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e Qrthf‘*me Rowlng down trom the
A?d :’ }lltltn"gry wolf for prey.
R the sinlfir sleet, went hurtling forth,
Ang ng face of the day.
the .
MT:.{H thes I;()Wﬂakes drifted near and far,
T the nglllrtldi] was whitely fleeced,
1%@ e ause lamp, a golden star,
I " © UVeT the waves’ white yeast.
@ r
hl‘ély m":’tﬁ‘ at the foot of the lighthouse
M g o {nd babe asleep,
thops P8 & Gretchen was by them

A ro sbell'et:e
MUt wate
I‘hm h to keep,

Were
Ty o5 2alv the three on the Hght-
father hag

Ay,
T4 the
IR B
nq h?i“ﬁfh“‘ght T'Hl be back,” he gaid,
1 aolte sail slipped away :
c'a:‘lway to the mainland sped,
S not home that day.

trimmed the lamp,
lt:mburnir,lg weary while
TRing’s dusk and damp.

The

Mg,

a nfig:; Stirred on her pillow’s space,
loo) edo? In pain and fear,
101 th B her little daughter's face
8 blur of starting tear.

X'Iingv.,
colq,

Anq
A mih:,temmst fs rough and wild ;
Poa fi.no laddie strong and bold,
‘b °F Uttle matden child.
ut
AO’ I?SD ﬂa::m t!‘.em’s the lamp to feer,
Iq th, e will die in the dark,

The Hg;a.ilop lose in his utmost need

She whispered, *“iy’s piercing

t ot our islet’s ark.”
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1 Hme ;
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staf,l;:,ther’ I'm twelve years ald,
Tye ,1 and never afraid to climb,
earned to do as I'm told.”

83id Gretchen, “a step at a

G

the chen up ta the top of the tower,

slo “l"y smooth-worn stair,

slew ¥ and surely that very hour,
ot in her eyes and hatr.

She fed the
Anﬂw&l,
Ty Warixﬁs Clear lght glowed afar,
Thig 1 0f reefs, and of rocks to tell,
mariner's guiding star.

Then
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Wapt
The

lamp, and she trimmed it

Ang

In ?}'I':"’ again when the world awoke

Ty - dawn of a bright new day,
folis Joy in the hearts of the fisher

W:‘]"ng the stormy bay,
Aen the Nttle boats cams safling in

To :{, Bafe and sound to the land,
1® haven the }ight had helped them
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* BY the aid of & ahfid's beave hand.
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aSkgg’h; Is that talking in the house ?”

the fe a¢l of Abigail the morning after

aarden‘uti Heé hdad been playing in the

Bide t ewd-th Jesse, and paused just out-

Oniy ,g:; as he heard voices.

€red Abj aif and Phineas, now,” an-
B “ Simon the oll-geller

%

§

fauy » and I am sure you
aboyy Pfl.”guess hii en-a_qd, It was

L3 ut *y
Yes, 1 me echaed Joel, in surprise.
that yo SVer knew until this morn-
U Were the one who persuaded
© sayg j¢ 4 the Master for healing.
Woulq stin t had not been for you, he
Dllring th be an outcast from home,
e eeese Wweeks you have been away,
Jou, fp henl hoping to find some trace of
Lagt ng ne ONES to express his gratitude.
Namg " & L at the feast, he learned your
tapy to PhPOW he has just been here to
18 olive lneas and father about you.
t‘!pg ev groves yield him a large for-
®ry year, aud pe s im a position

to do a good deal for you, if you will only

let him.”
“What does he want to do ?” asgked

Joel.

“ He has offered a great deal: to send
you to the best schools in the country ;
to let you travel in foreign lands, and
ses life as it is in Rome and Athens,
and the citles of Egypt. Then when
vou are grown, he offers to take you in
business with himself, and give you the
poriion of a son. It is a rare chance
for you, my boy.”

“Yes,” answered Joel, flushing with
pleasure at the thought of all he might
be able to see and learn. He seemed
lost for a few minutes in the bright an-
ticipation of such a tempting future;
then his face clouded.

“But I would have to leave everybody
T love,” he eried, “and the home where
I have been se happy ! I cannot do it,
mother Abigail ; it is too much to ask.”

“Now yon talk like a child,” she an-
swered, half impatiently ; but there was
a snspicion of tears in her eyes as she
added, “ Joel, you have grown very dear
to us. It will be hard to give you up,
for you seem almost like an own son.
But consider, my boy ; it would not be
right to turn away from such advantages.
Jesse and Ruth will be well provided for.
All that my father has will be theirs
some day. But Phineas is only a poor
carpenter, and cannot give you much be-
yond food and clothing. T heard him
say just now that he clearly thought it
to be your duty to accept, and he had no
doubt but that yon wounld.”

“But 1 cannot be with the Master!”
c¢ried Joel, as the thonght suddenly oc-
curred to him that he could nc longer
follow him 88 he had been doing, if he
was to be sent away to study and travel.

“No ; but think what you may be able
to do for his cause, if you have momney
and education and influence. It seems
fo me that for his sake alone, you ought
to consent to such an arrangement.”

That was the argument that Phineas
used when he came out; and the hoy
was sadly bewildered between the desire
te ha constantly with his beloved Mas-
ter, and his wish to serve him as they
suggested.

Tt was in this perplexed state of mind
that ke started up to Jerusalem with
Jesse and his grandfather.

The streets were rapidly filling with
people, coming ywp to the Feast of the
Passover, and Joel recognized many old
friends from QGalilee,

“ There {8 Rabbl Amoa ! he exclaimed,
a8 he caught sight of an old man in the
door of a house acrosa the street. “May
¥ run and speak to him

“ Oertainly I answered Reuben. *“You
know your way so well about the streets
that it makes no difference if we do get
geparated. Jesse and I will walk on
down to the shop. You can meet us
there.”

Rabbi Amos gave Joel a cordial greet-
ing. “1 am about to go back to the
Damascus gate,” he said. “1 have just
been told that the Nazarene will soon
make his entrance into the city, and a
procession of pligrims are going out to
meet him, I have heard much of the
man since he left Capernaum, and I have
a desire to see him again. Will you
come ?”

The old man hobbled along so pain-
fully, Jeaning on his staff, that they were
a long time In reaching the gate, The
outgoing procession had already met the
coming pilgrims, and were starting to
return. The way was strewn with palm
branches and the clothes they had taken
off to lay along the road in front of the
man they wished to honour, Bvery
hand carried a palm branch, and every
voice cried a Hosannah.

At first Joel saw only a confused wav-
ing of the green branches, and heard an
indistinet murmur of voices ; but as they
came nearer, he caught the words,
“ I{osannah to the Son of David!”

« 1,00k ! cried Rabbi Amos, laying his

wrinkled, shaking hand heavily on Joel's
“TLook ye, boy, the voice of

shoulder.
prophecy ! No Roman war-horse bears
the coming victer! It is as Zechariah
foretold ! That the king should come
of an ass,~—the

riding upon the colt
gymbol of peace. So David rode, and

go the Judges of Israel came and went !I”

Joel’s eyes followed the gesture of the
tremulous, pointing filnger. There came
the Master, right in the face of his

enemies, boldly riding In to take pos-
sesslon of s kingdom,

At last ! No wandering now in lonely
wildernesses ! No fear of the jealous
scribe or Pharisee ! The time had fully
came, With garments strewn in the
way, with palms of victory waving be-
fore him, with psalm and song, and the
shouting of the multitude, he rode trium-
phantly into the city.

Joel was roused to the highest pitch
of enthusiasm, to see higs best beloved
friend so honoured. People understood
him now ; they appreciated him. The
demonstrations of the multitude proved
it. He was so happy and excited, he
acarcely knew what he was doing. He
had no palm branch to wave, but as the
head of the procession came abreast with
him, and he saw the face of the rider,
he was almost beside himself,

He waved his empty hands wildly up
and down, cheering at the top of his
voice ; but his shrillest Hosannahs were
heard only by himseif. 'They were only
a drop in that mighty surf-beat of sound.

Scarcely knowing what to expect, yeot
prepared for almost anything, they fol-
lowed the procession into the eity.
When they reached the porch of the
Temple, the Master had disappeared.

“1 wonder where he has gone,” said
Joel, in a disappointed tone. “1 thought
they would surely crown him.”

“He evidently did not wish 1t to be,”
answered Rabbi Amos. “Jt would be
more fitting that the coronation take
place at the great feast. Walit until the
day of the Passover.”

As they sat in the Court of the Gen-
tiles, resting, Joel told Rabbi Amos of
the offer made him by the wealthy oil-
dealer Simon.

“ Accept it, by all means !’ was the
old man’s advicee *“We have seen
enough just mow to know that a new
day is about to dawn for Israel. In
Bethany, you will be much nearer the
Master than in Capernaum; for surely,
after to-day’s demonstration, he will
take up his residence in the capital. In
time you may rise to great influence in
the new government soon to be estab-
lished.”

The old rabbi’s opinfon weighed
heavily with Joel, and he determined to
accept Simen’s offer. Then for a while
he was o full of his new plans and am-
bitions, he could think of nothing else.

All that busy - week he was separated
from the Master and his disciples; for it
was the first Passover he had ever taken
part in. After it was over, he was to
break the tles that bound him to the
carpenter’s family, and the simple life
in Qalilee, and go to live in Simon’s
luxurious home in Bethany.

So he stayed closely with Phioeas and
Abigail, taking a great Interest in all
the great preparations for the feast.

Reuben chose, from the countless pens,
a male lamb, a year old, without blemish.
About two o’clock the blast of two horns
announced that the priests and Levites
in the Temple were ready, and the gates
of the inner courts were opened, that all
might bring the lambs for examination.

The priests, in two long rows, caught
the blood in great gold and silver ves-
sels, as the animals were killed, and
passed sit to others behind, til] it reached
the aliar, at the foot of which it was

poured out.

Then the lamb was takemn up and
roasted in an earthen oven, and the
feast commenced at sunset on Thursday.
The skin of the lamb, and the earthen
dishes used, were generally given to the
host, when different families lodged to-
gether, .

As many as twenty were allowed to

gather at one table. Reuben bad in-
vited Nathan ben Obed, and those who
came with him, to partake of his hos-
pitality. Much to Joel's delight, a
familiar shock of sunburned hair was
poked in at the door, and he recognized
Buz’s freckled face, round-eyed and open-
mouthed at this first glimpse of the great
city.
During the first hour they were to-
gether, Buz kept his squinting eyes coun-
tinually on Joel. He found it hard to
believe that this straight, sinewy boy
could be the same pitiful lttle cripple
who had gone with him to the sheep-
folds of Nathan ben Obed. *

“8ay,” he drawled, after awhile, “I
know where that fellow is who made you
lame. I was so upset at seeing you this

p

way that I forgot to tell you.

a dreadful accident, and yyou hgr: P:'?l(—i
ready had your wish, for he is ag blind
as that stone.,” -

“Oh, how ? Whe told you ' eried
Jo‘el, eagerly.

‘I #aw him myself, as we eame
through Jericho. He had been beaten
nearly to death by robbers a few weeks
g;ggr:' It gav% him a fever, and both

ere 8o inflamed an
he lest his sight.” d bruised that

: Poor Rehum !” exclaimed Joel,

. Poor Rehum !’ echoed Buz, in aston-
ishment. *“ What do you mean by poor
Behum ? Aren't you glad ? Isn’t that
just exaftg wllaat you planned ; or did
you wan e pleasure of punchir

out yourselt 7 punching them

“No,” answered Joel, simply ; “1 for-
gave him a year ago, the night before I
was healed.” S

“You forgdve him!” gasped Buz,—
* you forgave him! A dog of & Samari-
tan ! Why, how could you ?”

Buz looked at him with such a won-
dering, puzzled gaze that Joel did not
attempt to explain. Buz might be ignor-
ant of a great many things, but he knew
enough to hate {he Samaritans, and look
down on them with the utmost contempr.

“Y don’t really helieve you could un-
derstand it,” said Joel, “so0 it is of no
use to try to tell you how or why. But
I did forgive him, "fully and freely.
And if you will tell me just where to
find him, I will go after him early in
the morning and ‘bring him back with
me. ~ The band thaf straightened my
back ean open his eyes ; for I have seen
it done many times.”

All during the feast, Buz kept stealing
glances at Joel. He counld hardly tell
which surprised him most, the straight-
ened ‘body or the forgiving spirit. It
was so wonderful to him that he sgat
speechless.

At the same time, {n an -
ber in another street, the M:sptle)?rarclga}rx’;q
disciples were keeping the feast together
Jt was their last supper with him, al-
though they knew {t not.  Afterwards
they recalled every word and every ia-
cident, with loving memory that Hngerea
over each detall ; but at the time they
QO'lIl‘i]d nott hnderstand its full fmport.

© gates were left open on
night. While the Mastar and bis remre,
ers walked out to the Garden of Gethse-
semane, where they had often gone to-
tg;:ther, .{oel was questiouing Buz as tn

e exact place where
old ene!my.m bore he was to flad his

“TH go qut very early m the
ing,” said Joel, a8 hig head teuchem
pillow. “Very early in the morning,
for I want Rehum’s eyes to be open Just
as soon as possible, go that he ean ses
the Master’s face. Lord help me to
find him to-morrow,” he whigpered, and
}v;vit};l al b]es?x'ng on his Iips for the one
e had so long ago for d
closed softly. 8 siven, his eyes

Sleep vame quickly tq him after
fatigue and excitement of the day, ﬂfﬁ
his dreams he gaw again the Master's
face ag he made hig triumphal entrance
into the city ; he heard agaip the ac-
clamations of the crowd. "Then he saw
Rabbi Amps and Simon and little Ruth.
There wag a confused blending of kindly
faces; there was & shadow-like shifting
of indistinct but pleasant gcenes. In the
fair dreamland where he wandered, for-
tune smiled opn him, gngd 3l h{g paths
were peace, ) S

Sleep on, little disciple, happy in thy
dreaming ; out in Gethsemane’s dark
gardex; steals one tg betray thy Lord!

y the light of glimmering lanterns and
fitful torches they take him now. Armed
with swords and staves, they lead him
out from the leafy darkness into the
moon-flooded highroad.

Now he stands before the High Priest,
—alone, unfriended. Sleep, and wake
not at the cock’s shrill crowing, for
*there is none to make answer for him,
and one who loved him hath thriee
denied !

Dream on! In the hall of Pilate now,
thorn-crowned and purple-clad, him
whom thou lovest; scourged now, and
spat upon. This day, indeed, shall he
come into his kingdom, but well for
thee, that thou seest not the coronation.

Sleep oz, little disciple, be happy

whilst thou can!

(To be continued)



