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sold, he got back only a fourth of his
capital. The nfstake he made in
parting with his bhalf-pay was the
cause of great privations and anxiety.

“It was a bright frosty morning,” says
Mrs. Moodie, “when I bade adieu to the
farm, the birthplace of my little Agnes,
who, nestled beneath my cloak, .was
sweetly sleeping on my knee, unconscious
of the long journey before us into” the
wilderness. . . It was not without regret
that I left Melsetter, for so my husband
had ealled the place, after his father’s
estate in Orkney. It was a beautiful,
picturesque spot ; and, in spite of the evil
neighbourhood, I had learned to loveit;
indeed, it was much against my wish that
it was sold. I had a great dislike to re-
moving, which involves a necessary loss,
and is apt to give to the emigrant roving
and unsettled habits. But all regrets
were now useless; and, hap'pily uncon-
scious of the life of toil and anxiety that
awaited us in those dreadful woods I
tried my best to be cheerful, and to re-
gard the future with'a hopeful eye.”

Most nobly, when the toil and
anxiety came, did this high-hearted
woman bear up against them. Severer
hardships ang trials were perhaps
never cndured, for so long a period,
by one of her delicate sex. At first,
affairs looked promising in the forest.
A timely legacy supplied means to
nd and to build
a house; a considerdble sum still
remained in hand, and a good income
from the steamboat stock was looked
upon as certain. The first spring in
the forest was spent in comparative
case andidleness.

“Those were the haleyon days of the
bush. My husband had purchased a very
light ced};r éanoe, to which he attached
a keel and a sail ; and most of our leisure
hours, directly the snows melted, were
spent upon the water.. These fishing
and shooting excursions were delightful:

. We felt as if we were the first
discoverers of every beautiful flower and
stately tree that attracted our attention,
and we gave names to fantastic rocks
and fairy isles, and raised imagirary
houses on every picturesque spot which

“we floated past during our aquatic excur-

sions. I learned the use of the paddle,
d became quiet a proficient in the

gentle craft.”

They received visits from the In-
diens, a -number of whom (of the
Chippewa tribe) frequented a dry

.
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cedar-swamp hard-by, fishing, shoot-'

ing, and making maple-sugar, baskets, .

and cances. They were friendly
and communicative, grateful for the
slightest kindness, never intrusive or
offensively familiar; in short, they
were born gentlemen, and in every

respect a perfect contrast and immea-

surably superior to the Yankee squat-
ters at C——. Mrs. Moodie devotes
the greafer part of a most interesting
chapter to stories and traits of her
red friends. No attention, however
small, was lost upon these warm-
hearted people. One cold night, late
in autumn, six squaws asked shelter
of Mrs. Moodie. It was rather a
large party to Jodge, but forest hospi-
tality is _noffatinted. There was
“ Joe Muskrat® squaw” and “ Betty
Cow,” and an old white-haired wo-
man, whose searlet embroidered leg-
girts showed her to be;a chief’s wife.
After they had all well supped, mat-
tresses and blankets were spread on
the parlour floor for their use, and Mre.
Moodic considerately told her servant
to give the aged squaw the best bed.

“The old Indian glanced at me with
her keen, bright eye; but I had no idea
that she comprehended what I said.
Some weeks after this, as I was sweeping
my Sarlom’ floor, a slight tap drew me to
the door. On opening it I perceived the
old squaw, who immediately slipped into
my hand a set of beautifully embroidered
bark trays,
and exhibiting the very best sample of
the poreupine-quill work. While I stood
wondering what this might mean, the
good old creature fell upon my neck, and

kissing me, exclaimed, ¢ You remember
old squaw—malke her comfortable! Old
sq]t:awno forget you. Keep them forher
sake,” and before I could detain her she
ran down the hill with a swiftness which
seemed to bid defiance to years. Inever
saw this interesting Indian again, and I
concluded that she died during the win-
ter, forehe must have been of a great age.”

When fortune frowned on Nono-
cosiqui, “ the
name given to Mrs. Moodie by the
Indians, in allusion to the pleasure
she took in painting birds,) when her
purse and pantry were alike empty,
and, in Indian phrase, “her hearth-
stone was growing cold,” many an
acceptable supply of much-needed
food was brought to her by her red
friends. -
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