an im-
moral man whose breath is a taint
upon bor purity, I wish I ocould

engrave on her heart, ‘Take caro! It
is very slippery there.
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