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LITTLE PAT.

Pat is one of the * characters’ of the
rageed-school, und a geueral fuavorite.
He comes striding in, tosses aside his
cup, aund with his bared fect, dishevelled
bair, and tattered garments, stunds a
perfect picture of the child of the wutreet.
Pat’s own briet description of the em-
ployment of his parents gives us some
littie insight into the child's sad history.
He suy, < My father digs in_the drain,
and my mother drinks.”” We have no
doubt the father often neglected his
work to assist his wife, and we can ima-
gine, between them, what kind of a
bome they furnished for their child.
We sce that the boy has passed through
no gently caressed and sweetly cherish-
vd infaney, and his earliest childhood
has been & seuson of hardship. No
wonder that his little feet, as soon as
they could totter across the threshold,
escaped from the dingy room into the
bright sunshine, and loved to linger in
the strcets. At an age when children
of gentler parentage are led carefully by
a guiding hand, poor little Pat was jost-
ling along in the crowd ; and when night
drew near, and more blest children were
softly sung tu sleep by a mother’s sweet
voice, our little boy often wandered in
the dark, chill gloom. Why should
he wish to go to the place he called
home? No mother’s caress awaited his
rcturn; no father’s kind voice would
rreet the coming feet of his little son.
ﬁ‘he neglected child was left in the city
thoroughfares, to find hi§ amuscment,
and to receive his education.

With a shout and a bound, Pat threw
his little body, and his soul too, into
every street excitement. Ilis voice was
the first to echo the alarm of fire down
the street; he rolled back his sleeves,
and clenched his fists, fur anybody's
fight ; he buttoned up his ragged jacket
and marchnd energetically whenever the
soldiers appeared ; flung up hisold cap,
and joined in the patriotic hurrah ; and
his eyes sparkled as he danced on the
cellar doors to the recl of the street or-
gran.  Natarally, the boy had many no-
bic qualities : and with all his raga-
muffin pranks, one might perceive that
there were lid away, in his childish
breast, seeds which, if properly matured,

would bring forth an abundunt harvest
of nohle fruits. But now, how the
weeds were springing up, how fast the
adversary was sowing the tares, leaving
no room fur goud sced to grow !

The street is a bud schoul, full of
wicked teuchers, and our poor little Pat
was an apt scholar.  He was wmaking
fearfully rapid progress, when a kind
hand was put out, and he was led lov-
ingly to a hetter cchoel.

T'he school was something quite new
to the buy, and. at first, he did not un-
derstand what it all meant, and hardly
fancied its exercises But soun he be-
gan to love the kind voices that spoke to
him there, and to understand the teach-
er’'s gentle wordsubout God and Licaven.
The listening face and quiet manner
proved that a good iuflucnce was at
work ; and now little Pat is clussed
amongsi the good scholars, and is a spe-
cial tavorite.  Biore than oue pereon has
predicted 2 noble manhood for the boy,
if Gud shall spare his life, notwithstand-
ing the adverse circumstances of his
childhood.

Some time ago, Pat's seat was vacant
at the school for several Sabhaths, and
the vigilant Superintendent, missing his
little protcge, went to look for him ; but
finding that his parents had moved from
their former residence, he did not know
where further to seek him.

But one duy, as he was walking along
the street, he beard his name called, and
Pat’s hand was gladly thrust into his.

“ Why, my boy, where have you been?
I have been looking for you,’ the teach-
er exclaimed.

** ’'ve moved, sir,”’ Pat answered,
and mentioned the name of the street in
which he was Jiving.

‘“But why don’t you come to Sab-
bath-school ?  Xou are nearer now than
you were before.”’

¢¢ [ can’t come, sir, because I Jive vp
siairs,”’ he said, with a comical expres-
sion upon his fuce.

¢ What difference does that make,
Pat—living up stairs 7"’

¢ You koow sir, I used to live down
stairs before, and when mother locked
me up, to keep me from going to Sab-
bath-school, 1 used to Jump out the



