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That my weak hand may equal my firm faith,
And my life practise more than my tongue
That my low conduct may not show,
Nor my relenting lines,
That I thy purpose did not know,
Or overrated thy designs ."

saith ;

The last of the four orisons is written in a singularly

calm and healthful spirit, and contains this petition .

'' My Father!

	

I now come to thee with a desire to thank
thee for the continuance of our love, the one for the other. I
feel that without thy love in me, I should be alone here in the
flesh.

	

I cannot express my gratitude for what thou hast been
and continuest to he to me.

	

But thou knowest what my feel
ings are .

	

When nought on earth seemeth pleasant to me, thou
dost make thyself known to me, and teach me that which is
needful for me, and dost cheer my travels on .

	

I know that thou
hast not created me and placed me here on earth, amidst its toils
and troubles, and the follies of those around me, and told me to
be like thyself, when I see so little of thee here to profit by ;
thou hast not done this, and then left me to myself, a poor,
weak man, scarcely able to earn my bread .

	

No ; thou art my
Father, and I will love thee, for thou didst first love me, and
lovest me still .

	

We will ever be parent and child .

	

Wilt thou
give me strength to persevere in this great work of redemption .
Wilt thou show me the true means of accomplishing it. . . . I
thank thee for the knowledge that I have attained of thee by
thy sons who have been before me, and especially for him who
brought me so perfect a type of thy goodness and love to men.
. . . . I know that thou wilt deal with me as I deserve . 1
place myself therefore in thy hand, knowing that thou wilt keep
me from all harm so long as I consent to live under thy protect-
ing care."

Let these few scattered leaves, which a chance, (as men
say, but which to us shall be holy, brought under our eye
nearly at the same moment, stand as an example of innu-
merable similar expressions which no mortal witness has
reported, and be a sign of the times.

	

Might they be sug-
gestion to many a heart of yet higher secret experiences
which are ineffable!

	

But we must not tie up the rosary
on which we have strung these few white beads, without
adding a pearl of great price from that book of prayer, the
"Confessions of Saint Augustine."
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To Shurkgleare.

'° And being admonished to

	

reflect upon

	

myself, I

	

entered
into the very inward parts of my soul, by thy conduct ; and I was
able to do it, because now thou wert become my helper .

	

1 en-
tered and discerned with the eye of my soul, (such as it was,) even
beyond my soul and mind itself the Light unchangeable. Not
this vulgar light which all flesh may look upon, nor as it were a
greater of the same kind, as though the brightness of this
should he manifold greater and with its greatness take up all
space .

	

Not such was this light, but other, yea, far other from
all these .

	

Neither was it so above my understanding, as oil
swims above water, or as the heaven is above the earth .

	

But
it is above me, because it made me ; and I am under it, be-
cause I was made by it.

	

He that knows truth or verity, knows
what that Light is, and he that knows it knows eternity, and it
is known by charity .

	

0 eternal Verity! and true Charity! and
dear Eternity! thou art my God, to thee do I sigh day and
night. Thee when I first knew, thou liftedst me up that I
might see there was what I might see, and that I was not yet
such as to see.

	

And thou didst beat back my weak sight upon
myself, shooting out beams upon me after a vehement manner,
and I even trembled between love and horror, and I found my-
self to be far off, and even in the very region of dissimilitude
from thee ."

TO SHAKSPEARE.

As the strong wind that round the wide Earth blows,
Seizing all scents that shimmer o'er the flowers,
The sparkling spray from every wave that flows
Through the proud glory of the summer hours,
Sweet questioning smiles, and gentle courteous glances,
The stately ship that stems the ocean tide,
The butterfly that with the wild air dances,
And radiant clouds on which the Genii ride,
Bearing all these on its triumphant way,
Sounding through forests, soaring o'er the sea,
Greeting all things which lovi the joyous day,
In life exulting freest of the free ;
Thus do thy Sonnets, Shakspeare, onward sweep,
Cleaving the winged clouds, stirring the mighty deep.
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