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REMINISCENCES.

CHAPTER L
EARLY DAYS,

I HAVE been asked to note down some of the
reminiscences of a life already protracted beyond
»the four score years allotted to man, but have shrunk
from the task, because it is impossible to impart a
living interest to the record without seeming at
times to trespass upon the confidence of private
friendship. There are few persons, of whom we
care to know anything, who do not in the course of
their lives say and do some harmless things which
they might not care to publish to the world, and
yet these may be the very things that give tone and
color to their character. 1 once asked the dis-
tinguished biographer of one of our most eminent
bishops why he had leit out of the narrative the
brightest and most salient features of the bishop’s
character, and he said that the introduction of these
peculiar traits would not harmonize with the pur
pose for which the book was written. When Whit-
field's body servant and confidential attendant, Cor-
nelius Winter, published his sketch of the great
preacher's daily life, and told, among other queer
things, how the good man once threw the hot water
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in his face because something happened to irritate
him while he was shaving, many excellent people
were very much shocked; but, after all, the honest
narrative only showed that Whitfield was human.
Many a tempestuous Christian has been comforted
and relieved by the vigorous outbreak of St. Paul
when, amid the loving salutations he was sending
to his distant brethren, the thought of Alexander
the coppersmith occurred to his mind, indicating
that, after all, the inspired apostle was not altogether
beyond the reach of our ordinary human infirmities,

The sale of the biographies of certain distinguished
divines whom I happened to know somewhat inti-
mately would be much enlarged by the introduction
of a few marginal notes here and there, relieving the
somewhat over-rounded symmetry and grace of the
saintly figure delincated in the memoir. No one
would care to expose the weaknesses of those whom
he loved and revered, and yet out of these very
weaknesses they may have been made strong, and
their prandest achievements may have come of the
fiery passion which, if it had been allowed to range
without restraint, might have desolated the soil in-
stead of making it fruitful. Some men are counted
good simply on the ground that they have never said
or done any imprudent things, but they are not the
kind of pecple whose lives are likely to attract at-
tention. It is the man who has had battles to fight
that the world knows not of who achieves the noblest
triumphs on the great public field of strife, and his
name is not one of those which are “ writ in water,”

I did not intend to make any allusion in these
papers to the period of my childhood, until I heard a
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distinguished clergyman of our Church,and one of
the keenest critics in the land, say that when he read
anything in the form of a biography he was always
more interested in what the man did when he was a
boy than in any other part of his career. This must
be my apology for occupying a few pages with some
reminiscences of that period of life which, after all,
leaves the most vivid impression upon the memory.
When we have reached maturity and settled down
into the well-worn grooves of existence, there usu-
ally comes a series of years very much alike in their
routine, and unless the monotony is broken by some
striking event there is little to distinguish one year
from another. The decades between the ages of
thirty and sixty may be the most eventful portions
of our life, because it is then that our most impor-
tant work is done, but in the retrospect this is the
most vague and indistinct part of our existence. It
is not strange that the first fifteen or twenty years
should be the period to which our memories cling
most tenaciously, for it was then that the plastic
clay took form and the associations were enkindled
which determined the quality of our being. It was
then that nature first touched us with her brilliant
coloring and wakened our souls with her varied har-
monies. Are we ever moved in after life as we were
when, in our childhood, we saw the bursting of the
leaves and blossoms in spring, and caught the per-
fume of the summer fruits and flowers, and looked
with sadness upon the decaying glories of autumn,
and our young hearts leaped at the sight and touch
of the icy crystals of winter? The poetry of nature
was revealed to us before we knew what poetry



