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that Milton knewv, stir together in strains like those the Psalniist
hleard ?

Sliakspcre, Natnre's sweetest child, pours into the unworthy
car of Achilles that w'hicli sounds likce the required prelude to
the fourteenth chapter of St. JoliiX.*

"The providence that's iii a watchiful state
Knovs alrnost every grain of Plutus' gold,
Finds bottoxu in the uncoinprchiensive deeps,
Keeps place w'itl thiought, and ahinost, like the gods,
Doos tlloiights unveil in their duinb cradies.
There is a mystery (with wvhoin relation
Durst neyer ineddle) in the soul of state,
Whichi lath an operation more divine,
Than breath, or pen, eau give expression to,"
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THE WORD 0F LIFE.

The niighty ocean's sacred song,
That froin its depthis cornes ceaselessly,
Maketh ne everniore to longr

To be at-one with Thee;
To be at-one mvith Thee and rest

Within Thy hio]y Aurn-
The Living-One-Reality,
Life's grand and solenin psahryi,

The Aurn-Aum-Aum.

The forest woos nme with the sanie
Sweet song, sent forth in harrnony;
lIs rustling leaves breathie forth Thy naie,

The self-sane naine of Thee
Which Nature everywmere reveals

Thiat Mani nay know the Auni-
The liviing-One-Rcality,
Thie.Iofty soul-Great Bralina,

The Auin-Auiix-Auxni.


