" The angels keep their ancient places."—THourson,

Our Angels go with us the whole of the way

That we travel to Ged in our garments of clay,

And their hands are in ours, and our hearts are aglow
With the vision ol Him they prefigure below ;

Till we pass through the portals of death, and we find
They have compassed our feet from before and behind,

Thoy that stood at the cradle, go down to the grave,
To direct and admonish, to serve and to save ;
And when once we have seen them, tho' only m dream,
Like Columbus of old we shall follow the gleam,
And sail on unafedred o'er an ocean of fate;
Where we come to our own, and the goal they await.
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And it is in the light that our Angels shall shed

On the hearth and the home, by the board and the bed,
We shall see them again, in the fullness of life,

That went down to their death in the darkness of strife
As we rend the illusion of race and of clime,

Bridge over the chasms of death and of time,

And arise on the paths of progression, and learn

Of the vistas that stretch, of the beacons that burn,
ust beyond the dark portals of death and of sleep
hat a dream may illumine, a vision may keep ;

And we waken and watch, and we toil and we pray

And we ponder afresh on the Word and the Way.

E, M. Hovpex.
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