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PATSY AND THlE SQUIRE.

Patsy O'Blane was a poor ragged boy, living on a wild Irish moor. Hie folded
the sheep, stacked the peat, and dug the potatoes, without hut or shoes, for ho
owned neither. lIe also cooked the food, and swept the clay floor, while his
father herded the cattie of the squire, -whlo owned ail the lands and cottages around
thiem. Theirs -%as a poor dwelling, withi its one only window, and with the thatcb
falling frora the roof; but it was home, and therefore dear to them.

Dan O'Blane owned one book, the Bible, a'hich lie and littie Patsy dearly
loved, for it had raised thorn froni the dust to bo 'kings and priests unto God.'

One evening, as Patsy sat at the door, with his pet lamb at his side, and bis
Bible on bis knee, awaiting the return of his iather, hie beard the loud voice of
the blunt but good-natured squire.

'Put, îny boy,' hie sbouted. ' leave that great book for priests and bishops to
rend, and go lrnting. -with O'Rooke's boys.!

'Please, yer honour,' said Patsy, ' I'm forbid o' my f'ather to go wid thora sanie
at ail, for they takes tbe name o'God in vain.'

'But yýou can go hunting with them without swearing,' said the gentleman.
'Ah, sir, 1 kytow it's not ensy to go into the fire without being burned,' replied

the boy. e

'iVell nîy good fellow what do you find in that great book ? Witli ail niy
]earning, I don't understand hiaîf of it,' said the squire.

'And noiw, yer honour, doesn't yer own word shiow, low thrue this book i%?'
asked Pat; for it says, "lie biath hiddeài these things frora the wise and prudent,
and revealed them unto babesV" Thiere's ye, sir, as ricli as the kin g, and as wise
as a bishop, ye aren't sure that ît's God's word at ail; and heres us, as poor as
!ny lamb Betty, and not much iriser, we belaves every word o' it, and takes it
into our heart, and makes it our mate and our drink. So, after ail, begging yer
pardon, we is richer nor ye. Only last night, when ye aLnd yer cornpany iras
feasting and binging at the Hall, fither said lie iras amazed, at the -race of God
that made hira an d ye Lu differ. This poor cabin iras a littie hecaven, sir. yesterday,
wiren some o' the poor people left the foolisb mass to heur father read how Josus
came to, preach the Gospel to the poor, and to open boaven to tbom.'

'Don't you think Dan ivould change places with me, boy, seul and bod.y?"
asked tho squire, smiling.

'Whiat, sir, seli heaven, where niothor and the baby is, and give up Christ?
Och, no, sir; ye haven't gold enougli to buy the new heart out o' Dan O'Blane,'
answered the bo 'y, folding tho Bible to bis breast.

'hIow can these things bo!' exclaimied the squire.
'Ye mmnd me, yer honour, o' the ruler o' the Jewvs, who crept to Jesus like a

thafe by night. Rie too asked, - Ilow can those things be ?" irben Jesus told hini,
"Ye must ho bora gari" said Patsv.

'uni can you prove, boy, that a man is boriz agaii, as you eall the change you
talk about?' usked the squire.

' Jesus didn't try to prove it to the ruler, sir, nor wili I to ye. If ye see a mani
îvalking on the bighway, ye don't bid him sto~p and prove to ye that hoe iras ever
born, fur ye knows he iras, or lie would'nt ho thore alive,' replicd Patsy. ' So irben
ye see one like. father, once dend in sin, noir alive and wai.kii< in theroad toheaven,
you may know he's bora again iidout bim proving it to ye, sir.'

Tbe scoffer's smile faded frora the lip of the gentleman, as ho stood bef'ore this
poor child, wvho evidently pitied him. «'Pat,' hoe said, «'thore iras a time irben I
wunted tlis samefaiithimyself. I liad nothing to ask for liere, but 1 knew I could nlot
carry my treasures to etornity; so I wanted somethiag beyond. I asked Goa for
this neir beart, and Ife didn't hear my prayer, as your fatlior said lie would.

'Och, sir, but ye asked anîiss-ail froi sclfisliness!1 Yo irar rich noir, and
wanted to ho se for evor. But ye warn't rich at beart, because ye liad ainned


