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God tliat my lot is to be an American farmer, instead of an Rus-

sian boor, or an Hungarip.ii peasant. I thanii you kindlj for the

idea however dreadful, which you have given me of tlieir lot and
condition; your observations have confirmed me in the justness

of my ideas, and I am happier now than I thought myjclf before.

It is strange that misery, when viewed in others, should become
to us a sort of real good, though I am far from rejoicing to hear

that there are in the world, men so thoroughly wretched ; they

are no doubt as harmless, industrious, and willing to work as we
are. Hard is their fate, to be thus condemned to a slavery worse

than that ol our negroes. Yet when young, I entertained some

thoughts of selling mv farm. I thought it afforded but a dull rep-

etition of the same labours .:nd pleasures. I thought the former

tedious and hea\y, the latter few and insipid; but when I came
to consider myself as divested of my farm, I then found the world

so wide, and every place so full, that I began to fear lest there

should be no room for me. My farm, my house, my barn, pre-

sented to my imagination, objects from which I adduced quite

new ideas; they were more forcil'e dian before. Why should I

not finti myself happy, said I, where my father was before? He
left me no good books, it is true; he gave me no other education

than the art of reading and writing; but he left me a good farm,

and his experience; he left me free from debts, and no kind of

difficulties to struggle with. I married, and this perfectly recon-

cileil me to my situation; my wife rendered my house all at once

chearful and pleasing: it no longer appeared gloomy and solitary

as before; when I went to work in my fields, I worked with more

alacrity and sprightliness; I felt that I did not work for myself

alone, and this encouraged me much. My wife would often come
wiiii her knitting in her hand, and sit under the shady trees,

praising the straightness of my furrows, and the docility of ir.y

horses; this swelled my heart and made every thing light ana

pleasant, and I regretted that I had not married before. I felt

myself happy in my new situation; and whcie is that situation

which can confer a more substantial system of felicity, than that

of an American farmer, possessing freedom of action, freedom of

thoughts, ruled by a mode of go\ernment which requires but little

from us? I owe nothing, but a pepper corn to my country, a
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