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Paad NE bright, sunny morning
‘X& in the month oi Adar, at
€% B the end of winter, short-
‘1’*'4,! Iy after the little town of

& v e li

M -‘4'.11.1, in Judea, was astir, ther:
trooped from the village a crowd of
ey laughing for sheer
bappiness, if their hearts sang
with the s neing sunbeams
R § ping along the
road ti went, blithe and gay, un-

ne to a great tree by the
where they stopped, and
g about a child in their

procecded to do a strange

til they
lcide,

thing
ning

'('i“\’.\‘ cast their mantles and tu-

ries from them to the ground and
yrostrated themselves before the
une in their midest; then left him,
and, runnis iuto a field, gathered
flowers. ¢ alone, a pen-
youthful face,

rance of an angel
Tirtle their
! ith blo irned
i NI flow

<TE, ( od his he 3

Into his hands they placed a scep
ter of burning gladiolus. And abou.

\""\. N
Q\'..“;'JJ 7

NNy
i1
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Lim they joyously scattered the
fresh, odorous blooms, and while
e smiled upon themn they pro-
<laimed the little playmate, Jesus,

the son of the
their king.

While they delighted in their wor-

village carpenter,

s01p of their little playmate, alcng
the road im the distance could be
seen two men coming, with heads

sorrowflully bent, carrying between
them the dead body of a boy

“What has happened?”’ the
cried

chil-
dren
s "responded one of the men,
"

was pl
and 1 8,
bhoys, robbed the nests of

: forests
like many
some little

yond

birds.

‘Presently, elimbing a tree, he
did put Lis hand into the nest, and
lo! there was lhidden a poisonous
serpent, that sank its fangs into
Lis flesh. 1le guffered terrible agony
and, sliding from the tree, 1 until
he died There we fon him.”

“Come,” the boys said, “and tell
our king.®

Before the crowned one they

ed and told the story
said: “follow me”
they wendod their way
back te woods “Lead us to the
tree,” snid the elifld king. And
there he pavsed
“Oh, treacherous serpent, 1 com-

mand thee to come down,” he called.
And above the nest appeared a
venomous hLead, and soon the long,
glistening body of a deadly

ot
lo?

snake

came writhing down

the trunk.
“Go, suck from that child's
all the poison didst
therein from thy fangs.”
0 the amazement of
their knecs, the Then, drawing away,
it writhed in the agony of its own poison and :\‘hi\'l']t:l]
to death.

hand

hon place

the beholders, who sank on

serpent obeved,

“Arise,” said the child, laying his soft hand
face of the one who seemed dead.

A moment passed. Those nearby looked on breath-
lessly. Then the face of the dead boy broke into a
smile, as though he wer having pleasant dreams, and
he opened his eyes.

on the

It is related in the Arabie Gospel of the Infancy thas
afterward the boy., Simon Zelotes, : the
discipies of Jesus,

Of the days
the four
natural, therefoic
of the Adc

became one of
and doings of the boy Jesus in Nazareth
tell us comparatively little. It was
that this unknown existence
the Christians of the early church

gospels

about

deeply pondered an that the rich imaginations of e
dieval times shonld have woven a vesture of tradition-
ary lore

The holy family returned from 1 when . S was
old enough to walk. In m of the old pictures we
see the Uivine Child leading mule or clinging close
to his wother. Of that early life in the land of the Pyr
amids, too, eariy tradition has woven a pleasing fabrie

of legends,

* oldest of these is the ancient belief that

blessed Moary placed the clothing of the

holy 1 to dry the barren limbs burst into
bioom.

Another is that when the child wandered into the for

est, where lions and pant} and all manner of wild

beasts lived, they came forth to do him

Still another, tha ; the flight from Bethlehem,
wien Hered pursued i, mow s opened to receive
Jeseph and Mary and (le holy babe into a secure ref-
uge; that on hot days. as they reposed under trees, the
boughs bent over to shield them from the sun, and that
as they passed along flowers sprang up in their path-
way fvom the arid and that the barren desert
bloomed where they ced it

It iz told that when they journeyed through a forest
all the trees bowed low in worshiv of the Holy One that

homage.

. Qur

passed by, and that only one iree-—the aspen—held
aloof, prowegl and scornful. It s algo related that the
babe gazed upon the tree ana that, overcome wit!: ter-

ror, it began to tremble, and sas trembled ever sit. e

Oniy the aspen

Scorning 2o join

Butl see, e ¢
’ Struck to th

siood erect and free,

the iceless worship pure;
ok upon the tree,
she trembled evermore.,

It is also told that when the holy family came In
sight of the sphinx the great beast told the eternal se-
cret, and as they passed the temples the o\d gods fell
from their thrones.

And. coming nigh t
\Where stands the ho

Cut in black porphyry,
- Fell from his scat

its mighty god,
prodigious, feared,

Scme writers of old say that the holy child never
went to school. They love to write of his wandering
alcne into the forests and talking to the birds and in-
secle. And they tell how dumb beasts were endowed
with epeech when he was with them.

Many old legends concern the early schooling of the
boy Christ. It is related that when a child he was taken
to Zaccheus, who began to (ry to teach him the alphabet.

“My teacher,” the marvelous boy fs said to have
wtered, “thou wouldst teach me, but I shall teach thee.”

And then, while the old man iigtened, thunderstruck,
ba repeated an alphgbel which the cther had never
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learned. He told

Zaccheus he had RIS T LN THE TEPOLE 7
lived from all T PO PTOR.S 2
time and knew (Barneing by AOEALRNN I
all things. Zac-

cheus, amazed,

declared he could teach the child nothing.

Some of the legends, as unworthy as the minds that
created them, tell that the child struck his teacher dead.
Others tell of his ivflicting playmates with death and
blindnec In the world of legendary lore, where one
stories  ingenuously simple and charming, it is to
ected, also, that there are crude and cruel tra-

ditions.

According to some stories, the children of Nazareth
must have found Jesus a wonderful playmate. There
was hardly #ny wish of theirs which he did not fulfiil.
One day, it is told, scme of the little ones wished for
fruit

% T would like an apple!™ said one.

som:e figs!” rejoined another

“How I would love some citron and grapes!" quoth
i third,

Jesus looked upon them and they all seemed so hun-

ixious that he made a sign in the air and
¢ word. And lo!
sprout

d 5ot

A green

curled from the ground ’ale green
leaves burst forth. The plant rose up and up and up.

‘OL!” gasped all the children with great wonder, as
before their gaze the plant rose, higher and higher,
spreading ovt limbs—growing larger and stronger, and
blooming with flowers. Then the tree, as they looked,
bore fruit-—apples and citrons, and grapes and figs and
whatever their hearts wished.

Here is another story of those childhood days:

A houge was being built near the small and nmodest
home of the holy family. One day a great uproar arose
and Joseph, stepping from his carpenter shop, saw that
a man had wallen from the roof and had been killeq.

“Alas! Mary,” he =aid, entering the shop, where Jesus
was playing, “a man has fallen and broken his limbs;
methinks he is dead.”

Springing from the floor, the child, with an expression
of great solicitude on his face, rushed into the street
The little crowd parted before him.

He peered into the white face of the dead man.
his voice rang clear and sweet:

“l1 say unto thee, arise and do thy work.”

The dead man’s eyes opened, the blood disappeared
from his frce and his injuries healed. And he arose and
went back o his task.

Then

At another time Jesus was playing with some chil-
dren on a roof—one of those simple, childigh games like
that of “tag” to-day. The children were very happy until
one, falling at full length, went tumbling over the para-
pet. A cry arose. Peering over the stone wall, the face
of Jesus turned white—his little playmate was dead.

Imagine his distress when the parents of the child ap-
peared and accused Jesus of having pushed the little
playmate over the wall! Imagine the anguish of Joseph
and Mary at the grave accusation! Then Jesus, turning
to the dead child, called:

“Zeno! Zeno! Arise!
I east thee down.”

And Zeno arose, laughing, clasping and kissing the
hand of Jesus, murmuring tenderly, gratefully:

“No, no! Thou didst not cast me down.”

Until hig manhood, when he began his mission, it is
belleved he plfed the trade of carpenter. Many, indeed,
are the storfes of his life in {he carpentey shop of Naz-
aretl:.

Arise, Zeno, and tell them if
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“But w weepest thou?” asked
Jesus, who was with him. “This
is readily amended. Be at peace.”

Then he directed Joseph to hold
one end of the throne, while he
took hold of the other. B»th pulied,
and behold! the throne assumed
the proper size,

One Sabbath morning, with a
half-dozen playmates, the child
Jesus, one old legend runs, went to
play by the banks of the River Jor

ay

dan. There had been a heavy rain
the night before, and the tall trecs
were still dripping and the sand

on the sand, the little
ones w to fashion, chiidren
wise, animals of various kinds

nd
ised
the

Jesus, fashioning dogs and c:
all manner of wild things, 1
his hand and spoke—and, lo,
animais of sand lived and moved.

The children shouted. Their
laughter of delight rang through
the [resh morning air. Some of
the animals ran away, others were
changed into sand again.

Then digging his small hands in-
to the sand, the child said: bt

“I'll make 12 sparrows.”

And he sat them i a
fore hix.

By this time several Pharise
who had seen the children playir
happily on the Sabbath, returned
with Joseph, whom they eaid
should censure Jesus.

“Thou are breaking the Sabbath

row be

my child,” said the old man.

The child pondered, looked at the
birds of his creation, then rising,
he

Clapped His hands and lo!
They chirruped, spread their wings
and flew away

In these old legends there Is a
great deal of the fanciful, the leg-
end of the boy and the animals of
sand shows the quaint conceits of
the carly Christians, who delighted
in miracles and whose imagination
was excited by this unknown period
of the Saviour's life.

One can wel! imagine him as
child wandering away from N

eth, all alone, and sitting by the
Jordan or forest streams and com-
muning of the great things that
came to nim.

He could not have heen like otl

er children, for he was wise beyond
his years. One can i, as
fadr the lilies and roses them
selves, caressing the flowers as he
passed by in the meadows of Ju-
dea, and of his sitting crowned in
an aureole of sunbeams, listening
to the divine rapture of the birds
singing their morning hymns.

He must oiten have been alone
for with the petty quarrels of the
other children of the town, with
the little rivalries of his relatives.
he could have had little sympathy.

see

CHHE CQHLLDOEOOr OF? CHRlS7
(PAcnting &> ZoOSAAVN) *

Many are the tales they
he made when he was but
must have been, and early
bis foster father, Joseph.

Jeseph, we learn, from these legemds, was none too
Pood a carpenter——that is, judged by the modern stand-
ards of carpentering. Often he would cut pieces of wood
that were too long or too short; for his means of meas-
urement were faulty. What, then, did Jesus do but take
the wood and stretch it or shorten it to the desired
length.

tell of the wonderful things
a little boy. Precocious he
he became indispensable to

People told

Strange tales of those hid days—now, at his toil,

Touching plank, it stretehed to rightful length,
Or ned at his will—the dead wood quick
To lve again and serve him, }

In those days, it is related, Joseph was awarded a
commission to make a throne for a king at Jerusalem.
It was to be an elaborate affair, as all thrones are, with
great arms and twisted legs and grotesque carvings—one
of those things only kings like to sit in.

Jesus spent much time watching Joseph hewing and
carving the wood. Joseph worked patiently from morn-
ing until night and the work required two whole years.
And then, imagine the poor carpenter’s disappointment
when it was taken to Jerusalem and he discovered that
It was too small for its place.

2 Alas! he had made a grave error. Yes, they had
given him the right dimensions, but, as it often happened,
and carpenters do still, he made the mistake. Two en-
tire years of labor wasted! The poor man was discon-
solate.

Doubtless as a child, his poet’s sout
soared into the skies, and his seer's
7! vision saw the future fn the cumu-
lus clouds. All great souls live alone, and are lonely in
the inidst of men. About a beautiful life humanity loves
to build legends, and the simple life which leads to spir-
itual greatness must to men be made unusual with a halo
of miracles.

Many stories are told of (he child Jesus having ralsed
people from the dead in the little known days of his
childhood. It is related, too, that when his parents took
him to Jerusalem—on the same journey when he had
the famous discussion with the learned doctors in the
temple—he pausged at the sight of Jerusalem, and a spir-
it of propheey revealed to him its doom.

Prophetic Beethoven.

Has anyone remarked on the startling resemblance to
the sharp toot of a motor horn of those four-times repeated
double notes in Beethoven's “Second Symphony,” which
demonstrates how a great imaginative genius may be far
ahead of his contemporaries? The classic example &
Shakespeare and the telegraph. When these familiar notes
are heard in the symphony the audience may be seen to
look anxiously over the shoulder and prepare to cut and

run—Londen Chronicle, <@
= L A
All Going Out.
Judge (sternly)—Three times in a month! What do yow

make of this, sir?

‘Rastus (apologetically)—'Deed 1 doan make nufin’. You
fellows up here seem to be de only ones dat get any 'cuni
ary profit out of hauling me up.—Puck.



