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The Caged Eagle.

There wasa very large eagle that
had been kept, in a cage for many

years., The owner at length conclud-
ed to give him his liberty, and at the
appointed time a large number of per-
sons assembled to see him take hisi

!
!

I want, Gh, I want to be there,

Where sorrow and sin bid adieu,

Your joy and your friendship fo share,
‘T'o wonder and worship with you,”
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You remember the gospel writer,
says, ¢ Jesus increased in wisdom and
in stature, and in favour with Gud and
iman;” and though this seems bntscan-
ty information for eighteen long years,
‘much may be inferred from it. De-
pend upor it the home at Nazareth was
a happy place, for holiness was there,
|and holiness is only another name for
ihappiness ; and we can think how Je-
_sus grew to be a man, and now, sub.
i mitting to that good law of Palestine
i which made all parents teach their sons

flight. The door cf"the cage was OPC"“{sonle trade, he toiled all day in the
ed, and the noble bird stepped to the ' orkshop of Joseph, putting honour

threshold, and after deiiberately looking
‘around on those who were standing
there, he spread his wings, made two
or three circles over their heads, and
then darted directly towards the sun,
and was soon lost sight of in the dis-
tance,

The time will soon come, my little

readers, when each one of you will:

take your departure from the body in |
. stary t

which vour sonlis caged ; and perhaps
some of your friends may then stand
by to see you go, and bid vou the last
long farewell. O that God would
graat that you, like the captive eagle,
may, after a parting look at those vou
love, ascend beavenward in your flight,
and stop not till you reach the throuve
of God. As youthink of the holincss
and happiness of hieaveu, may you have
a heart to adopt this sweet langnage of
the poet:
¢ P’m fettered and chained up in clay;

I struggle and pant te be free;

L long to be soaring away,

My God and my Saviour to see:

1want to put on myv attire,

Wasbed white m the blood « f the Lamb ;

1 want to be onc of your choir,

And tunc my sweet harp to his name;

, upon industry, by being called the car-
penter ; and we can think of him, hid-
den from the world, yet making despis-
ed Nazareth a happy spot, by deeds of
mercy and by words of love, and in
his own person destroying the proverb,
“ No good thing can come out of Naz-

rareth.”

The sang of the angels, the shining
he wards of Anna and of Simeon,,
“have been forgotten by all but a few:
the wonder has gone Dby—the glory
~which shone round him when he came,
has died away, but only for a season.
He stands amid the throng, a poor
Galilean peasaut ; the hopeful, the fear-
tul, the devout, the envious, the curi-
vous, the anxious, the oppressed, are
“about him, a0d John, fn Lis solemn,
fearless strain is bidding them repent,
.and take from him the pledge of bap-
“tism, that as soon as the expected Sa-
viour comes, they may be his followers.
While his voice is yet ringing in their
cars, and their expeetations are at the
lighest, his eves fall upon the man of
; Nazarcth, and the tone of his voice is
!changed, and his speech is altered—



