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T VADER's BOsCH;" or, Grandfather's
ood, is the simple and unpretending name of

Une of the most romantic and beautiful scenes in
outt Africa. This lovely spot had been selected

% future place of residence by a brother of the
*eter, who had emigrated to that colony in 1817,
%4d Where he soon after joined him.

belighted with my new home, I still retain a
vIvid recollection of my first impressions

r y arrival. I can still fancy myself seatedb the high stoop in front of the old bouse-wbie from having been built by the former pos-
S grandfather, obtained its present familiar

pg ion-feasting my eyes on the wild beauties

fe s ne as exquisitely charming, as it was dif-rt from anything I had hitherto seen. I had
soitm oie of the wildest glens of my native

ttry; I had seen the fantastic wreaths of mist
Oatùig round the peaks of her boary mountains,

s4d feit all the superstitious awe which such in-
Ioe could even fancy that I saw the sha-

ghosts of Ossian's heroes of the olden
thP .ising their airy spears; and that I heard

eri voices in the melancholy blast that swept
te desert heath. Here, in South Africa,
er, all was changed. Here, I found myself

1st 8cenes more rich in natural beauty, but
vojd Of all that gloom and superstitions awe,

ahh ore engendered by local tradition. The
ar unlouded sky glowed with life, and the

O eY breezes of a South African spring, passing
beait yriads of sweet-scented flowers, filled the
Winh with joy and contentment, and the soul
i gratitude to the great Creator of this beau-tu World.

old bouse, which was built of clay, white-
t hed with lime, stood on the sloping aide of a

taS fu fronting a magnificent chain of moun-
far our thousanf feet high, and extending in
va erspective to the west, with a beautiful

at their base, bounded on the opposite side
iydhou sower rangepf high hills on which the
b os'e stood. TZis chain of mountains was
ithe at intervals by deep ravines, walled in on

S"sideby perpendicularrocks several hundred
1gh, and filled with lofty trees towering up

the wild crags. The neighbourhood of
rA, Ountains which intercepted the clouds and

Prot ure Wafted by the winds from the seacoast,
knee Verdure and fertility in this valley

in many parts of the Colony, while theor,") or arid country beyond this range of
n parched up by almost perpetual
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drought. The valley is traversed by a limpid
stream, which meanders from side to aide, some-
times forming deep glassy pools along the base of
the mountains, or of the steep bills on the other
side, and fringed by beautiful evergreens droop-
ing into the water. At distant intervals pretty
white bouses are seen along the valley, embow-
ered among orange and lemon trees, and sur-
rounded with extensive vineyards. Beautiful as
such a scene must at all times be,-the reader
may easily conceive its surpassing loveliness as the
sun descends behind the purple mountains, when
a faint blush still overspreads the deep blue sky,
-a sky unknown in less genial climes. At
such a time it was delightful to sit on the stoop
of the old bouse and listen to the ceaseless din of
the crickets and the last chirps of the little bright
colored birds as they sped away to their leafy
resting places. As the sun goes down, the
whole family of the jackals sally forth from their
holes in the undulating country or "Ruggens,"
as this. description of country is called towards
the sea coast, and fill the air with their wild
yells, which, though not unniusical, remind the
immigrant that he is in the land of Africa. Our
Hottentot servants may be seen wending home-
ward in the dusk to their little but or " pou-
duck," constructed of reeds, a few hundred
yards below our bouse, where their wives are
crouched around the fire, cooking their husbands'
supper, while a swarm of nimble, h«tf-naked
children are dancing among thebushes. As soon
as their evening meal is over, the sound of the
"Ramki," an instrument resembling the "Banjo,"
is heard from the hut, and a great part of the
night is spent in dancing or in listening to the
wild melody of their native airs.

In witnessing such a scene the careless ob-
server might suppose that the poor Hottentots
are as happy a race of human beings as the
wide world contains,-surrounded by all the ex-
ternal beauties of nature, in a delicious climate,
where care and anxiety for the means of pro-
curing the necessaries of life are alm>st un-
known, and where, during a large portion of the
year, clothing may be considered almost super-
fluous. It is not to be wondered at if the white
settler, who is so bountifully endowed with all
that is necessary to his own comfort. should over-
look or despise the claims of his swarthy breth-
ren,-the original owners of the soil.

It is true that the Almighty, in His mercy,
"has tempered the blast to the shorn lamb," and


