
FAMILY READING.

against God ; ycr soul didn't cr.y out to have 1Min glorifiod, whatee beca ie o'
y!Likes onough, ye went to God feeling thit ye was Squire Phielan and no

nîcan min ; and that it %vas great condescension in ye to seek Ilis face. But ye'l
niver lind the Lord so, sir, said the boy.

' low did you go to Mlin, Put? askod the squire.
«Meseif is it, sir? Like the poor, iniserable, sinful child that 1 was. l 'in

evil altogethf y,» 1 said, " and as ignorant as a boust before Vice; ignorant of ail
tbat's hooly, but wise enough in whiat is unhuoly. 1 sin in ten thousand ways,
and bas no claimi on God's pity. If lie send my soul to biell," I said - IIe'll do
only righit; but it'e to heaven I wants to go, wliere Jesîs is, and 'wçhere tlîere's nu
sin. If ye take me, Lord, it must bejust as I anm, for I ean niver inake rneself a
wbit botter."'

' Patsy, niy boy,' said the squire, ' you talk like a bishop ; but, af'ter al], you
are only a poor lierd's boy, and ay be mistaken in this inatter. What would
you do thon ?'

' Ocli, sir, that, cannot be, for I have the word o' God IIinself, and that can
niver faîlI,' replied the boy.

But you inay mistake tlîe reaning of' the words on wlîîch yuu build yuur
fati'suc-gestod the gentleman. Z
Ocli, y-otr ivorship, when it iti 8o plain, liow could any ore help coin pre len ding

it?' asked the boy. 'Sure, doesa't it say just hiere-atnd P.itsy turned the leaves
rapidly over tili lie camie to the place hie sougb-It-" a wayfaring man, tbiuugh a
fool"--and I'mn not so had as that yet-"« need not err therein ?" '

'And bow did you bring your mmnd to beliove this, first, boy V'asked the squire.
' Sure, I didn't bring my mmnd at ail, sir. 1 just read the words o' Jesuq, and

bolaved theni 1 1 was lost, and HIE found rme and bld me followe fimi; and su I
did, and that's aIl I can tell aboot it.'

' And you feel quite sure you have a new hoart, do you ?' askcd tlie gentleman.
'I1 feel it's not at ail the samne heart that used to beat in my bosom, sir. When

I bad tlîe ould beart, sir, I hated every body as war botter off aur rnesilf. When
l'd be trudgeing, coid and hungry, tlîrougli the bog, I'd often sc your illigLlOt
Young sons, an the bieir o' Sir Rubert, nîounted un their fine borses; thon the
uuid heart in me ivouid speak out almost aloud, " Bad Itick to flic proud young
spalpeens!1 Wliy warn't 1 bora tlîe ginflemnan, and theinselves digging, uî:skle
deep, in tlîe bog, or herding the cattle ?" And once I mind mie 1 looked after
tbem as tlîey dasbed down the lill, %visling the royal gley wouh t. your hoir,
sir, over bis hoad, and bring bis pr.d don'add the boy.

I neyer nei', Pîatsy, that there was so much malice in your ]îeari,' exclaimed
the squire.

' Odi, sir, and it',- not ail claned out intireiy yet,' auswerod thîe boy. ' But I
gives it no rest, for l'Il niver sheiter ain iiniiny o' Jesus here in peace;' and tlue
puor boy snicte lus breast.

'Anîd bov do you feel towards my brave boys noiw, Patsy?' aslcod the squîire.
' Ilow do I féei noiw, is it ? Och, sir, but I love the tory sound o' the lioofs th't

bxýin«q thein hunent me. I cries out, " Lord, love the jewels 1 Give tlîem every
blcssiîîg Thou hast to give beiow, but don't bc pnttiag flîei off -%Yitb eartlîly good;

givie thiiet Thy -race now; and afuer thuis a inansion botter thian flie Hll, une tlîat
wii 1o bcternal in flic heavens." 'Ded, sir, I loves the wliuie world nio%, and l'ia
just the bappiost lad in aIl Korry. I don't eîîvy thîe young Prince nor onybody
else, but nîind nîy cattle wid a bieart full o' blessed tliougbts. And, sir, if Yer go
to Jesus liko the poor needy sinner ye are, noi lh/c Srjiiire J>hclan, ie'll tako ye tuo
for Ilis own, and then ye'll know -tblat the new lîoart is like.'
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TUIE WORM ATi TuE ROOT.
A young sapling, slonder, fair, to thue oye perfect and pronhibing, stood in a1

mursery of penches by the side of fuII-grown, fru it-beariagý trocs. lt lookcd upon
the downy, gold, and crimson ponchos ripening above it la the autunin sun witlî


