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THE INVITATION.

1
“Draw near with faith. and take th's holy-sacrament to
your comfort.”— Office of the Holy Communion.

Draw near with faith, ; behold the S8avfour stands,
With tender, yearning heart and outstretched
hands;

With pleading voice He meekly deigns to crave, |

‘\”R«dy to Hear, to pity and to save.

Draw pear with faith: leave all thy doubts be-
hind,

Distruet Him not who is g0 true and kind.

Draw near, and see thy timid fears grow less—

He greets with love ; He only wants to blese.

Draw near with faith.
art,

Offer to Him—’ tis all he asks—thy heart;

Not here He stands to call the righteous home ;

He calls the ginner.

Unworthy though thou

As a sinner, come,

Come with repentance , earnest deep and true;

With love to Him to whom all love is due;

Forgiving, as thou art of God forgiven;

At peace with men, with conscience and with
‘Heaven.

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

Draw near with faith ; dost thou not sorely need

Corhfort and strength thy fainting soul to epeed ?

Draw near, and see how true, how strong His
* heart,

And find the power He only can impart.

Draw near with faith. 0! can that voice of love
One cold or carelesss spirit fail to mcve ?

of «

—

~ Qur FAmHER~—That hallowed word is

beautifally
miah, a8 forming the passport to the chil-
dren of God—at the gate of heaven—its
utterance, in the case of those destitute of
all personal claims to admission, unlocking
the golden portals, and cooferring right of
entrance. How different owy 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 unuked toy
(most touching of all) tells of another;
that portrait on the wall, on which ever
and again & tearful glnuce is cast, tells of
another ; the once joyous register in the
old famlly bible is blotted and saddened
with many a mournful entry—or rather,
these are transferred to the marble memo-
rials of buried affection, crowding the
silent land of forgetfulnes~ but not =o in
“our Father’s” home. There there will

be no blanks—no missing names—no har- | P

rowing separations——no memories of buried
love. Baut if you would enjoy its privi-
leges and immunities, you must “strive to
enter in.”” - The processes in the kingdom
of grace, a8 in the kingdom of nature, are
developed #nd m'mged by the diligent use
of appointed meant. 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, but he must
stretch out his hand to grasp {t, otherwise
he is lost. Thefire-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 prov:ded means
of safety; but saved e cannot be if he
Jold his arms in indifference and resigntt
himself to his fate. God puts us, like
Jacob, at the ladder’'s base, and says—
“ There is the ladder of salvatxon but if
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f i ﬂne very warmth and apoculitg

ings, he would scem to assure %
that if faithful to their great
theirs was Christianity in its loamt type |
and form. ‘“In the world, and yet uot of
it,”—Caesar’s servants, bu,t the uficom-
promising haters of Caesar’s sins | What-
ever our worldly callings may be, let us
not be guilty of uttering the vain and fatile
wish—* If my lot had been cast otherwise,
[ 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 telmptations,—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 of principle, kindness
and 10r"nene&g that he is a good soldier
of Jesus ‘Christ.  The shopkeeper to
remain behind his counter still, but to show
the power of gospel Motives in determfined
hate of underhand dealings, equivocal ways,
immoral bargaing, illicit, trade, knavish
All professions may thus be
hallowed and consecrated,— “ Let every
man wherein he is called, therein abide
with God; ” and this is rchmon s loftiest
manifestation—its most difficut trinmph—
to maintain it, may be, in the midst of an
ungod!ly circle of worthless associates, a
holy, pure, upright, heavenly life.

—We are (or ought to be) divine artists,
making the character of the Redeemer our
study, e&kmw to transfer, with serupulous
fidelity to our hearts and lives, a copy—
imperfect, indeed, at best it must be —of
the glorious ormml The four Gospels
are the four corridors of a great picture-
gallery opening into ove another. Their
walls are crowded and frescoed with de-
lineations from the story of His life on
earth,——scenes illustrative of the divin
virtues of the Shepherd of Israel for ou
imitation and example. Here is one pic
bture of matchless humanity,—He is wash-
ing His disciples’ feet. Another,—He is
weeping With a group of mourners i a
Jewishgrave-yard. Another,—Heis bearing

yractices.

yaou would reach heaven, you must climb
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THE BUILDE}__IS. : ;- :

A couple of young robins got mparriec
and tedtogotoho\mkao g t‘i.

lar fact that robins nevér buy
hon , nor hire them. They always
them. They always bmld’ ﬁem hem-
selves, without any help. hy they are
so particular, I don'h know, but the faot 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.
'1‘yhey always build their houses after the
same pattern, and of the same materials,
One would think that smong the grut
numbers who build every spring, som
would desire to build their houses a lmle
differént from others, but they will build
just alike.

Another singular thing about roblm is
that t.hey must have a new house m
spring, and move into it. But yo
 rather hear about the robins than
 houses,

Two young robins, as I said, got mnl’ed
and wanted to go to ﬁ)usekeopmg. The
first thing they had to do was tq seleet a
place for building. ¢ I think," “Mr.
Robin, “that we had better go '”ﬂ off
into the woods where the trees are thick
and large.  We shall be out-of the way of
boys/and cats. Boys and cats are very
bad &hmgs for robins. They both: can
chm‘ up to our houses, and they both
catchland eat young robins when they are
learning to fly. I wish there were 0o -boys
and chts.”

“1 don’t like to live away off h the
woodd,” said Mrs. Robin, “it will be so
gloony and lonesome, 'The sun don’t
shmeE'lghtly there, and when it raims, it
takes 8o long to dry.” :

M1 Robin was about to say, “J
woméa who dre governed by feeling
of judgment,” but he remembered
was just married, and that persons who are
just married always wait awhile beforg they
speak cross to their wives, :

——e— |
““ Well, where would yuu like to build ?”

., said he, very pleasantly.

“1 thmk we had better build near sone

farmers,” said she.

“ And have boys and cats plaguing us

o | all the Yime ? "
" “I koow a place where there are no
h}l, and where the cat is the most amiable

¥ tion. Hesawthatl
-. ,' y from the hawks
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oreature in the world. The prospect is

Avery “lpeasant, and there are plenty of

41 “

ms on the currant bushes and grape
ln the garden.”
y let s go and see the place.”

flew away to Mr. Barclay's
: ’I'mlle There was a row of trees in
ese trees Mrs. Robin had been hatched
« ahd reared. It was natural that she
ould desire to return to her native place.
i Mr. Robia was pleased with the situa-
flered many advan-

owh to whi'ch they were exposed in the

view of these advantages decided him
ild on one of these trees, but like some
er folks, he pretended that he was
overned wholly by the wishes of his wife.

3;:? If you prefer to build here, my dear,

Il make no objection. I am WIIlmw
o -w Il should have your own way in the

% Bobm was greatly pleased that she

a husband who wusomdyto‘yxeldto
ishes in d to the place of build-
felt she ought to yield to
&’mrytlmg wlnch she

ofest wool that could be found sticking on
Bushes where the sheep had wandered.

In a few days there were three or four
ne eggs in the nest, and not long after,

’ ":, ree or four featherless birds, whose eyes

ere shut, bt~ whose mouths were open
ry wide, whenever they heard anything
gome near their nest. r

| “Don’t you think we have a fine
mily ? 7 said Mrs. Robin to her husband.
“ They Jook rather scrawny, just now,”
sgid he. ‘But you wait till they get their
féathers 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 seated-on a limb over their nest.
They never stopped long to talk, for it
took them nearly all the time to "ct food
e | 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 not know what it was. At flrst they
y | thought that it was a great bird—some new
kind of hawk, and they were very much
t | frigntened. Mrs. Robin did not take any
pains to conceal her fear, which was not for
herself, but for her babies. Mr. Robin
was qnite 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 gev 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 I

will take zésslon of you.'
He visifed the nest every few days, and

the old birds saw him. They guessed

; t of the house. In a nest on one of

miooﬁ mdo o‘flmr and of the'
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