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No! Never.

_ Take & drink ? No, not I}
. . _Reason taught me better
* *Than to bind my very soul
°  With a galling fetter.
- Water, sweet and cool and free,
Has no cruel chains for me.
. u-n’;
. Take a drink ? No, not 1!
I have seen too many
" Taking drinks like that ot yours,
Stripped of every penay.
. Water, sweet and coo! and clear,
. Costs me nothing all the year,

Take a drink ? No, never!
3 By God's dlessing, never
Wit I touch, or taste, or smell,
: Henceforth and forever!
~ Water, sweet and clear and cool,
% Makes no man a slave or fool.

" THE BOY DISCIPLE.

" ANNIE FELLOWS JOHNSTON.
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CHAPTER XVL

. Simon the leper sat at the door of his
cave, He held a roll of vellum in his
unsightly fingers; it was a copy of the
.Psalng that Lazarus had once made for
bim-in happler days.

Many a time he had found comfort in
‘theés hope-nspiring songs of David ;
but to-dny he was reading a wail that
seemed to come from the depths of his
owa goul :

.+ *Thy wrath lieth hard upon me, and
¢hon hast afflicted mze with aill thy waves.
Thou hast put mine acquaintance far
gfom me. Thou hast made me an
abomipation unto them. 1 am shut up
and .l cannat come forth. Lord, I have
call daily upon ~
‘thee. I have stretch-
#d out my han « unto
thne. Wiit thou show
wroliders to the dead ?
Shall the dexd arise
agaln and praise thee?
tord, why casteth
thou off my soul?
Wty bhidest thou thy
fact from me 1"

.+ The roll dropped to
.the2 ground, and he
.hié his face in his
hands, crying, “How
-long must X endure
this? Oh, why was
;I not taken {nstead
.¢2-Jazarus ?”

-The sound of some
ron¢ scrambling over
‘the ~vocks made him
ook up quickly.

;- Seth never made his
yisits at thig time of
the day, and stran-
.gels had never before
Jourd the path to this
outof-the-way place.
. Jogl came on, and
‘stopped by the rock
_whers tho water-jar

stood,
, Simorr stood up,
covering himeelf with
"his-msantle, and cry-
ing | out, warningly,
* Bewgre! TUnclean!
Comps no farther !’
“T bring you news
.from  the village,”
zaid Joel. The man

threw out his hand
Wtk a guwtare
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glarm. ‘ Oh, not of my wife, Esther,”
he cried, imploringly, *‘or of my little
Joseph ! I could not bear to hear aught
of ill from them. My heart is still sore
for the death of my friend Lazarus. I
went as near the village as I dared, and
heard the dirge of the flutes and the
wailing of the women, when tney laid
him in the tomb. I have sat here ever
since in sackcloth and ashes.”

‘ But Lazarus lives again !” exclalmed
Joei, simply. He had seen so many
miracles lately, that he forgot the start-
ling effect such an announcement would
have on one not accustomed to them.

The man stood petrified with astonish-
ment. At last he sald bitterly, “ You but
mock me, boy, at least leave me to iny
sorrow in peace.”

“Not cried Joel. “As the Lord
liveth, I swear it is the truth, Have
you not heard that Messiah has come ?
1 have followed him up and down the
country, and know whereof I speak. At
a wvord from him tke dumb sing, the
blind see, and the lame walk. 1 was
lame myself, and ho mede me as you seo
me Dow."”

“Why did you take the.trouble to come
and tell me that,—a poor despised
leper?” 42 finally asked.

* Because 1 want everybody olse to be
as happy as I am. He cured me. He
gave me back my strength. Then why
should not my feet bs always switt to
bring others to him for the same happy
bealing 2 He himseclf goes about all the
time dofng good. I know there is hope

for you, for I have seei him cleanso
lepers.”

Simon tremblod, as the full meaning
of the hope held out to him began to
make itself clear to hi> confused mind
health, home, Esther, child, all restored
to him, It was Joy too great to be
possible.

‘“Oh, 12 I could only belisve it " he
cried.

* Lazarus was raised when he had
been four days dead. All Bethany can
bear witness to that.” persisted Joel
The words poured out with such forco
and ecarnestness, a8 he descrlbed the
scepe, that Stmon feit impelled to be-
lieve him.

*“*Where can I find this man 7"
asked.

Joel pointed down the rocky slope.
* Take that road that leads into Bothany.
Come carly f{n the morning, and as we
all pass that way, call to ham. He never
refugses any who have faith to believo
that he can grant what they ask.*

When Joel was half-way down the hil,
he turned back. “If he should not pass
on the morrow,” he sald, “do not fail
to be there on the second day. We will
surely leave hero soon.”

Simon stood in bewllderment t{ll the
boy had passed down the hill ; he hegan
to fear that this messenger was only the
creation of a dream. He climbed upon
the cliff and peered down into the val-
ley. No, he had not been deceived: the
boy was no mirage of his thizsty soul,
for there, he came out {nto full sight
agaln, and now, he was climblog the
opposite hillside.

* How beautiful upon the mountain
are the feet of him who bringeth good
tidings ** he murmured “Oh, what a
hesven opens up before me, it this lad's
words are only true "’

Next morning, after they left Bethany,
Joel looked anxfously behind every rock

. and tree that they
passed ; but Simon
was not to be seen

Presently Joel saw
bim waihag fartger
down the road he
was Kkneeling in the
dust The white
mantle that ip his
scnsitiveness was al
ways used to hide
himselt from view,
was cast aslde, that
the Great Healer
might see his great
need.

He scanned the ap-
proaching figures with
imploring eyes. He
was looking tor the
Messalah,—some one in
kingly garmeats,
whose jewelled scep-
tre's lightest tounch
would lay upon him
the royal accolade of
health, .

These were evident-
iy mnot the ones he
was waiting for.
Theso were only sim-
ple wayfarers, most
of them looked like
Galileans.

Ho was about to
tise up with bis old
warning cry of un-
clean, when he caurht
sight of Joel. But
whoro was the prince-
1y Redeemer of pro-

he

phecy ?
Nearer and rnearer
they came. till he



