“@ast thysclf vown,”

(““ Persuadere potest, privcipitare non poteat.”™)

He can persuade thee to the sin;
He can assume an angel's guise,
To cheat thine inesperienced ey e,
And flatter thee to let him in.

He can suggest the el thouzht—
1 thou mit His beloved ¢luld,
Why hath Ile left thee i the wild ¢

Is not His promise come to nought .

He can allure thee to the height—
¢ Cast thy sell’ down—11is angel bands
Will bear thee safely in ther hands,
Thy lfe s precious in s sight )"

He canin gorgevt, Lrizht anay,
The gloves of the world unroll,
o hitbe thine unsuspedting soul,
And Tee thee fiom the heavenly wov,

“ One act of homage done to me—
Do but confess wy name Divine—
Call me Lord Satan ! all is thine,

Far as the straining eye can sce!”

Thus he can work thee much annoy ;
But st thune own detorned will
He hath no power to do thee ill—

Thou only canst thy=olf destioy.

A mightier One controls Lis spite—

He can sugaest, seduce, betray—

He cannot taree thee from the way,
Nor cast thee headlong from the benght,
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Ry nhevitance,

“Se contenter d'un jardin—mon jardin est paitout.”

Oxce T was baiely, utterly poor,
From band to mouth, eained bardly a
groat,
Had nothing to love, and nothing to

own, .
Save a little flower in a pot.

That litide plant was a worid to we,
House aud goods, and landed estate;
You may smile, but the difference is vot
much
Between things little aud gicat!

¢« Little flower you are al I my own!
Satc for we, or you are 0 =mall ;

God has tal.en the rest, but the Morciful
Takes never a poor wan's all.”

Early at momn, aud late at might,

Came its delicate odour ficsh to me.
“ Bless God,” 1 s2id, « for the 1leasuie

e gives

Which se sweetiy waketh me.”
Humble I was, and soft, for [ said

¢ None will rob me, then, of my prize,
None will blast nie wath bitter woids,

Nor blight with envivus eyes.”

So I wenttomy work with any casy step,
Glad and strung with the seuct dhas i,
Yooris the worl *hat s Over wroughy

When no love aerses the anm !
® v * *

Not suddenly, for I had time—
Time to ery with anguish and tears—
My httie tlower was taken from me:
Surely the Mcrciful stopped his ears.

For I cried in bitter anguish and giief,
It is such a little thung to deny.
Spare me Lut this” But the prayer
was lost:
I caw 1t witker and die.

“ Now," caid a voice, “thou Last no-
thing to lose,
Curse your pitiless God and dic.
My heart stood still, but Theard ac
Eie | could fiame a reply—

in,

¢ Child, look out at the sunset shy,
Gold, and scarlet, and aicnmgg blie,

Tupas, and ruby, and cuctald wolds,
All royally decked foo you.

“He takes 2 tlower, but Hegivesyouall
Zhat was your loss, and ths your
gain:
It blotted the euth and the heiin
from you,
That you cvuld net sce them plun.”

So 1 entered on mire gstate,
Sadiy at fusy, hibe a sortowing hen,
Who cannot Lut mourn e fnnend be b

Jost,
Though he hpows his huitage fuir.

Thankfully now, and jo fuily, too,
With a widened heart as hid's sands vun duw 2,
My poor Jittle slow er was all my would,

Now all the woild is my own,
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