
A CONTRAST.

N the year 1832 I landed with my husband, J. W.
Dunbar Moodie, in Ca.nada. Mr. Moodie was the

youngest son of Major Moodie, of Me>setter, in he Ork-
ney Islands; he was a lieiitenant in the 21st regiment of
Fusileers, and had b'een severely wounded in the night-
attack upon Bergen-op-Zoom, in Holland.

Not- being overgifted with the good things of this
world-the younger sons of old British families seldom
are-he had, after mature deliberation, determined to try
his fortunes in Canada, and settle upon the grant of 400
acres of land, ceded -by the Government to officers upon
half-pay.

Emigration, in most cases-and ours was no exception
to the general rule-is a matter of necessity, not of choice.
It may, indeed, generally be regarded- as an act of duty
performed at the expense of personal enjoyment, and at the
sacrifice of all those local attachments which stamp the
scenes in which our childhood grew in imperishable
characters upon the heart.

Nor is it, until adversity has pressed hard upon the
woMflUed spirit of the sons and daughters of old, but

i poverished, families, that they can subdue their proud,
and rebeillous feelings, and submit to make the triaL


