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DEDICATION

TO THE

REV. T. WOODBRIDGE,

op austerlitz, n. y.

My Dear Uncle,

I should long ago have inscribeu to you some one of my books,

if I had written one worthy of being dedicated to my earliest and

latest Teacher, and my truest Friend. Long study and cahn refleo

tion have made you famiUar with almost every department of Idarn-

ing : and I am happy in tlic thought that, while you read this vol-

ume as a scholar, you will judge it as a friend.

One of my earliest recollections is of leading you through the

gardens, and maple groves, and green fields of the home of my child-

hood ; when I looked up and saw serene cheerfulness always beam-

ing from your face, and heard you talk about all my little sports, I

could not then solve the mystery that one whose eyes the holy light

of heaven never visited, could sympathize so warmly with every-

thing around him.

Since then the lights and shadows of more than twenty-five years

have fallen upon our path—nor have I ever, in all my wanderings,

found a fellow-man, to whom you could not say,
^•-

" I see a hand you cannot see

;

I hear a voice you cannot hear."

If I have accomplished any thing in life worthy of your approba-

tion, I owe it chiefly "to your sage counsels and generous encoiurage*
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