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The Coward.

Who is coward ? Who ?
1he boy who cannct boar
A huway word, a scorntui lvok,
A t.onghtless jest, a dameged book ¢
Whose selfish spirit cannot brook
The play he may n~ share,

Whe {3 coward ? Who ?
{*o who would rather fight

Than own that he iIs in the wrong,

Or o ¢b his wild, unruly tongue;

\WiLo vatier would be fierce and strong,
Than kind and just and right.

e
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who i3 coward 2 Who ?
The boy who never craves
For grace 1o help him to retrain
IFrom taking God's own name in vatn,
But idly follows in the train
0¢ Satan’s’ willing slaves.

\Whao §s coward ? YWho ?
lie who dares not refuse
‘To '0in in every avil wav
Wih those who scek ta tead astray ¢
The boy who §8 ashamed 1o prav,
Afraid the right to choose.

THE BOY DI-CIPLE.

ANNIE FELLOWS JUIHNSTON.

CHAPTER X1V,

It was with a decp feeling of relief
that the two familtes watched the Master
go away into Perea. Phincas stitl kept
with him. As the little band disap-
peared down the street, Ruth hid her
face in her mother's dress and began to
cry.

1 don't want my father to go away
again ! she sobhed.  Abigail took her
in her Iap and tried to comfort her, al-
though tliere were tears in hor own eyes.

*We will go home soon, little daugh-
ter. and then father wilt be with us all
the time. Bu. we must walt first, till
after the cold, rainy season, and the
Feast of Dedication.”

“\What! another feast 7 asked Jesse,
to whom the summer had seemcd one
long confusion of festivals. * Don't
they have lots of them down in this
country ! \What's this one for ¥+

“ Grandfather witl tell you,” answered
his mother.4 “ Run out and ask him
for the story. I know you will like it.”

Seated on his grandfatner's knee, Jesse
doutled up his little fists, as he heard
how a heathen altar had once been set
up-on the great altar of dburnt-offering,
and a heathen general had driven a herd
of swine through the holy Temple, mak-
ing it unclcan. But his breath came
quick, and his eves shone, as the proud
old Israelite told him of Judas the Mac-
cabee, Judas the lon-hearted, who had
whipped@ the Syrian soldiers, purified the
Temple, and dedicated it anew to the
worship of Jehovah.

“Our people never forget their heroes.”
ended the old man. “Every vear, in
every home, no matter how humble, one
candle i3 lighted at the beginning of the
feast; the next night, two, and the next
night, three. and so on, till eight candles
shine out into the winter darkness.

“For 8o the brave deeds of the Mac-
cabees burn in the memory of overy
child of Abraham !

The feast came and went. While the
candles burned in every home, and the
golden lamps in the great Temple
blazed &8 welcome, the Nazarene came
back to his Father’s house, to be onco
more about his Father’s businese.

Jocl eaught a glimpse of him walking
upand down the covered pdrches in
front of the Gato Beautiful. The next
moment he was pushing and elbowing
his way through the jostling crowds, till
he stood close bestde him.

After that, the services that followed
were a blank. He saw only one face—
the face that had looked into his beside
the Galilee, and drawn from his heart
ts intensest love. He hecard only one
voice,—thc vojce he had longed for all
these weeks and days. Just to be near
him! To be able to reach ont reverent
fingers and only towch the clothes he
wore; to look up in his face, and look
and look with a love that mever wearied,
—~tbat was suck Rappimess that Joc! was
163t to everything else!

But aftor a whila he hegan to reallze

:g:t 'tt:!'f" f‘or no friendly purpose that
chlef priests came pro

With Ruestine 16 pressing around

“ It thou be the Christ, tell us plainiy*”
they demanded. Therr up and down
through the lang Porch of Solonion,
Anlong all {ts white marble plilars, they
repeated his anuwer:

*The works that J do in my Father's

-

name, they bear witness of me. I and
m{ Fathce aro one !
Bl.sphemy " shouted n mocking

voice  behind  him. * Blagphemy ¥
echoed Pharisce and Sadduces. for once
agreed. The erowds pushed and shoved
between tho pillars: some ran out for
stones, In tho confusion of the uproar.
as they turned to fay violent hands on
him, be slipped out of their midst, and
went quictly away.

Joel huntel around awhile for the
party he had come with, hut seclug
ttefther Phincas mnor lazarus, started
back to Bethany on the run., A cold
\viqter rain had begun to fall.

None of Reuben’s family had gone in-
to Jerusaloem that day on account of the
weather, but were keeping the feast at
home,

They were startled when the usually
quiet boy burst excitedly into the house,
and told them what he had just scen.

‘0 mother Abigati ™ he cried, throw-
ing himself on his knees deside her. “If
he goes away aszain may I not go with
him ? I cannot go back to Calilee and
leave him, unknowing what is to hap-
pen. If he is to be persecuted and driven
out, and maybo killed, let mec at tleast
share his suffering, and be with him at
the last 1"

“You forget that he has all power,
and that his encmles can do him no
harm,” said Abigail, gently. * Has he
not twice walked out unharmed. before
their very cyes, when they would have
taken him ? And besides, what good
could you do, my boy ? You forget that
you are only a child, and might not be
able to stand the hardships of such a
Journey.”

“I am almost fourteen,” said Jocl,
stretching himself up proudly. *““ And 1
am as strong now as some of the men
who go with him. He gave me back
my strength, yvou know. Oh, you do
not know how [ love him ! he cried.
“When I am away from him, [ feel as
you would were you separated from
Jesse and Ruth and father Phincas. My
heart is always golng out after him !

** Child, have you no care for us 2" she
responded reproachfully.

“Oh, do not speak s0!" he cried,
catching up her hand andq kissingz it. *I
do love you; I can never be grateful
cnough for all you have done for wne.
But, O mother Abigafl, you could never
understand ' You were never lame and
felt the power of his healing. You were
never burning with a wicked hatred, and
ielt the balm of his forgivenesz! You
cunnot understand how he draws me to
Itim ¥

*Let the boy have his way,” spoke up
Reuben. 1, too, have felt that won-
derful power that draws all men to him.
Gladly woul I part with every shckg) T
possess, if b thereby might win him the
tavour of the authorities.”

When once more 2 little band of fugi-.
tives followed their Master across the
Jordan, Joel was with them.

The winter wore away, and they still
tarried. Day by day, they werce listen-
ing to the sSmple words that dropped
like seeds into their memorles, to spring
up in after months and bear great truths.
Now thoy heard them as half-undersiood
parables,.—the good Samaritan. the
barren fig-tree, the prodigal son. the un-
Just steward.

There was one story that thrilled Joel
deeply,—the story of the last shecp.
For he recalled that stormy night in the
sheepfold of Nathan bemn Obed. and the
shepherd who searched till dawa for the
straying lamb.

It was only long afterwards that he
realized it was the Good Shepherd him-
self who told the story. when he was
about to, lay down his own lifs for the
lost sheep of Israel.

Meanwhile. in Bethany. Rabbt Recuben
and his. wife rejoiced that their daugh-
ter's visit stretched out indefinitely.

Jesse oparly declared that he intended
to stay there always, and learn to be a
goldsmith lke his grapdfather.

Rath, t0o, was happy and contented.

.
.

atd seemed to have forgotten that she
ever had any other home. As the carly
spring days came on, she Hved ulmost
cnthrely out in the runshine, She had
fullen Into the habit of standing at the
#nto to watch for Lazarus every even-
ing when he cate back from the Temple.
As goon as she saw him turn the corner
into their steeet, she ran to meet him,
her fair cutls and white dress flurtering
in the wind.

No matter how tired he was, or what
cares rested heavily on his mind, the
pale face always lighted up, and his
dark eyes smiled at her coming.

* Lazarug does not tcem weil, lately,”
she heard Muartha say to lher mother one
day. "1 have been trying to persuide
him to rest a few days; but he in«ista
he cannot untfl he has finished the
scroll he is illuminating.”

A few days after that he did not go to
the city as usual. Ruth peeped into the
darkened room where he was resting or
a couch; his eves were closed, and he
was so pale it almost frightened her.

He did not hear her when she tiptoed
into the room and out again; bhut tne
fragrance of the ljtile stemlexs rose she
Inid on his pillow aroused him. He
opened his eyes and smited languldly, as
he caught sight of her slipping noise-
lessly through the door,

Her wother, sewing by the window,
looked ot and saw Ner running across
the street. Jesse was out in front of
the house, playing with a ball,

“Who {s that boy talking to Jesse ?”
asked Abigall of Rebecca, who stood In
tho doorway, holding out ker arms as
Ruth came up.

“ Why, that is little Joseph, the only
san of Simon the leper. Poor child ¢

“Simon the leper,” vepeated Abdigall.
* A stranger to ma."”

“Surely not. Have you forgotten tho
wealthy young oil-seller who lived next
the synagogue? He bhas the richest
olive groves {n this part of the country.”

“Not the husband of my little play-
mato Esther ™ cried ARgaT. * Surelx
he has not been stricken with leprosy I

“Yes: 1t is one of the saddest cases I
have ever heard of. It seems 30 ter-
rible for a man honoured as he has
been, and accustemed to every luxury,
to ha such a despised outcast.'”

“Poor FEsther I sighed Abigail
“ Does she ever see him ¥

“Not now. The discase is fast de-
stroying bim; and he is such a hideous
sight that he has forbkiden her to ever
try to see him aguin. Even his voice
is changed. Of course he would be
stoned if he were to come back. He
mover seeks tho company of other lepers.
She has had a room built for him away
from the sight of men. Every day a
gervant carries him food and tidings.
It {8 well that thev have money. or he
would bs obliged to Ive among the
tumbs with others as repulsive-looking
as himsolf, and such company must cgr-
tainly be worse than npone. Somec-
times little Joscph is taken noar enough
to speak to him, that hc may have the
poor comfort of seeimg his only child
at a distance.”

*“What it it were my Phineas!” ex-
clabmed Abigall, her tears dropping fast
on the npeedlework sbe held. O, it
is a thousand times worse tham death !

Cut in the street the boys were mak-
{pg cach other's acquaintance {n the off-
hand wav boys of that age have.

“My name is Jesse, What's yours 2"

* Jozeph.”

“Where do you live 2”

* Araund the corner, next ta the svna-

gogue.” )
“3y father i3 a carpenter. What's

youis ?”

Jos.ph hesitated. * He used to be an
oil-sehir,” he said finally. ° He docsn't
do anyt.ing now.”

* Why . persisted Jesse.

* He is a leper now,” was the reluctant
answer.

A look of distress came over Jesse's
face. He had seen some lepers once,
and the sight was still fresh in his mind.
As they were riding dowa {rom Galilee,
Joel had pointed them out to him. A
group of bYeggars with horrible scaly
sores that had eaten away their flesh,
tilt some were left without lips or e¢ye-
1ids: one held out a deathls white hand
from whickh ncarly all the finrers had
dropped. Their halr looked like white
wire, and they called out, in shrill,
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cracked volces, " Uncleam! Unoloan !
Conie ot uemr us?!”

“ tlow terrible to bave one's fether
lie tuat,” taougbt Jesse. A lump
scemed to comte uj in his throat; ia eyes
filled with tcurs al the bare iden. Then,
boy-like, b wwssed up his ball, and for-
got all about it in thoe gawa that totlowed.

Several duys after he met Joseph and
& servant, wlho was carrylug a large,
covered hasket and a water-bottle tade
of skiu.

“I'm golng to sce wy father, now,’
said Joseph.  * Axk your mother !f you
can coms with we.”

Jesse started wowardw bia howe, then
turned suddenly. *“No, I'm mot going
0 usk lier. for she’). he sure to say no.
1 am Just going anybow.”

“ You'll catch it whem you get bome!”
excluimed Joseph.

* Weli, it cannot last long,” reasoticd
Jesge, whose curloally had gottem the
sotter of him. I belliova 1'd vather take
a whipping than not to »9.”

Josoph looked at Llwm In ulter astonish-
ment.

"'_\'cs. I would,” he fnsisted; *“ so come
on '

A short walk down an unfrequenteqd
road, i{n the dircotion of Jerichae, took
them to a lonecly pince among the bare
cliffa. A little cabin stood close against
the rocks, with a great sycamore-tree
bending over it. Near by was the en-
trance to a deep cave, alwaya as 000! as
a cellar, even in the hottest summer
days.

At the mouth of the cave sat Simon
the leper. He stood up when he saw
them coming, and wrapped himaself
closely in a white tinen mantle that
covered him from head to foot, It was
& ghostly sight to Jerse: but to Joseph,
80 long accustomed to it, thaye secmed
nothing strange.

At a safe distance the servant emptied
his basket on n large {dat rock. and
poured the water into a stone jar stand.
ing near. Last of ail. he latd a plece of
DATCATIent on the stone. E was Esther's
1ally letter 10 her axiled hushand.

MO mglter what storms Sweapt the val.
loy. or what duties pressed at home, that
little missive was always sant. She had
learned to write for his sake. By atl kg
friends he was accounted dead: but her
love. stronger than death, dridged the
gulf that separated them. She Hved
only to minis'er to his comfort as dest
ghe could.

Simon dtd not send as long a message
in returm,  &s this trusted messenger
usuahiy carried. He had much te sy
to his b0y, a3 the sun was already
high,

Jesse, lagging behind in the shelter of
the rock, heard the tender words of
counsel and dlessing that eame Srom the
white-sheeted figure with a feeling of
aws

As the father urged his hay te he
fatthfui to cvery little duty, careful in
learning the nravers, znd abnye all
obodlent to his mather, Jesse's conaclonce
teran to prick him sorely.

“1 believe T know somehorly that conld
cure him,!’ he said. an they nicked thelr
wav over the rocks, Xoirg hame,
« Causa o made Joct well"”

*“Whn's Joel ' asked Jeseph.

“ A bhov that lives with ns. tle was
just as lame, ant Yimped ‘*ay over when
he walked. Now be is as straight =»s 1
2m. Al the sick prople where I lived
woent ta him. and they got well”

Joseph shook his head.  * Lepers
ean't he cared. Can they. Seth 7° he
asked, appealing to the servant,

“No. leparg are fust the same ag dead”
answered Scth.  “ There's na help for
them.™

Jossa was o a  very uncomfortable
frar..* of mind. as hat and quctv ha laft
hiz campanion and dragged heme at a
snail’s pace.

Next morning Josenh was waitine for
him ont fn fromt.  * Well, dit she whip
you ¥ he ask~d, with embarra<ring
fronkneas

“No.” said JYesse, a lttle sheaplshly,
“ She put me to hed Jurt ag soon nsd §
had eaten my dinnsr, and made me stay
there till this morning.””

(To bs coatinued))
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Bixby—* \WWhat {dints girly are when
ther imitate man.” Marine (fBattered):
~ Do you think so > That proves hnw
excellent the imitarinn fs™
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