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PLEASANT HOURS.

The Right Sort of Boy.

Here's (o the boy who’s not afratd
To do his share of work.;

Who never is by toil dirmnyed,
And never tries to shirk,

The boy whose hieart 18 brave to mect
All ltons In the way,

Wwho's not discouraged by defeat.
But trles another day.

The boy who atlwavs mcans to do
The very best he can ;

Who always keeps the right in view,
And alins to Le o man,

Such boys as these will'grow to be
The men whose hands witl gulde
The future of our land; and we
Shall spcak their names with pride.

All honour to the bHoy who is
A man at heart, I sav ;

Whase legned on hig shield is this :
“Right always wins the day.”

THE BOY DISCIPLE.

B
ANNIE FELLOWS JOHUNSTON.

CHAPTER 1.

It was market day In Capernaum.
Conntry people were coming in from the
Hitle villages among the hills of Galilee,
with fresh butter and cggs. Fisliermen
held out great sirings of shining perch
and carp, just dipped up from the Jake
heside the town. Vine-dressers piled
their baskets with' tempting grapes, and
bovs lazily brushed the flies from the
dishes of wild honey, that they had gone
fnto the country bhefore davbreak to find.

A ten-vear-old-girl puchel her way
through the crowded market-place, car-
rying her baby brother in her arms, and
scolding another child, who clung to her
skir's.

“ Hurry, you little snail ¥ she sid to
hita. *“ There's a camel caravan inst
stopped by the ctistom-house. Make
haste, if vou want to see it !

Thelr bare feet picked their way quick-
Ir over the stones, down to the hot sand
of the lake shore. The children crept
close to the shaggy camels. curious to s
what they carried in their hug~ packs.
But before fhey were made to kneel, so
that the custom-house officials could ex-
amine the leads, the boy gave an excla-
mation of surprise.

“look, Jerusha! Lonk ¥ he cricd,
tugging at ber skirts. “ What's that *~ .

Farther down the line came several
men carrring litlers. On cach one was a
man badlv wounded, judzing by the
many bandages that wrapped him.

Jerusha pushed ahead to hear what
had happened. One of the drivers was
telling a tax-gatherer,

‘“In that last rocky gorge after leaving
Samaria,” ea'd the man, *‘we were set
upon bv robhers, Thev swarmed down
the cliffs. and fought as flercely as eagles.
These mien, who were going on ahead,
had much gnld with them. They lost it
all, and might have been killed, §f we had
not come up behind jn such numbers.
That poor fellow there can hardly live, ¥
think, he was beaten 85 badiv.”

The children edged up closar to the
motionless form on the litter. It was
badly brnised and blond-stained, and
looked already lifeless.

* Let’s go, Jerusha,” whispered the boy.
whimpering and pulling at her hand. *1
don’t like to look at him.”

With_the heavy haby still in her arms,
and the other child tacging after. she
started glowly back toward the market-
place. )

“I'll tell you what <we'll do,” she ex-
claimed. *“ lLet’s go up and get the other
children, and play rabbers. We never
did do that before. Tt will be lots of
fun.”

There was a cry of welcome as Jerusha
appeared again in the market-place,
where 2 crowd of children were plaving
tag. regardless of the men and heasts
they bumped agalnst.  Thoy were all
vounger-than herself, and -dld not resent
her important air when sk~ called,
“Come here! 1 kuow a better game
~han that ™ -

She told thamn what sbe bad just sean

and hcard down at the beach, and dre
such a vivll plcture of the altack, that
the children were ready for anythiag ¢ho
might propose,

“Now we'll choose alder” she sald.
“I'll be a rich merchant coming up from
Jernsalem withh my family and servants,
and the re<t of you can be roblers. We'll
go along with our goods, and you pounce
out on us ng wa ro by. Yon may tske
the tabv ns a pr'soner if you Mke' she
added, with a mischjevous grin, “I'm
tired of earrving him.”

A boy sitting near by an a door-step,
Jumped up eageriv. “ It me play. tno,
Jerurha 1" de epfed, *I'Il bo one of the
rohbers, 1 know just the bost places to
hide I”

The glrl paneed an  instant in her
choosing to say {mnatiently althnugh nat
meaning to by unkind “0h, nn, Joel!
We do nat want yan. You're tno lame to
run. Yon can't play with us !

The bright, earer Ingk died out of the
hoy's face, and an angrv licht gYone in
his eyes. He pressed his lins togstuer
hard, and sat down agaln on the step,

There was a patfer of manv bare fest
as the chlidren raced away. Thetr vplces
sounded fainter and falnter, {511 they
were lost entlrely fn the nofse of the
busv strect.

Usnally, Joel found plenty tr amuse
and interest him here, He ifked to
watch the sleeny dnnkeys with thefr
loads of fresh frult and. vegetables. e
liked fo Ms'en to the men as they erjed
thelr wares, or chatted over the bap
rains with thelr customers. There was
always sorpethine new to be seen in the
stalls ond boothe. There was always
somothing new to be heard in the scraps
of conversation that came to him where
he sat.

Down this street there sometimes same
long caravans; for this wos “the hich-
way to the sea,"—the road that led from
Egvpt to Syria. Strange, dusky faces
somctimes paesed this way; richly dressed
merchant princes with their priceless
stuffs from beyond the Nile: heavy Inafs
of Babylonian carnets ; pearis from Cey-
Jon. and rich shiks for the court of the
wicked Herodias §n the town boyond.
Fisherman and »aflor, rabht aud bagy
“inrkman passed in an endless prcoes-
sion.

Snrmetimes 2 Roman goldier from the
garrigson came by with ringing step end
clanking sword. Then Joe! would start
np to Jook after the erect figure, with a
longing gaze that told more plainly than
words, his admiraticn of such strength
and symmetry.

But th's m~m'ng tha crowd gave him
a stranere, lonely feeling,—a bhungry
lonring for comnanionship.

Two half-grown bavs passed by on
their way to the Jake, with ficsh nets
thrown over thair shovlderr. He knew
the larger one.—a roueh., kind.hearted
fellow who had once teken him in his
boat acroes the lake., He gave Jool n
careless, good-patured nod 85 he passed.
A mement after he felt 8 tim!d pull at
the fish net he was carrying, and turneé
to see tha little eripple’s apdealing face.

“Oh. Dan ' he criel »agerly. “ Are
you go'ng out on the lak: this morning ?
Could you take me with you ?°

The boy hesifated. Shatever kindiy
answer he may have glven was rudely in-
terrupted by his companion., whom Joel
had never seen beforr,

* Oh, no ! he said roughity. “ We don’t
want anybady Jimpiag along after us.
You can't come, Jonah; you would bring

- us bad luck.”

“My name fsn't Jonah !” screamed the
Loy, angriiy clinchiug his fista. *“It's
Joel

“Well, it §s all the same.” his tor-
mentor called back, with a coarse langh.
“ You're A Jonah, anyway.”

There were tears in the boy's eyas this
time, as he dragged himself back again
{0 the step.

“T hate evervbody in the wnrld ! he
said In a hicsing sort of whisper. “I
hate ‘em! I hate ‘em!”

A stranger passing by turned for a sec-
ond look at the little cripple’s sensitive,
refined face. A girlishly brautiful {ace
it would have been, were it not for the
beavy scowl that darkened it.

Joel pulled tho ends of his head-dress
round to hide his cronked hark. and drew
;he Ioose rodbe ke wore over his twlsted
ne,

Tife meermed very bitier se Lim fuat

then., le would gladly have chaaged
places with tho heavily-laden donkey go-
Ing by.

“1 wish I were dead,” ho thought
moedily, *“Then 1 would not ache any
more, and I conld not hear when peoplo
ciall me names !

Beside the door where he r3t was A
stand where tools and hardware were
offered for =ale. A mon who had h-oen
sianding there for some time selecting
nnits from the boxes placed hefore him.
n:ul had heard all that passed, spoke to
him.

** Jor), mv 1ad mav I 2<k your help for
a little while **  The frlenidly ques'ion
seemed to change the whole atmasphere

Joei drew his hands acrocs Lis eves tn
eclear them of the biur of tears he was
too proud to let fali ard then stood up
respeerfully.  * Yos, Rabbl Phineas. what
wonld you have me to 1o ?

The cacpenter cathered un same strips
of Inmber In one hant and his hammer
and saws In the a'hnp,

“1 have my hanids too fuil to carrv
three nalls,” lie anewered. ** If you contd
bring them for me, it woéuld bo a Rreat
service.”

If the man had offeret him pitv, Joel
would have ficrce'y resented jt. Hi= gon-
witive pature aopreclated the ungnnken
sympathy, the fine tart that soothed his
pride by asking a service of him, instead
of serking to vender one.

He cculd not define the feellne, tmt be
gratefully took up the bag of nalls, and
1imped along becide his friend to the ear-
penter's hougne at the edge of the town
¥e had never been there before, althnu~h
he met the man dafly in the market-
place. and long nen had learned to laok
forward to hir pleasant gresting: it was
80 different from most people’s, Some-
how the mornine always sremed brighter
after he had met him,

The tittle whitewaghed house stond in
the shade of two great fie-trees near the
beach. A cool breeze from the Golite~
fi{ted thoe leaves, and swaved the vines
growlng around the low donr.

Joel, {fred by the long walk, was glad
to throw himself on the grass in the
shade. Tt was =9 still and quiet here,
afier the nolse of the street he had just
left.

An old hen clucked around the Mnare
step with a brood of downy., »wellaw
chickens. Dnves cooed softly, somewhere
oyt of sizht. The carpenter’s b-neh
stnnd under one of the trees, with shav.
inges and chips a') around it. Twn chil.
dren were playing near by, building
houses of the scattered blocks: onc of
them, a black-eyed. sturdy bav of five
%kept on plaving. The other, a lttle zirl
not yeot three. {umped up and followed
fer father in o the house. Her curls
gleamed 1ike gold as she ran through the
sunshinc. She glanced nt tha stran~ar
with decp-blue eyex ro Jike her fa‘her's
that Joel beld out hiz hand. .

“Como and tell me your name.” he
safid coaxingly. Tnt she only shook the
curls al) over hry dimpled face. and hur-
1ied into the howre.

*It's Ruth,” sald the boy. delgning to
fook up. “ And mine s Jesse. and mv
mother's 15 Abigall, and my father's Is
Phineas, and my grandfather’s is—*

Flow far back le wonld have gone in
his genealony. Joel could not zuesz: far
just then his father came out with a eanl.
juicy melon. and Jesse hurrled forward
to get his share.

“ How gonrd it 1s !” sighed Jorl, as the
first refr-shinz mouth{ul slipped dowa
this thirsty threat. “ And how cool and
pleasant it is out here. 1 did not know
thi.e was such a peaceful spot in all
Capernanm.”

“ Didn’t vou alwave lve here > asked
the inguicitlve Jrsse

“Non, T was horn In Jerncalem. T was
to have been a prisst’ ha <ald sydly

“Wetl, why Afdr°t von he one then™
persisted the ch’!d. with his mouth full
of melon.

Joeol glan~ed down at his twisied leg.
anad sald nothinsg

“\Why 7 repa’ed the Lov.

Phineas, whn hnd gons back 'o his
work-bepch, looked np kindlv. “ You ask
too many questiops my son. No one can
be a priest who Is maimed or b rlshed
fn any way. Same <ad ac~id-n* mast
iave bhefallen our lttle frind, a0l 1t
may be palnful for him tn talk abast o

Jesse gsked no more quostiona with hls
oazne’ but his sbsrp. hlask ayar ware

A

fixed on Joo) }ko two Interrogatlon
points,

*1 do not mind telling about 1" sal
Joel, eltting up stratghtsr. ** Once when
I was not much older than you. jnst after
my mth-r died, my 1aiher hrought m-
up to thix country frotn Jerusalem, tn
visit my Aunnt lLeah,

* 1 nred to play dawn here by the lake
with my counins, in the flshermen's bontn
There was a Loy that eatne to the beach
rometimesn, o great deal largor than -
dog of a Samaritan,—who pulled my halr
and threw sand in my eves 110 wna s
much stronger than I, that 1 could not
do anything to him bnt csl' him names
But early one morning he was swimming
In the Jake. 1 4id hla clothes in the
olrander duhes that frinee tho water.
Oh, Wt lic was angrv ! 1 wanted him to
be.  PRut 1 had to keep away from the
lake after that,

* One dav some older ehildren took me
to the hijls back af the tawn to gather
almonds,  Thir Rehum followed ux. 1
han strayed away ram the others a Hitla
dis'anc~. and was s'copinz tn put the
nuts in my backet, swhen he alipped up
behind me, Hor L~ beat mat ]
screamed 89 that the - her ehildren came
running back to me, When he saw them
coming he gave me a great push that
eent me rolling over & rocky bank., It
wasg not very high, but thero were sharp
stones Lelow,

* They thought 1 was dead when thoy
pleked me up. It was months before I
could walk at all ; and I can never be any
better than [ am now. Juat a2 mv father
waz abnut to take me back to Jerusalem,
he teok a sudden fever, and disd. So 1
was left, a poor helples burden for my
aunt tn take care of. It bas been six
years stnee then *

Jorl threw himself full length on the
grase an<d scowled up at the sky.

“Where {s that boy that hurt you *"
askerll Josse,

* Rehum ? questiened Joel, “ T wish
knew.” he muttered fercaly. *“Oh. how
I hate him! I can never be n priest as
mv {ather fntended 1 can never gorve In
the heautiful temple with the white pil-
larg anit golden gtes. I can never be
like other penple, but must drag along.
deformed ard full of pain as long ns ¥
live. And it's al) his fanie **

A suddon gleam 1t up the hinv's eves,
as lightning darts through a s*a=m-clond.

“But T shall have my revenge '™ he
added, c'inching his flete [ eannot Gle
ti1l T have made him feol at lonsgt a tithe
of what I have suffered. * “ An eve for
an eve, and a toath for a tonth ¥ That
is the jeast that can satisfv iva. Oh vou
cannot ‘know how [ len< far that time!
Qften 1 le awake late into the night,
planninc mv reven~s. Then [ far~et how
my barck hurte and my leg niins: then
I forget all the namer 1 have hann eallng,
and the tauntg that make mv tfo a hiar-
dén. But thev all coma back with the
daylight ; and T cinre them up and aldd
them to his arceandy - Far avarvihing he
has made me snfier 1 swear.-hos ahal) nay
for §t four-faid i hix own anfferingr !

Rnth shrank awav. frizhktened by the
wild, Impassioned bhoy, who sat un,
anerilv starfng In frant of him with eves
that saw nnthiue of the sveet rresn-rlad
world araund him. The fare of his ensmy
blofted out all the' sunar Iandicane  Ono
murderous purpode filled him. mind and
soul.

{To be conffnued.)

BE ACCURATE.

Nake it 2 babit to be accurats {n everv-
thing vou dn. Never 1gake a.gin~is g*~p
until vau ar» sure that it.is just ~—7at
You want. Be acourate-la- vour writlo”.
Dot your 8" and ernre vonr “t's” is
what our gehnal tegeder ngad tn din” {a-
10 our ears in onr -hoyqnod davs, and it
taught ns haYwis of accuragy which we
never had ecance tn ragret, In sending
orders to y¥r.; merchant, b ac~ra‘a o
them , pur down {5t whit you wan and
how you want f*, in such nlain language
that you ear't b~ micinderston!  RBe vory
careful {0 get your aldrees right, Rtreet,
number. tnwa. countv. and state and
you wnill sase a great de=] of trondle at
the offer whera, yonr arded {3 reeajved,
A greet deal of the migery In this world
18 cancer]l by 1Rageyrasy” of wast ne sinert
~WVxchange. .. . " ¢ :"
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