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= CHAPTER 1.

~— “There iz but the fliccingy moment wheroin to enjoy,
Iiut in the ealewdor of memry that moment iz all eime”
Torenw's Proverbicl Philosoply.
Ilow strange it is to look hack upon the
past; the often mentioned “long age” of
our lives; to take a retrospective view of
all the trials and tromblez that saddencd
our hearts, and made hfe seem so heavy a
burthen, [Yowe think those trials so heavy
- now, when time has shown us the heart's
real strength, and made us own that trials
are often, in reality, “glances ‘of God's
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watchful eye?" Do we not wonder how we
could weep over such trifing matters?

Ah! it i too true, life hegins with
trifles. Some oue has sald—" Sorrows
grow with us to perfect maturiry, and then
having attained their climax, lose their
strength as we do ours, ill at last they
become almost pleasant, drawing us closer
to our rest.”

I Liave found this tme, and think most
very old people will say so too; but Tam
wandering away. I wag talking of thinking,
or rather dreaming, of the past.

I dream over it a good deal, and iu the
quiet evening I draw wy arm-chair in frout
of the fire, and elasping a little precious
ease of relics belonging to my * long ago,”
[ sit down to enjoy my dream. 1 conjure
up bright scenes in the merry blaze, and

hear the echo of happy laughter in the
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crackling coals, It is very sad, and yet
very pleasant; so pleasant, indeed, that 1
would not forego that half hour of quict
thought for all the gay doings of the merry
world.

I love the remembrance of my young
days, the young days tao of friends, zonw
of whom are dead, some rone far away, and
sowe 50 chauged that I thank God T can
remernber theiv childhood, and s bear
with their present condition, tor the past
sheds its unchanging halo reund all and
each,

I am au old woman, a very old woman,
and an old evipple, too: so, dear veader, it
you would like to leavn what T lave seen
before the former came to pass, you must
bear with an old fashioned, and, perhaps,
rather presy mndividual; and when you
tire do not tire your friends also by abusing
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