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Trust thyself: Every heart
vibrates to that iron string.
Accept the place the divine Providence has

found for you; the society of your contempo-
raries, the connection of events. Great men have
always done so and confided themselves child-
like to the genius of their age, betraying their
perception that the absolutely trustworthy was
seated at their heart, working through their
hands, predominating? in all their being. And
we are now men, and must accept in the highest
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vancing on Chaos and
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