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one year into one particular locality, and afterwards

into another. Both these results, neither of nhich

was foreseen by any one, unfortunately for me, ensued

just at that time. It seemed natural that emigrants

sliould flow into a fertile tract of land, and eniij^ra-

tion was confidently expected steadily to increase ;

these were our anticipations, but neither of them

was realised. Were it suitable to the character of

these sketches, I would enter into the sul)ject of

emif^ration and the progress of improvement iu

Canada, rcspectinj^ which my judgment has been

matured by experience and observation ; but such

considerations would be out of pLace in volumes like

the present, and I shall therefore proceed with my
narrative.

I had obtained my cleared farm on easy terms,

and, in so far as the probability of procuring a com-

fortable subsistence was concerned, we had no reason

to complain ; but comfort and happiness do not

depend entirely on a sufficiency of the necessaries of

life. Some of our neighbours were far from being

agreeable to us. Being fresh from England, it could

hardly be expected that we could at once accom-

modate ourselves to the obtrusive familiarity of

persons who had no conception of any differences in

taste or manners arising from education and habits

acquired in a more refined state of society. I allude

more particularly to some rude and demoralised

American farmers from the United States, who lived

in our immediate neighbourhood. Other neighbours


