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A Queer Boy.

He doesn’t ke study, it * weakens his
eyes,*’
But the right kind of book will Insure
a surprise,
Let It b2 about Indians, or pirates, or
bears,
And he's lost for the day to all mun-
dane affairs;
By sunlight or gaslight his vision is
clear ;
Now, isn’t that queer ?

At thought of an errand he's *“tired as a
hound."
Very weary of life, and of tramping
around ;
But if there’s a band or a circus in
sight,
He will tollow it gladly from morning
till night,
The showman will capture him, some
day, I fear,
For he ig s0 queer.

If there's. work in the garden his head
“ aches to split.”
And his back is so lame that he can't
dig a bit;
But mention baseball, and he's cured
very soon ;
And he'll dig for a woodchuck the
whole afternoon ;
Do you think he plays ‘possum ?
seems quite sincere ;
But—isn't he guecer ?

He

THE BOY DISCIPLE.
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CHAPTER V.

A good-sized hut was butlt against e
billside, where the shepherds might find
refuge. Buz pointed it out to Joel. then
he turned the donkey into one of the
gheds, and started hoceward on the run.

Joel shuddered as a blinding flash of
lightning was followed by a crash of
thunder that shook the hut. The wind
bore down through the trees like some
savage spirit, shrieking and moaning as
it flew. Joel heard a shout, and lodked
out to the opposite hillside. Buz was
fiving along in break-neck race with the
storm. At that rate he would soon be
home. How he seemed to enjoy the
race, as his strong limbs carried him
lightly as a bird soars?

At the top he turned to iook back and
Jaugh and wave his arms,—a sinewy little
figure standing out in bold relief against
a brazen sky.

Joel watched till he was out of sight.
Then, as the wind swooped down from
the mountains, great drops of rain be-
gaz {0 splash through the leaves.

The men ecrowded into the hut. One
of thern started forward to close the
door, but stopped suddeniy, with his
brown, hairy hand uplifted.

“ Hark se "’ he exclaimed.

Joel heard only the shivering of the
wind fn the tree-tops; but the man's
frained ear caught the bleating of a stray
lamb, far off and very faint.

<1 was afrald 1 was mistaken in my
count; they jostled through the gate so
fast I could not be sure.” Going to a row
of pegs along the wall, he took dow a
‘antern hanging there and It jt: then
wrapping his coat of skins more clagely
around him, and calling one of the dogs.
he set out Into the gathering darknes:

Joel watched the fitful gleam of the
fantern, flickering on unsteadily as a
witl-o-the-wisp. A moment later he

heard the man’s deep volee calllug ten-
derly to the lost animal; then the storm
struck with such fury that they had to
stand with thelr backs against the door
of the hut to ke p it closed.

Flash after flash of lightning Llinded
them.  The wind roared down the moun-
taln and beat against the honse til Joel
held his breath In terror. It was mid-
night before it stopped. Joel thought of
the poor shepherd out on the hills and
shuddered. Esen the men seemed un-
casy about him, as hour after hour

passed, and he did not come.

F onally he fell asleep in the corner,
In the grav
great

on a pile of woolly «t ng
dawn he was awakewdd by 2

that he had done anyvthing more than a
simple duty,

Joel, who felt uncommoniy  hungry
afier hix supperless night, thought he
would mount the donkey and start back
alone. Bt just as he was abont to do
£0, 0 familiar vushy head showed itself in
the door of the sheepfold. Buz had
brought hiin some wheat-cakes and
cheese to eat on the way back.

Joel was so busy with thls welcomne
meal that he did not talk much. Buz
kept eving him {n silence, as if he longed
to ask same quesiton. At last, when the
cheese  had  entirely  tfaappeared  he
foud * conrnen oo ko0

* Were yout a.ways ke taat 2 he sald

shout. He got up, and went to the door.
‘There stood the shepherd. His bare
Hmbs were cut by stones and torn by
thorns. Blood steamed from his fore-
head where he had been wounded by a
falling branch. The mu<4d on his rough
garments showed how often he had
slipped and fallen on the steep paths.

Joel noticed. with a thrill of sympathy.
how painfully he limped. But there on
the bowed shoulders was the lamb he
had wandered so far to find ; and as the
welcoming shout arose again, Joel's weak
ttie cheer joined gladly in.

* How brave and strong he 1s.” thought
the boy. °* He risked his life for just one
pitiral letle lamb.”

The child’s heart went strangely out to
this rough fellow who stood holding the
shivering lamb, sublimely unconscious

AN P ANTERN SHEPHERD AND LAME,

sbhruptly, motioning to Tloel's back and
leg.  Somehow the rveference did not
weund him as i generallv did. He be-
gan to tell Bez absut the Samaritan boy
who had crippled him He never was
able 10 tel} the s'ory of his wrongs with-
out grawing passionately angry. He
had worked himself into a white heat by
the time he nad finished.

*1'd get even with bim.” sald Buz, ex-
cliediy, with 2 wicked squint of his eyes.

* How would you do it?" demanded
Joel. ** Cripple him as he did me 2

“Werse than that I exclaimed Buz,
stopping to take deliberate aim at a leaf
overhead. and shooting a hole exactly
threugh the centre with his sling. ' I'd
hlind him as quick as that! It’s a great
deal worse to be blind than Jame.”

Joel closed his eyes, and rode on a few
moments in darkness. Then he opvned
them and gave a quick. glad look around
the andscape.  “ My ' What if I never
could have opened them again.” he
thonght.  ** Yes, Buz. you're right.” he
said aloud. *Ii Is worse to be blind: so
1 shall take Rehum's ceyesight also,
some time. Oh, if that time were only
here !”

Although the subiect of the miracle at
Cana had heen constantiv in the mind of
Phineas. and often pear hig Wns. he did
not speak of it 10 his host until the even-
tng before hits departure.

{t was just at the close of the evening
meal. Nathan ben Obed rose half-way
from his seat in astonishment, then sank
back.

“How old a
yours 7** he asked,

* About thirty, 1 think,” anawered
Phincas “He is a little younger than 1.

* Where was he born 2 Al

“In Bethlchem, 1 have heard 1t malQ,
though his home has always been in
Nazareth.”

** Strange, strange ! muttered the man,
str;kmg his long white bLeard thought.
lly,

Joel reached over and touched Phincan
on the arm. * Will you not tell Rabbi
Nathan about the wonulrful star that
was seen at that time 7 he asked, in a
low tone.

* Whnt was that ?* asked the old man,
arousing from his reverie.

Wtren Phineas had repeated his conver-
rat'on with the stranger on the day of
his fourney, Nathan ben Obed exchanged
merning glances with his wife.

© Send for the old shepherd Heber™ heo
s 1 would have speech with him.*

Rhoda rame in to light the lamps He
hade her roll a cushioned couch that was
in ore corner to the centre of the room.

* This old shepherd Heber was born in
Rethlehem ™ he gald; “ but since his sons
:n vrandsons have been fn my employ,
he has come north to tive. He used to
bolp keep the flocks that belonged to the
“mple and that were used for sacrifices.
liis has always been cne of the purest of
lives and I have never known such faith
as he has He is over a hundred years
old, so must have been quite aged at the
time of the event of which he will tel}
us.”’

Presently an old. old man tottered into
the room, leaning on the shounlders of his
two stalwart grandsons. They placed
him gently on the cushions of the couch,
‘nt ven went into the court-yard to
await his readiness to return. Ilke the
~er Joel had seen the day before, they
wrre dresged in skins, and were wild-
! o%ing and rough  But this aged (ather.
with dim eyes and trembling wrinkled
hands, sat before them like rome hoary
patriarch, i a fine Hnen mantle.

Pleared as a child, he saluted his new
aud'ence. and began to tell them his only
story.

As the years had gonce by, one by one
the lights of memory had gone out {n
darkness. Well-known scenes had
grown dim: old faces were forgotten:
names he knew as well as his own conld
not he recalled : but this one story was
as fresh and real to him as on the night
he learned it.

The words he chose were simple, the
volce was tremulous with weakness: but
he spoke with a2 dramatic fervour that
made Jrel creep nearer and nearer, until
he knelt. unknowing. at the old man’s
knee, spell-bound by the wonderful tate.

“ We were keeping waich in the felds
by night ” hegan the old shepherd, 1
and mv sans and my brethren. It was
still and cold, and wa spoke but little to
each other. Suddenty over all the hiMs
and plajns shone a great light.~ brighter
than light of moon or stars or sunshine,
It was so heavenlvy white we knew [t
must be the glory of the Tord we looked
upon and we were sore afrald, and hg
orr faces. falling to the ground. And,
1o ! an angel overhead spoke to us from
out of the midst of the glory. saying.
° Fear not - {or, behold. T bring you good
tidings of great joy, which shall be to all
people.  For nnto you §s born this day in
the clty of David a Saviour. which is
Chrigt the Trred And thig shall be 2
gy unte s~ - Vs ohall find the babe
= r vued in <addling clothes Iying in a
manger.”

man s this friend of



