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proviously dreamçed of ; and it may flot be said how ninny vos.
selo ausuined to be diverted toward rocks by currents,) may have
been lad te destruction frein causes equally trivial .-&lcted.

MÂRRIEfl YESTERDAY.
Every day in the journal that witli the first gleam of the sun

is flung wvithin our portais, we read this littie sentence :
"iW farried yesterday, So and So." Every day there is a wed-
ding feast in soma of the mansions of earth ; a ciasping of hands
and union of hearts iii the dim aisie of soa holy temple ; a
pledging of eternal love and constancy du ring ail the hours that
are yet to corne down, like spring flowers, upon life's pathway.
Each day soa new marriage-crown is put on, and she who
wears it, Ieaning upon him whase love is the brightest jewel
set arnidst its leaves, steak, away from. tue Il dear old home,"
and nesties tremblingly in the fairy cet where Love's hand has
trained the honey-suckle over the latticed porch, and placed
.,olian lyres in ai; the casements.

IlMAUflIED YESTERDY."-There are pearis and gold shin-
ing now amid the fiowers that tringe, love's pathivay, and stars
gleaming like great chandeliers in the firmament of Hope.-
There are harps tinkling now whose melody is sweeter thau
the sound ef evening beils, and joys'falling like a shower ef
anethy8ts upon the hearts that yesterday were wed. Life now
is hecorne beautiful; the soul sears upwards frein the dust, like
a dove loosed froni its cage ; there is rneiody in every breeze
and every place ; yea, there, are angels in every patb, wvith
crowns for those who are pressing onward ivith song and
prayer.

"«M.&RIRIED 'YSIRY"I seems now a long distance to
the grave-a long road to the final rest. But sean the shadows
wiil corne, and life lose its summer bloom. Then, as the pat-
ter of tiny teet is heard about the grandfather's house, and littie
bairns cluster about his knee, they who were Ilmarried yester.
day,"- mayhap will turn back to the records ef the past, weep-
ing silently the while, remembering that their summer is gene,
their harvest ended, and that soon, gathering up their sheaves,
they must pass beyond the gates of peari, where wiil evermore
be but orze marriage-that of the Lamb with his chosen people.
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