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THE INVITATION.

"Draw rieur with faith, and take th'e tmly-sai r*m«-nt to 
your comfort."— Office r/ the Holy Communion.

Draw near with faith, ; behold the Saviour Hands. 
With tender, yearning heart and outstretched

hands ;
With pleading voice He meekly deigns to crave, 

'"-'Ready to hear, to pity and to save.

Draw near witÿ faith ; leave all thy doubts be
hind ,

Distrust Him not who is so true and kind.
Dratr near, and see thy timid fears grow less— 
He greets with love ; He only wants to bless.

Draw near with faith. Unworthy though thou 
art,

Offer to Him—’ tie all he asks—thy heart ;
Not here He stands to call the righteous home ; 
He calls the sinner. As a sinner, come,

Come with repentance , earnest deep and true ; 
With love to Him to whom all lore is due ; 
Forgiving, as thou art of God forgiven ;
At peace with men, with conscience and with

Heaven.

Draw near with faith ; bring all thy heavy care, 
Thou hast no burden which Ho will not bear,
He knows thy grief, He feels thy bitterest woe, 
Himself hath walked the weary path below.

Draw near with faith ; dost thou not sorely need 
Codxfort and strength thy fainting soul to speed ? 
Draw near, and see how true, how strong His 

heart,
And find the power He only can impart.

Draw near with faith. 0 1 can that voice of love 
One cold or oareleess spirit fail to move 1 
Turn not away ; this pleading call may be 
The last thou canst reject—the last for thee.
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:i Well, where would you like to build ? ” 
said he, very pleasantly.

“ I think we had better build near some 
farmers,” said she.

“ And have boys and cats plaguing us
all the *me ? "

“ I know a place where there are no 
boys, and where the cat is the most amiable 
creature in the world. The prospect is 
very lpeasant, and there are plenty of 
worms on the currant bushes and grape 
^tues in the garden.”

* Well, let us go and see the place.”
So they flew away to Mr. Barclay’s 

Arm-house. There was a row of trees in 
front of the house. In a nest on one of 
these trees Mrs. Robin had been hatched 

t ahd reared. It was natural that she 
desire to return to her native place. 

Mr. Robin was pleased with the situa
tion. He saw that it offered many advan
tages. There was safety froui the hawks 
aid owls to which they were exposed in the 

_jt.
A view of these advantages decided him 

to build on one of these trees, but like some 
other folks, he pretended that he was 
governed wholly by the wishes of his wife.

. If you prefer to build here, my dear, 
Fithall make no objection. I am willing 

fc you should have your own way in the 
matter.”

Mrs. Robin was greatly pleased that she 
' a husband who was so ready to yield to 

" es in regard to the place of build- 
felt that she ought to yield to 
in every thing else, which she

• j ;

ected a branch on which to 
d without delay proceeded to

for build-

Our Father.—That hallowed word is 
beautifully represented by the prophet Jere
miah, as forming the passport to the chil
dren of God—at the gate of heaven-Aits 
utterance, in the case of those destitute of 
all personal claims to admission, unlocking 
the golden portals, and conferring right of 
entrance. How different ou/f Father’s 
house on high, from the Father's home on 
earth ! As years roll on, how sad and 
mournful the family blanks. The empty 
arm-chair, where the venerable parent used 
to sit, tells of one vacancy ; the closed 
book-case, with the dust-covered school 
volumes, tells of another ; the unufced toy 
(most touching of all) tells of another ; 
that portrait on the wall, on which ever 
and again a tearful glance is cast, tells of 

the once joyous register in the

find to place and pay, if this Was incon
sistent, or incompatible with the profession 
anti practice of the religion of Jesus ; but 
from the very warmth and speciality of his 
greetings, he would seem to assure them, 
that if faithful to their great principles, 
theirs was Christianity in its loftiest type 
and form. “ In the world, and yet not of 
it,”—Caesar’s servants, but the uncom
promising haters of Caesar’s sins ! What
ever our worldly callings may be, let us 
not be guilty of uttering the vain and futile 
wish—“ If my lot had been cast otherwise, 
I would have better ..erved my God.” 
Serve Him where you are. Show how 
your Christian graces and principles can 
grow and flourish despite of all difficulties 
and temptations,—the soldier to remain 
the soldier still,—earth’s noblest specimen 
of generous self-sacrifice for the good and 
safety of others ;—but/to* show by^purity 
of conduct, loftiness df principle, kindness

■rarer
While the old women finished sweeping the floor.

Then they crept in as quiet as miee,
All wet with snow and as cold as lee,
For they foand it was better that stormy 
To n« down and sleep than to quarrel anjd fight

another ; the once joyous register in „ . _
old family bible is blotted and sadtieimdfand forgiveness, that 1m is a good soldier
with many a mournful entry—or rather, 
these are transferred to the marble memo
rials of buried affection, crowding the 
silent land of forgetfulness, but not so in 
‘ our Father’s” home. There there will 
be no blanks—no missing names—no har
rowing separations—no memories of buried 
love. But if you would enjoy its privi
leges and immunities, you must “ strive to 
enter in.” The processes in the kingdom 
of grace, as in the kingdom of nature, arc 
developed find matured by the diligent use 
of appointed meanly Indeed, the com
monest occurrences and transactions of 
every-day life remind us that we are under 
an economy of means, and that by forego
ing or rejecting the employment of these, 
we are sure to forfeit the end. A rope 
will save a drowning man, hut he must 
stretch out his hand to grasp jt, otherwise 
he is lost. Thcj^ire-escape will save a man 
enveloped in the flames—the iron ladder 
is shot up by the side of the burning pile, 
and the sleeper, aroused by the crackling 
fire, is told to rush to the provided means 
of safety ; but saved he cannot be if he 
'fold his arms in indifférence and 
himself to his fate. God puts us 
Jacob, at the ladder’s base, and says— 
“ There is the ladder of salvation, but if 
you would reach heaven, you must climb

of Jesus Christ. The shopkeeper to 
remain behind his counter still, but to show 
the power of gospel Motives in deternfined 
hate of underhand dealings, equivocal ways, 
immoral bargains, illicit, trade, knavish 
practices. All professions may thus be 
hallowed and consecrated,— “ Let every 
man wherein lie is called, therein ahi^e 
with God ; ” and this is religion’s loftiest 
manifestation—its most difficut triumph— 
to maintain it, may be, in the midst of an 
ungodly circle of worthless associates, a 
holy, pure, upright, heavenly life.

—We arc (or ought to be) divine artists, 
making the character of the Redeemer our 
study, seeking to transfer, with scrupulous 
fidelity to our hearts and lives, a copy— 
imperfect, indeed, at best it must be—of 
the glorious original. The four Gospels 
are t^e four corridors of a great picture- 
gallery opening into one another. Their 
walls are crowded and frescoed with de
lineations from the story of His life on 
earth,—scenes illustrative of the divine 
virtues of the Shepherd of Israel for ou 
imitation and example. Here is one pici 

resign “ture of matchless humanity,—He is wash-\ 
i, like ing His disciples’ feet. Another,—He is 

weeping with a group of mourners m a 
Jewiflhgfave-yard. Another,—He is bearing 
unmerited indignités in meek, unmurmuring

THE BUILDERS.
A couple of young robins got nkaxried, 

and wanted to go to housekeeping! It is 
a singular fact that robins nevér buy 
houses, nor hire them. They always build 
them. They always build them them
selves, without any help. Why they are 
so particular, I don’t* know, but the fact is 
that they will not live in a house that any 
one else has lived in, er that has been built 
by any claws and beaks but their own. 
They always build their houses after the 
same pattern, and of the same materials. 
One would think that among the great 
numbers who build every spring, some 
would desire to build their houses a little 
different froth others, but they will build 
just alike.

Another singular thing about robins is 
that they must have a new house every 
spring, and move into it. Bat you had 
rather hear about the robins than <"*bout 
houses. .<•

Two young robins, as I said, got married, 
and wanted to go to 'housekeeping. The 
first thing they had to do wajs tg select a 
place for building. “ I think,” said Mr. 
Robin, “ that we had better go away off 
into the woods where the trees are thick 
and Ifrge. We shall be out of the way of 
boys and cats. Boys and cats are very 
bad things for robins. They both can 
climb up to our houses, and they both 
catch and eat young robins when they are 
leaning to fly. I wish there were no boys 
and efits.”

‘•l( don’t like to live away off in the 
woodj,” said Mrs. Robin, “ it will be so 
gloomy and lonesome. The sun don’t 
shine brightly there, and when it rains, it 
takes60 long to dry.”

Mr. Robin was about to say, “Just like 
womtfi who are governed by feeling instead 
of judgment,” but he remembered that he 
was just married, and that persons who are 
just married always wait awhile before they 
speak cross to their wives.

| They needed no furniture except a bed.
This was soon made of hair and of the 

fest wool that could be found sticking on 
tie hushes where the sheep had wandered. 

In a few days there were three or four 
lue eggs in the nest, and not long after, 
ree ox four featherless birds, whose eyes 
ere shut, but' whose mouths were open 
ry wide, whenever they heard anything 
me near their nest.
“ Don’t you think we have a fine 
ily ? ” said Mrs. Robin to her husband. 

“ They look rather scrawny, just now,” 
id he. i3ut you wait till they get their 

feathers on and then you’ll see. I don’t 
believe there was ever a finer set of robins 
hatched.”

This brief conversation was held while 
they were seatejon a limb over their nest. 
They never stopped long to talk, for it 
took them nearly all the time to get food 
enough for their babies.

Just as they were about to start off for 
more food, a large kite lodged in the tree 
at some distance above the nest. They 
did nut know wljat it was. At first they 
thought that it was a great bird—some new 
kind of hawk, and they were very much 
frightened. Mrs. Robin did not take any 
pains to conceal her fear, which was not for 
herself, but for her babies. Mr. Robin 
was quite as much frightened on his own 
account as Mrs. Robin was on account of 
her childreh. He flew to the next tree 
under pretence of getting a better view of 
the strange object, but in reality to be 
further away from it. He was a robin of 
some sense, and soon saw that, whatever it 
was, it was not alive. So he flew back to 
his wife, and told her that it would not 
hurt them—that they must hurry and get 
some food for their children. I suspect he 
was in a hurry to get out of sight of the 
kite. &

While they were gone, the boy to whom 
the kite belonged climbed up into the tree 
after it. In so doing he discovered the 
robin’s nest. “ Good,” said he, “ I am glad 
my kite-string broke ; it has given me a
nest of young robins. I’ll watch you, my 
lads, and when you get your coats on 1 
will take possession of you.”

tie visited the nest every few days, and 
the old birds saw him. They guessed
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