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The Years Pass On.
“wheg I'm a woman you'll see what I'll

o—-
rn :)e great and guvod and noble and
rue :
1’1l vigit the sick and reljeve the poor- -
No one shall ever be turned from my
door ;
But I'm only a little girl now.”
And 80 ths years passed on.

“\When I'm a voman,”” a gay maiden satd,
“11l try to do .ight and not be afraid ;
I'll be a Christian and give up the jo)s
Of the world, with all its dazz)ing toys:
But I'm only a young girl pow.”
And so the years passed on.

‘Ah me !” sald a 'woman gray with years.
Her hurt full of cares and doubts and

“I've been putting off the time to be

Instmd ot beginning to do as T should ;
And I'm an cid voman now.*
Anad 80 the yea's passed on.

Now is the time to begin to do right
To-day, whether gkles be dark or
brlght :
Makﬁ) others happy by good deeds cof
ve,
Looking to Jesus for help from abova
And then you'll be happy now
And as the years pass on,

THE BOY DISCIPLE.
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CHAPTER IL

Nothing waa said for a little while.
The doves as before cooed of peace, and
Phineas began a steady tap-tap with his
hammer.,

A pleasant-faced woman eame out of
the door with a water-jar on her head,
and passed down the path to the publie
well, She gave Joel a friendly greeting
in passing,

“'Wait, mother ™ lisped Ruth, as she
ran after her. The woman tnmed to
smile at the little one, and held out her
hand. Her dress, of some soft, cotton
materfal, hung in long flowing folds. It
was g rich blue colour, caugbt at the
walst with a white girdle. The surben
wound around her dark hair was white
ai%, and so was the veil she pushed aside
far enough to show a glimpse of brown
eyes and red cheeks. She wore a broad
silver bracelet on the bare arm which
was raised to ho.d the water-jar, and the
riogs in her ears and talisrhans on her
neck were of quaintly wrought siiver.

“1 d&ld not know it was so late,” said
Joel, rising to hiz feet. * Time passes
so fast here.”

“Nay. do not go,” said Phineas. *“It
is a lopg walk back to your home, as the
sun ig very hot. Stay and cat dinner
with gs”

Joe] hesitated; dut the Invitation was
repfated so cordially, that he let Jnsse
pull him down on the grass again.

“Now T'Il tickle your lips with this
blade of grass,” sald the child. * See
how long you can keep from laughing.”

When Abigall came back with the
water, both the boys were laughing as
hesrtily as if there had never been an
ache or pain in the world. She smiled at
them approvingly, as she led the way in-
to the house.

Joe} looked around with mmuch curt-

osity. It was ijke most of the other
hantng o8 Us Riad ia the WowR. There

was only one large
which the family cooked, ate. and slept ;
but on every side it showed that Phincas
had left traces of his skilful hands.

There was a tiny window cut {n one
wall; most of the houses of this descrip-
tion had none, but depended on the door-
way for light and alr. Several shelves
around the walis held the lamp and the
earthenware dishes. The chest made to
hold the rugs and cushions which they
spread down at nfight to sleep on, was
upusually large and ornamental. A
broom, a handmill, and a bushel stood
in ope corner.

Near the door, a table which Phineas
had made stood spread for the mid-day
meal,

There was broiled fish on one of the

square room, {n manhood in Jerusalem, and,

unlike the
simple Galileans smong whom he now
Hved, tried to observe its most detalled
rules.

The child heard themn discussed con-
tinually, till he felt he could nelther eat,
drink, nor dress, except by these set
rules. He could not play like other chil-
dren, and being so much with older peo-
ple had made him thoughtful and ob-
servant.

He had learned to read very early: and
hour after hour he spent in the house of
Rabbi Amos, the most learned man of
the town, poring over his rolls of scrip-
tures. Think of a childhood wlithout a
picture, or a story-book ! 2V that there
was to read were these old records of
Jewish history.

A CARPENTER S8HOP, NAZARETH.

platters, beans and barley b ead. a dish
of honey, and a pltcher ¢. milk. The
fare was just the same thut Joel was ac-
customed to in his uncle’s house; bdbut
Jomething made the simple meal seem
like a dbanquet. It may have been that
the long walk dad made him hungrier
than urual, or it may have been because
he wastreated asthe honoured guest, in-
stead of a child tolerated through charity.
He watcbed his host carefully, as he
poured the water over his hands before
eating, and asked a blessing on the food.

*“ He does not keep the law as strictly
as my Uncle Laban,” was kis fnward
comment. ‘' He asked only one blessing,
and Uncle Laban blesses every kind of
food separately. But he must be a good
man, even it ho §8 not so strict a Pharisee
as m¥ uncle, for he is kinder than any-
one I ever knew before.”

It was wonderfal how much Joel had
learned, in his eleven short years, of the
law. Nis aamt's had gown to

The old man had taken a fancy to him,
findipg bim an appreciative listener and
an apt pupil. So Joel was allowed to
come whenever he pleased, aad take out
the yellow rolis of parchment from thelr
velvet covers.

He was never perfectly happy except at
these times, when he was reading these
old bistories of his country's greatness.
How he cnjoyed chasing the armies of
the Philistines, and fighting over again
the battles of Israel’s kings! Many a
tale he stored away in his busy brain to
Ve repeated to the children gathered
around the public fountain in the cool of
the evening.

It mattered nct what charicter he told
them of,—priest or prophet, Judge or
king,—the plcture was pawnted in life-
like colours by this patriotic little hero-
worshipper.

Here and at home he heard so many
discusaicns about what was lawful and
what was nat, that b was csastantly

fear of breaking one of the many rulen.
even In as mple a duty as washing n
cup.

So he watched his host closely Uil the
weal was over, flunding that {n the ob-
gervance of many customs he falled to
measure up to his uncle's strict standard

Phiueas went back to his wnrk after
dinner  He wan greatly  interested n
Joel, and, while he sawed and hammaered,
kept u watchful eye on him He wan
surprised at the boy's knowledge More
than once he caught hirmsel standing
with an {dle tool {n hand, as ho listened
to some story that Joel was telllng to
Jesse,

After a while he lald down his work
and leaned agalnst the bemch. * What
do you find to do all day, my lad ' he
asked, abruptly.

“ Nothing,” answered Joel, * after 1
have recited my lessons to Rabbl Amos."

* Does your aunt never give you any
tnsks to do at home 7

“ No. I thicl shoe does not like to haye
me in her sight any more than shg Is
obliged to. She s always kind to me,
but she doesn’t love me. She only pitles
me. I hate to be pitied. There 8 not-a
single one in the worid who really lovea
me."”

His lips quivered, but he winked back
the tears. Phlneas scemed lost in
thought a few minutes. then he looked
up. “ You arc & Levite” he sald slawly,
“ 80 of course you could always be sup-
ported without needing to learn a trade,
Still you would be n great deal happler,
in my opinton, i! you had something‘to
keap you busy. I vou like, T will tesch
you to be a carpenter. There are a groat
many things you might learn to make
well, and bLy-and-bye it would be a
source of profit to you. ‘There s no
bread so bitter as the bread of depend-
ence, as you may learn when you .are
older.”

** Oh, Rabbi Phineas !" cried Joel. “Do
you mean that I may come here every
day 7 It is too good to be true!”

*Yes ; If you will promise to stick to
it untl) you have mastered the trade. If
you are as quick to lJearn with your
hands as you have been with your head,
1 shall have reason to be proud of such
a pupil.”

Joel's face finshed with pleasure, and
be gprang up quickly, saying, ** May I be-
gin right now ? Oh, I'll try so bard m
plcase you !

Phinecas 1ald 2 soft pine board on thn.
bench, and began to mark a llne acroas ft
with a plece of red chalk.

* Well, you may see how straight a cut
you can make through this plank.”

He picked up a saw, and ran his
fingers l1ghtly along {ts sharp teeth, But
he paused in the act of handing it to
Joel, to ask, “ You are sure, now, that
your uncle and aunt will conseat to such
an arrangement 2"

* Yes, indecd !” was the emphatic an-
swer. They will be glad enough to have
me out of the way, and learning nrome-
thing useful.”

The saw cut sloxly through the wood:
for the weak little band was a careful
one, and the boy was determined not to
swerve once from the lino. He smiled
with satistaction as the pleces fedl apart,
showing a clean, straight edge.

**Well done!" gaald Phineas, kindly.
“Now let me sec you drive a nafl.” Made
bold by his first success, Joel pouaded
away vigorously, but the hammer &lipped
more than once. and his unpractised
fingers ached with the blows that he had
aimed at the pall’s head,

** You'll soon learn,” sald Phineas, with
an encourasing pat on the boy’s ahoulder
* Gatber up those 0dds and ends under
the Seidh. WhHak yeu'vs aawed tham ia-



