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sucb a picture, to find, that altheugli
,our materlal prosperity in the space of
6if ty years ha,% been marvellous, we have
been gradually departing from the ster-
f ing example set us by our progenitors,
for twenty years at ieast. 'Dead fies'
ýof extravagance have found their way
into the 1 ointment' of domestic life,
and their ' savour' is being keenly

~felt. In our haste to lbecome ricli we
have abandoned the old road of honest
industry : te acquire it and in our an x-
iety to rise in the social scale, we have
*cast behind us those principles which
give tone and value to position. We are
flot like the Israelites who 7ionged for
the Ilflesh pots " they had lef t behind
in Egypt ; yet when we look around, it
is difficuit to keep back the question
put by the Ecclesiast, ' What is the
-cause that the former days were better
than these,' and the answer we think
is not difficuit to flnd. Our daughters
-are brought UI) 10w like tender plants,
more for ornament than use. The prac-
tical lessons of life are neglected for the
ýsuperficial. We send our sons to col-
lege, and there they fly from the fos-
tering care of home; they crowd into
our towns and cities, sometimes to rise,
it is true, but more frequently to fail
and become worthless members of so-
-ciety. Like the dog in the fable, we
-eurselves have let the substance drop
whule our gaze has been glamoured by
-the shadow.

Early in July the hiaying began.
'The mowers were expected to be in the
Mneadow by sunrise, and ail through the
'day the rasp of their whetstones could
be heard, as thev dexteroîisly drew
them. with a quick motion of the hand
along one side of the scythe and then
'the other, and then they went swing-
1ing acrose the field, the waving grass
falling rapidly before their keen blades
'and dropping in swathes at their side.
'The days were not then divided off into
ýa sitated number of working hours. The
Tille was to commence with the mern-
'11g ligtht and continue as long as they
'00u1d-m sO.f course meii had te eat
iu those days as well as new, and the

blast of the old tin dinner horn fell on
the ear with more melodiouss8ound than
the grandest orchestra to the musical
enthusiast. Even ' Old Gray' when I
followed the plough used te give an-
swer te the cheerful wind of the horn
by a loud whinny and stop in the fur-
row, as if to say, ' there now, off with
my harness, and let us to dinner.' If I
happened to be in the middle of the
field, I had considerable trouble te get
the old fellow to go on to the end.

I must say a few words in this con-
nection about ' Old Gray,' and why lie
was always called ' Old Gray' is more
than I know, bis colour could not have
suggested the name for lie was a briglit
roan, almost a bay. This reminds me
of a little nephew, in a letter te one of
rny sons, saying, as a bit of news, ' hie
father had j ust bought a new horse,
which was not a horse but a cot'
Well ' Old Gray' was no ordinary
horse; hie was by ne means a pretty ani-
mal, bein graw boned, and neyer seemed
te be in first-rate condition, but lie was
an animal of remarkable sagacity, of
great endurance, and a fleet trotter.
When my father be »an the world for
himself lie was a part of his chattels,
and survived his master several years.
Father dreve him twice to, Little York
one winter, a distance of over a hun-
dred and fifty mile, accomplishing the
trip both times inside of a week. He
neyer would allow a teami te pass him.
It was custemary in those days, partic-
ularly with youngsters in the winter,
te turn out and mun by, and many sucli
races I have bad, but the moment a
team. turned their heads out of the
track to pass ' Old Gray,' he was off
like a shot, and yoi might as well try
te hold a locomotive witb pins as hlm
with an ordinary bit. He was sklttisli
and often ran away. On one occasion,
whenl was quite young, he run off with
father and myseif in a single waggon.
We were beth thrown eut and our feet
becoming entangled in the uines, we
were dragged some distance, the wheel
passed over my head and cut itse that
it bled f reely, but the wound was net
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