
E spend many pleasant moments in t h k k i n g  
over the past. Those thoughts come un- 
bidden and linger long in our minds. I t  
has been well said that to  thus enjqy one’s 

earlier years is to  live twice. Certain it is that a t  all 
times we find much pleasure in recalling those scenes 
that have legibly inscribed themselves in memory’s 
pages. 

W h o  
cannot recall his past and gain pleasures therefrom ? 
W h o  of us  cannot pass again through childhood’s 
happy days, its innocent and simple joys? W h a t  
thoughts arise when we recall those dear to  us in early 
life, when we reflect upon that time in which om- whole 
mind was centred on that being who fashiosed us  to  all 
that was true and good. Weclearly recall the mother’s 
hand was then our only guide, in our brighter hours it 
thrilled with joy and in our darker moments calmed the  
griefs of childhood. As each picture passes through 
the fancy we love to  linger over it. 

In memory we have passed the first stage of life, we 
have reached that period when, as many can recall, we 
looked forth into the world and saw there only alluring 
promise and sweet rewards for those who would but 
seek them. W e  feel again in all its power that rest- 
lessness which then took possession of us-that desire 
for something indefinite which the world outside would 
furnish, but which has ever eluded our grasp and for 
which, now, we look to  another, a longer and brighter 
future. 

Memory recalls that youth had not the wisdom of 
maturer years. I t  recalls our eagerness to  leave the 
scenes of early life to  seek a nCw fleld for labor and for 
triumph in the world of apparent opportunities beyond.. 
The hesitation to  cut ourselves apart from the past is 
remembered; but this _was overcome and the day of 

All life is thus reviewed in one short space. 
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is gloomy, the sad memory vanishes to  give place to 
khat more pleasing. 

When we return to  some once familiar scene and 
miss those faces that formerly greeted us, a feeling of 
sorrow takes possession of us. Perhaps it is the home 
of our youthful days. Many years have passed since 
we last beheld it. W e  see around it the once well- 
known objects but those who were dear to  our hearts 
are gone. A s  we look back a flood of memories sweep 
through the mind. Every object brings a thought of 
earlier life, round each we played our childhood games, 
Those who sported with us are  gone-our oldest 
friends. The brothe? long since has ended life’s 
journey : he too tasted the world’s joys, its disappoint- 
ments, and now rests after his earthly labors. Tears  
dim the eye, but memory ever active brings back the 
past that this grief may be assuaged. Again we a r e  
children together, once more me join in pastime with 
all youth’s eagerness. The happy days live again in 
mind, years do not separate us ! Our grief gives place 
to  the guilelessness of tender years ; fhe heart forgets 
its pain. We are as’of old, memory has placed us in 
the past and life with all its early joys has but begun. 

Now that we possess a small amount of knowledge, 
it i s  a pleasure to  reflect over our first ventures in i ts  
pursuit. That  day on which we first sought other 
teachers than thosy who daily instruct the unlettered, 
barefoot boy, is often recalled. A new and wonderful 
visibn ot the world was then placed before our eyes. The 
hallow halo that surrounded our earlier years was gone. 
Since that day the world has opened its great volumes 
to us, but we think how we first took part in its 
struggles, its cares that end only with the vision of an 
endless day. 

The  scenes of schooldays are ever treasured 
memories for us. The master’s voice would not now 
be disregarded; we would listen with rapt attention to 
his wise maxims ; we would no longer shun the tasks  
imposed on u s ;  even those verses on which we then 
looked with such disfavor would be a pleasure t o  
memorize; eagerly would we strive to master them. 
Now though other thoughts fail to  fill the brain with 
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their ideals a s  unerringly, and the one and the other 
are alike treasured and are almost indistinguishable in 
memory. 

Though the ocean separates, though deserts divide, 
though the mountain rears itself between the exile and 
his native land, in memory he sees the home of his 
fathers; by its aid he passes through each scene of his 
early life, and lives once more among those who, though 
dear to him, are far away. Perchance he see the day- 
star arise over that dear mother-land and then breathes 
a blessing on memo:y for preserving its beauties to 
delight his moments ot recollection. 

Thus in whatever circumstances fortune has placed 
us, whatever destiny we are carving out for ourselves, 
we draw on the rich stores memory has preserved for 
us. Poor indeed should we be if it  were not for its 
treasures. W e  should be living only in the present. 
Well for us that we ean fall back upon the alluring 
memories of the past, that we can forget present toils 
by recalling preaeding triumphs, that  even the greatest 
grief finds alleviation in the balm which memory applies. 

In one brief retrospect it condenses life into one 
small volume, it forms an estimate of its value. This 
book contains all our actions in life, good and bad, 
each fall, each rise, each dark thuught and each soaring 
aspiration. Page after page brings back the years, and 
bathed in the warm rays of memory each ill is softened, 
each grief is made bearable, each loss is compensated. 

After years of separation the shades of deparfed 
friends linger around us-memory has imagined each 
form and in its’niFhes preserves modeis truer to life than 
sculptor’s chisel could ever fashion. They were our 
associates and we love to recall them. They acted 
their parts in life nobly and well. They live with us by 
memory’s aid‘to be a guide to point the way that leads 
to that happy land where only pleasant memories light 
the hours. 

Let us then live that only pleasant memories may 
be planted in the minds of those we leave behind, that  
we shall build for ourselves monuments that will endure 
longer than marble, that when life’s day draws to a 
close we shall look over the past and calmly reflect on 
many recollections “That  linger round the threshold of 
the heart.’’ , 


