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THÉ WISHà OF TO-DAY.

BY JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER.

I ASK nqt now for goid to gild
With mocking sheen a, weary frame;

The yearning of the mind is stiled-
I ask not 110W for Fame.

A rose-Cloud, dimity -seen ab.ove,ý
Meltingr i n heaven's blue depths away,.

Oh! sweet fond dreamu of human Love!1
For tliee I mây n.ot pra7.

But, bowed, in lowliness of mind,
I make iny humble wishes known--

I only ask a wish resigned,
O Father, to thine own!

To-day, beneath thy chasteffing eye,
I crave alone for peace and test,

Submissive ini thy hand to lie,
And feel that it is best.

A marvel seems the Universe,
A miracle our Life and Death;

A mystery whviceh I cannot pierce,
Axound, above, beneath.

In -vain I task rny aching brain,
In -vain the -sage's thouglit I seau'

I only feel how weak and -vain,
Hlow poor and blind, is man.

And 110w my spirit siglis for home,
And longs for Jiglit whereby to sep,,.

And, like a weary child, would conte,
O Father, unto Thee!1
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