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You must go back with me to the autumn of 1827.

My fathlr, as you know, was a sort of gentleman

farmyin —shL; and I, by ^is express des^^^^^^

succeeded him in the same quiet occupation not very

willingly, for ambition urged me to higher a/^s, and

TeSceit assured me that, in disrefrrding ite voi^e

I was burying my talent in the ear. ^'^nd hiding my

liZ under a bushel. My mother hau >] me her utmost

to persuade me that I was capable ot great achieve-

ments ' but my father, who thought ambitior was the

Ture 'road to'ruin, and change but another word for

destruction, would listen to no scheme
fo'^

j>ettering

either my own condition, or that of my fellow mortals.

He 4™ ed me it was all rubbish, and exhorted me,

w'th his dying breath, to continue in the good old way,

To follow his !teps, and those of his father bfore h m
and letmy highest ambition be, to walk honestly through

the world, looking neither to the right hand nor to

the left, and to transmit the paternal acres to my chil-

dren in, at least, as flourishing a condition as he left

*^«"wein-an honest and industrious farmer is one

of the most useful members of society ;
and

jj
I devote

my talents to the cultivation of ^y /arm, and the im-

provement of agriculture in general, I shall thereby
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