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Still more touching is the exquisite
delicacy with which. she and her
friend Emilia imparted the relief they
brought, and strove to bestow their
charity without imposing an obliga-
tion. "The Walk to Dummer " is a

chapter of Mrs. Moodie's book that
alone would secure her the esteem and
admiration of her readers. Captain
N. was an Irish settler in Canada,
who had encountered similar mishaps
to those Capfain Moodie had experi-
enced-but in a very different spirit.
He had taken to drinking, had de-
serted his family, and was supposed
to have joined Mackenzie's band of
ruffians on Navy Island. For nine
weeks his wife aùd children had tasted
no food' but potatoes ; for eighteen
nonths they had eaten nio meat. Be-
fore going to Mrs. Moodie, Jenny had
been their servant for five years, and,
although repeatedly beaten by her
master with the iron ramrod of his
gun, would still have remained with
them, would he bave permitted her.
She sobbed bitterly on learning their
sufferings, and that Miss Mary, "the
tinder thing," and her brother, a boy
of twelve, had to fetch fuel from the
bush in that "oncommon savare
weather." Mrs. Moodie was deeply
affected at the recital of so much
misery. She had bread for herself
and children, and that was all. It was
more than had Mrs. N. But for the
willing there is ever a way, and Mrs.
Moodie found means of doing good,
where means there seemed to be none.
Some ladies in the neighbourhood
were desirous to do what they could
for Mrs. N.»; but they wished first to
be assured that her condition really
was as represented. They would be
guided by the report of Mrs. Moodie
and Emilia, if those two ladies would
go to Dummer, the most western
clearing of Canada's Far West, and
ascertain the facts of the case. If they
would! There was not an instant's
hesitation. Joyfully they started on
their Samaritan pilgrimage. Ladies,
lounging on damask cushionsin your
well-hung carriages, read this account
of a walk through the wilderness;
read the twelfth chapter of Mrs. Moo-
die's second volume, and - having-
read it - you will assuredly read
the whole of her book, and rise from
ifs perusal with full hearts, and with
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the resolution to imitate, as far as
your opportunities allow-and to none
of us, who seek them with a fervent
and sincere spirit, shall opportunities
be wanting-.her energetic and truly
Christian charily.

Le diable ne sera pas toujours der-
rière la porte, says the French pro-
verb. The gentleman in question had
long obstinately kept his station be-
hind Mrs. Moodie's shanty door; but
at last, despaiiing, doubtless, of a
triumph over her courage and resig-
nation, he fled discomfited. The
-militia disbanded, Captain Moodie's
services were no longer needed. But
his hard-saved pay had cleared off
many debts, and prospects were
brighter.

" The potato crop was gathered in,
and I had collected ny store of dandelion
roots for our winter supply of coffee,
when one day brought a letter to my
hîusbau<l from the Governor's secretary,
offering him the situation of Sheriff of the
V-- district. Once more he bade us
farewell; but it was to go and make
ready a home for us, that we should no
more be separated from cadi other.
Heartily did I return thanks to God
that night for all his mercies to us."

Short time sufficed for preparation
to quit the dreary log-house. Crops,
furniture, farm-stock, and implement's,
were sold, and as soon as snow fell
and sleighing was practicable, the
family left the forest for their sug
dwelling in the distant town of V-.
Strange as it may seem, when the
time came, Mrs. Moodie clung to her
solitude.

"I. did not like," she says, "to be
dragged from it to mingle in gay scenes,
in a busy town, and with gail{-dressed
people. I was no longer fit for t ie world.
I lad lost all relish for the pursuits and
pleasures whieh are so essential to its
votaries; I was contented to ]ive and die
in obscurity. For seven years I had lived
out of the world altogether ; my person
had been rendered coarse by hard work
and exposure to the weather. I looked
double the age I really was, and my hair
was already sprinkled with grey."

Honour to such grey hairs, blanch-
ed in pàtient and courageous suffering.
More lovely they than raven tresses,
to all who prefer to the body's per-
ishable beauty the imperishable quali-
ties of the immortal soul !
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