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MARY ANNE WELLINGTON.

CHAPTER I

DL ASSDOTATIONS.

OLp associations are unot easily forgotten. Man
5 o veflecting creatore, ever measuring present
things by the past, and thinking of what he him-
self was years ago. He who reaches days of
mature wisdom, and looks cven at the hand-
writing of his ehildhood, perhaps his first holiday
letter to a dear mother, is astonished to see the
diff=rence of character in the writing. [Is this the
same hand that wrote that formal announcement
of the happy peridd of Christmas, when the terror

¥OL. III. I



2 MARY ANNE WELLINGTON,

of o blow from the heavy hand of diseipline, on
account of a blot, a mistake, a line left out, or a
word mis-spelt, fell upon the young mind? All
those terrors are gone, perchance the hands of the
teacher are cold in death, and yet the warm blood
runs for a while in your own, as with the freedom
of thought, you transcribe the idess of a vivid
memory, or speak of things as they existed in your
own day.

But you cannot restrain the tear even when you
lock upon the words, * dear father,” or * dear
mother.”” They are gone! dearest friends of your
life, they are gone, and all the associations of
Christmas, love, and fun, and frolic, the bountiful
board, the merry tale, the puzele, the charade, the
Christmas-box, the dance beneath those dear eyes,
with all the excitement of plessing one fair one,
whom you felt.you. wonld love with all your heart.
The tear will fall to think these joys are gone, and
that they who shared them with you are stern in
death. .

Old associations ave not easily forgotten. You.
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remember them, reader, with intense vividness of
reminiseence ; and if your heart be good, you will
respond to the reflection, that, though lost to sight,
they are still dear to memory, Cold is that man's
Christisn sympathy, who can eall to mind a
mother’s tender care in the hour of eickness or
misfortune, or a father’s protecfing hand when
youth was in its too thoughtless career, and not
pereeive how the grace of God =oftens the agonies
of human regrets by the sweet hope of meeting
in a happier world those friends who have set us a
good example in this, who did all they could
by commending us to God, teaching us to depend
upon Him, and themselves promoting by every
means in their power, our present and foture com-
fort. Blessed associations! even in our deepest
regrets ye fill our souls with gratitude to that great
God who is the giver of all zood and the friend of
the orphan and the widosw !

If; reader, you can remember your boyhood, and
have felt the joy of the approaching holidays,
recall to your.memcrry the old associations of
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parent, brother, sister, friend, and eompanion—
perhaps, too, the remembrance of some faithful old
domestic of your father’s, who was your nurse, may
eome across your mind—and you will enter into the
spirit of a letter written by = brave soldier, who had
lost his mother, but loved her memory ; and had &
most grateful feeling of respect for a father, whom
he had never but once seen, but who had given
him that which was better than mere life or money
—a good education. A son in search of his father,
would be a new work for the press; but this is not
a fietion, and the words of him who was the actor
n the scene are more deseriptive than any which

a mere inventor could pen.

B Ten Bells, Norwich,
* August 10, 1815,
“ My dear wife,

“1 wonld not write 1o you before the objeet of
my journey should he completed, and now that it
15 20, [ will endeavour to describe to you some of
the sensations T have experienced, in visiting again
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the scenes of my childhood after all the horeors of
the late war,

“] find twenty years have made a great many
changes in the human countenance, as well as
the face of things, which used to look so very great
to my young eye. Whether it be the grand scenes
of the Pyrences, with their immense heights and
extensive prospects, that opened my eyes to the
magnitude of things, certain it is that I found
those very scemes which used to appear so great,
and which [ expected to view in the same light,
appear s0 very small, as to create in me the
utmost astonishment. The market-place at Nor-
wich, which I paraded in the days of my recruit’s
dignity, thongh exactly the same size, scemed but
a small squ&f&, and even the Castle Hill, to reach
the summit of which, nsed to seem to me an exploit,
Was no more to 1;13 eye than a small knoll.

“The dear old lJandlady, whose kindness [ shall
never forget, is not living, but her daughter still
lives in the same house. I have been to Hingham.
Yes, I walked along that very road which I took



