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PRELUDE,

“ArTER this manmer shall ve pray”"—
Said He by whom we come to God;
Divinely sweet and peclect way,
Ly suppliant men for ages trod:
From humble lips with onfeigned sense,
When its inspired petitions risc,
Through the dear Master's influence,
They reach Our FATHER in the skies

Pure homage at His unsgen Throme,
We render in its words divine;

His perfect Law and Will we own,
And to thelr sway our hearts incline:

Our trust in s great love we place,
For daily bread, and supplicate

For pardon of our sins H1s grace,
As others our forgivencss wait,

Against the Tewmpter's charms we plead,
And every evil thought and thing;
S0, in our prayer a perfect creed
OF taith and life and Jove we bring
To Hist whose Scepire {8 Fterne;
Whose Power shall ever e as when
Iie rade the countless stars to Durn,
And whose all Glory is— AMEN]



OUR FATHER IN HEAVEN.

SONSHIP.
" Qur Futher

Our Father! hear Thy helpless children plead!
Thou in Thy might, and in our weakness we,
So infinite at distance seem to be,

How can we know and feel in very deed,

With consciousness beyond the formal creed,
The unsummed bliss of Thy paternity,

Qur birth and life begot, begun, in Thee,
Till with our hearts, for eyes, we learn to read?

Nor on the blazoned scroll, alone, where shine
The marvels of Thy power, in suns and stars,
Whose gaugeless grandear mocks our littleness, —
But on the leaves of Thy sweet Book Divine,
Where Thine incarnate Son's deep griefs and sears,
Thy bounteous, boundless love for us express!
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HEAVEN,

W Whe art in Heaven”

O Trou, Who art in Heaven, in homage kneeling,
Our eyes cast down, we lift our hearts to Thee,
In reverent wonder what Thy Home may be,

Some faint breath of its air upon us stealing!

Prone at Thy feet we chide the daring feeling,

As if our thought with Heaven's immensity
Could cope, our eyes its dazzling portal see,
Till they from Death's kiss wake on Thy revealing !

What more of Heaven can man's weak wisdom reach
Than this, though dim, our Father there abides,
And there, in Him, all perfectness of bliss,

5till incommunicate in seraph’s speech?
What else of Heaven Time's cloudy cartain hides,
Enough, my heart, for life, for death, is this!
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