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A LL- Il.-LLO 0JUS.

Ehloly on es, mlethinks Vour habitation

Is flot a distant dvelling ini the spheres,

Jýeaving a gif batw~een ; but that creaýtioni,
W'ith ail the orbs thereof and ail the years,
To vou is open. God within our tears

:Xbideth ; ini our sighis 1-is heart is sheathied
And ini our latughters moveth l4e WVho hienrs

Therein a iiisic or a discord brcathed.
For God is infinite, and is il places;

And it may be that heaven and licll are so
Cotermi inou s--a dwelling ini His graces

Or ini 1-lis %vrath. Yea, surely wce do grow
lu touch withi cither-heli, a habitude

Of perverse wvil1 ini Godl, andcihcaven of good.

Thierefore voit lhar n s, wh'iez we cry unito von
Godt diils wvith us, and voit with Hini do dwell.

Voit stand around, and we move biindiv thirongh-I vou
'Von tonch our hauds -O., touch our hearts as w~ell

Tcachi themi to move w'ith vours ini modulation
0f pulses simging clear the Holy Wili,

Till, loc-ttnc uto the wvide pulsation
Of, Godhead's human hecart, its everv thrill

Fincl ours at swcet according ; that ea1ch motion
0f'ail our being,, every breath of ours,

Circle, a music of sublime devotion,
Made one wvitil Gociheaci, througli I-lis orbs andi hours.

So 1ma«y our lives on earth glrow part of hcav'en,
Ere God do scat us by l-ini, crowncd, forgriven.
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