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Down past unnumbered orbs
A mighty angel fles,-

One thought bis pulsing soul absorbs,
Wbile on and on be hies.

At length lie siacks bis pace,
At length bis wings are shut,

A&nd veiiing well bis giorious face,
Rie <unters a mean hut.

No whispering nurses move
On tip-toe round the bcd;

No friend is there, no woman's love,
No cbeeriug word is said ;

No fire glows in tbe grate;
No Jeech is drawing nigli ;

Abandoncd to bis wretcbed fate,
A poor man there dotb lie.

Ali, ail is dark and lone,
It is the niidnigbt drear;

The breatbing )f the dying one,j
Àlone falîs on the ear.

Bark 1I'tis the passing bell,
Startling the morning ligbt,

And this the message it doth tell,
"1A pauper died lasz nigbt 11"

Up in a rapid ligbt,
Up tbrough the hymning spheres,

A happy spirit went iast nigbt,
From ail its cares and fears.

For then the mandate came,
Spoke was the welcomc word;

Prom Life's great Book another name
The waiting angel heard.

Biest are the righteous dead,
The pious poor are ricb;

But as to dusts, in deatb's " ark bed,
Wc know not whicb is which.-Cristias Tnes.
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We arc niuch, pleased to learn from the perusal of this Report that the
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