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MISCELLAN OUS.

It Miglit Hlave Been.
uv IL HPLSO CAItTEMt.

Fiull often in oui- lives lias conie a <lai'
When, pansing wbcere bwo pallis dlivergenît laY,
We pondcrcd, deep and long, wilîi oîîe io cîjoose:
Fearful thiat, cithier foilowed, iv'e nuiglit lose
The rare eujoymcut of a happy liour,
Or grateful incense of a fragraut flouver,
Or glimpse of some fair land %Yhere shiiîîes the sun
On giant groves, and wrc the rivers rui
ibrougli lurrowed fieldis antI tliruiugli thlt* nyrtu,
0f eyprcss trees that weep ulion, bbe baiîks.

We fear to lose se mucli: but, knoviiig, tiot
The ebangeful chantes ut oui- fture lit-
We set ont boldly on the chusen tu-ath.
And then-so ufteu, Cornes the luokiuîg ak
The balfled strife our clierishied goal tu whii.
The mournful. luopeless çry-"- It niglîIt bi c rn

bioitimfes Ille soul, uvîxen %vit), great wri% lyivuiîg
lcucalls a tine, lonîg fled, %%len liglitl% hoing
The course of future yenrs iii fate s -cnt .sile.
And sec liowv, ail uuiwittingly, an inulutent c. frai
As moruîng deirs tUnit on the guaises gîcani
b)estro% cd the ci-en balance of bthe henni,
Unknown to us bbe deep decision nmadle,
Aud turned our patiî froma sunslîiQe into s-hadec.

.A passing bbought,; a trifling dcccl
A wvord unspoken in an hour of need.
Or spoken whicîî 'tîvre botter loft unsnid;
ýomc ivritn liue that ive by chance have rcad;

AIl these a shift. I lie scene with subtle baud,
And round our future draw, an iron band.

WVe: neyer think that Snecl a little ilîing
Can cirer sncb tremendous sequence bring,
flntil Woo late; and thon, ire backward tufli
The pae tuat, wu have filîrd, aiid dimly burn
The liglit of olluer days, in vain regrets
For opportunities gone by. The spirit frets
Against iLs destiny, andI dccli> ithin,
Oui- hcarts ive mouru for wlat ive inighit have Leen.

Ah ! soul! look upvard, trusting; kiss tlue rod.
And know tliere is nu imiglit ]lave been " with à cd.
.m Mail, 'vîjerever lowly ive drnaw near,
NWe learn of love that castefl lu t aIl fcar;

S Me find a faith that, iu ollivion's son,
Whclms every dread aud doubt etcrnnliy ,

,Axiîope unfaltering bu us is given;
'X tender chau-iy, as bi-ond as benven:
J£ perfect pence: a calm, nbroubled i-est;

- 2,hrouigli thiee, aIl things sccm ever right nnd bcst.
Wu risc triuun liant. cver dcatb antI sin,

li pain nuit surrow in ur juy forgut,
- ud, looking brçkward on our 44mighit have beecn,"
'hauk God tluat il 'vas tiot.

Marry a Gentleman.
Mari-y a gentleman,

Girls, if yon eau.
(ientle andI tender

Though no less a inu.
One îdîo wili trcauie

His cbild or bius suife,
Scorniug ho rob theM

0f eiwectness in~ 1ifî,

One who uill never
The brntt*s part assumue

'Filling bis bonscbold
With sorrow and gloonb,
9P o loye's iiitar,

The flame yout would fan,
Marry a gentleman,

Girls, if you an.

Yolu wil1 be happy,
And you will be glad,

Though. he should only
Bc conîxonly clad.

Pleasure is fleeting,
And life but a rpan-

Marry a gentleman,
Girls, if you caîx.

Th~ uiidy Mrninz fream..
'My first dny of returning bevalth, after many wveeh-s ofî

severe illncss, 'vas a bright Sunday in June. I wvas %vell
enoughi t sit nt an open window in my easy chair, and as
our liouse stood in a pîcasant gardonx in the suburbs of Lon-
don, the lirst roses of the year scented the soft breeze that
fanned my pale cheek, and revived iny languid frame. The
belîs of our parish churchi 'ere just beginning tlieir chimes,
and tîxeir familiar sounding awakenied in mie an intense
longiug to be with niy family once more a worshipper in thu
bouse of God. 1 took up my Bible aud Prayer Book. wlich
liad been placc(l ready on tlic table beside me intcnding to
begini to rend wlien the hour of the 11 c'lo7- service should
be announced by the ceasing of the belîs - and in the menu-
time closcd my eyes and soothed my impatient 'vishes by
pictuiring to myseif the shiady avenues of blossoming limes
that led to our church, and the throngs flint woluld now bc
entering it for the public worsbip of the day.

AIl at once 1 seemed to, be walking in the be-antiful.
clîurchyard, yet preventcd from gratifying iny eager 'vial to-
enter tîxe chu-ch by x'ome irresistible though unseen band.
One bY one the congregation, in their gay Sunday dresses,
passed me by, and went in where I vainly strove to follow.
The parish children in tuvo long and ordcrly trains deflcd Up.
the staircases in the galleries, and except a lew stragglers-
bnrrying in, as feeling tbemselves late, I 'vas loft alone.

Sniddeiîly I 'vas conscious of some awful presence, and 1
felt mnyseif addressed by a voice of most sweet solemnuîy lin.
'vords to this effect:

iMortal. who by divine înerey lias just been permitted.
to return froni the gates of tbe grave, pause before thou en-
tere,,t God's holy bouse again ; reflert how off en tlion hast
profaned his solemn public wvorship by irreverence, or by in-
attention, wbieh is in bis sight irrevercace; consider 'veil
tbe grent privilege. the unspeakable benefit and blessing of.
united prayer, lest by again abusing it thon tire the patie-nce
of tby long suflering God, aud tempt bim forever to deprive
tîxce of that uvbich hibberto thon hast so little vahticd."

Secing me cast down my eyes and blnsh with conscions
guilt, tbe gracions being continued in a muilder tonte:

1I ama one of those angels eommissioned to gatber the
praycrs of the saints, and form tbern into wreabhs of glorious
incense tbat they may rirc to the throne of God. Enter thon
with me, aud thon shalt, lar bby warning, bc able bo discern.
those nniong the devotiuns about to be oflèrcd wlîich arc ac-
ceptable to Him, and to sec how few in nnînb r, how v cal-
and îuwortby tbey arc."

As lit çcsed spcaking I fonnd myseîf by the side of the
angel istiln. but 'vithin the clîuri-h, and so placcd tlîat; 1 eonld
distinctly sec every part of the building.

"Obs),erve" 1'aid thec angel, -9that those prayers which
corne froin tbc hea i-t and wbich alone will ascend on high
'vili ment to be uttered aloud. They 'vill be more or less
audible iii proportion té thei- earnestness, when thc thoughts
ivander the sonnds 'vill grow faint, and even ease alto-
gether."

This, cxplained to me wby thie organist, thougli ap-
parently playing 'vibl aIl bis miglit produced no sound, and.
whyv presently after when tic service began, thongli the lips.
Of many movcd and ail appearcd attentive, only a fewv faint;
murmurings 'vere hoard.

Hoirstrangc and awful it 'vas to note the sort ofdcatb-liko
silence that prevailcd in wbole pews, in which ns 'vas thus
evident, no heaxt wua raiscd in gratitude tW heaven. Even
in the Te Deum and Jubitate, bbc voices sometimes Eank into


