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Mot his the faaster's wins,
Ner gold, nor land, nor power §
Go, spead the stars of thought
On to their shining goals ;
The sower seatters broad his seed,
The wheat thoo strew'st be souls
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I want to tail yoo something, Gentlemen, Etarnity
is very long. Opportunity is a vary Hitla portion of
iy bot worth the whols of it. It God gave me my
choice of the whole planet or my Little farm, I shoald
certyinly take my farm.
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*God, when He made the prophet, did sot unmake the
man.* —Loczs.

IT has been the good and time-honored practice
of the SBocraL CrrerE fo preserve in its book as
true a picture as may be of the life of each de-
parted member. Thus the task fell to me of writ-
ing for the chronicles of his village elub the story
of my father.

His friend Mr. Cabot has written this story for
the world, Everything was put inio his hands, and
be made good and true and loyal use of the trust.

I write for my father's neighbors and near
friends, though I include many who perhaps never
saw him. His publie life and works have been so
well told and critically estimated by several good
snd friendly hands that I pass lightly over them,
to show to those who care fo see, more fully than
could be done in Mr, Cabot’s book consistently
with itsa symmetry, the citizen and villager and
householder, the friend and neighbor. And if I
magnify, perhaps unduly, this aspect of my fa-
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ther, it is to show those whom his writings have
helped or moved that his daily life was in accord
I msk attention to the spirit even more than the
matter of the extracts from his journals here
given. These were chosen, but a handred others
would serve as well. It is now imputed as a short-
ing power of evil in the world. Fortunately he did
not. It was not the message given to him. He
could not. For that which made him live and
serve and love and be loved was — & good Hope.

In the ancient graveyard at Ipswich, in this State,
lies buried Thomsas Emerson, the first of the name
in this eountry, who came among the very early
settlers to Massachuseits Bay, probably from the
neighborhood of Durham, in northeastern Eng-
land. He is styled Thomss Emerson, Baker. Iis
son, Joseph, took a step onward, and dispensed the
bread of life to the eettlers of Mendon, and took a
Concord woman to wife, namely, Elizabeth Bulke-
ley, daughter of the second and granddaughter of
the first minister of this town.

But their son, Edward, in spite of — perhaps
becanse of — this priestly ancestry, relapsed to
things of this world, and was for & time a “Mer.
chant in Charlestown,” though on his gravestone
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