[Juxz, 1891.)

CANADA

69

Qur Houng Rolk’s Serial.

THE WHITE COTTAGE:
Or the Fortunes of a Boy-Emigrant in Canada.

BY MRS. 8. A. CURZON.

CHAPTER 1L
Oup Josian,

HERE was an old pensioner lived in our village, a funuy
old man with one arn, one leg and one eye, who used
to tell us boys woudarful stories about Nelson, Copen-

hagen and Canada. Like lads who love everything wild
aud adventurous, we liked his stories of Red Indiang, wolves
and rattlesnakes best, and cared very little for the doleful
plights in which he told us soldiers often found themsels es
with wounds, fevers and agues ; and it was reckoned one of
our greatest enjoyments when old Josinh would be persunded
to talk about *Kanady ”.  One evening, as I was returning
~ to the farm where I lived as a ploughhoy, after having been
home to see how mother was getting alorg, old Josiah called
to.me from his cottage door to come in and vead him » letter
which the carrier had just brought him. It was from one
of his sons in Canada, and told in a very cheerful tone of
his possessions, prospects and hopes; and, while I was
reading it, old Josiah would often rub his hands with
delight, and bid me “read that again”.  The letter ended
thus: “ Though I came here with only your gift of twenty
pounds, I am sure you would think I had made good use of
it, if you could sree my hundved acres, fifty of them cleared,
a good house, a team, ind a cow atid a fuw pigs for the wife,
though I can’t suy but I have to work hard, and the missis
too, but then the place is my own ”.

I should think I should”! cried old Josiah; “I
should think I skowld think thee had’st done well, and all
in o matter o ten year, but then Joe wur al’ays stiddy ”.

“Joe must have got good wages over there to have
bought & farm, even with your money to help, Mr Jack-
son ”, said L. .

“ Not much ’o that, not much o’ that, lad”, he replied ;
“he on’y got ten dollars a month, that’s fortyshillin’, when
he just went over, and that on’y in the sumwmer ; the winier
they doant gie so much, his waiige wur six 7.

“ But forty shillin’ a mouth and lodge in the house
that’s a good lot ; here’s me only a gettin’ ten shillin’, and 1
work hard for it"too .

Waiiges is bigger in Canady, because labour's sea’ce lad ;
but things.is & good deal dearer—bbots: and all kinds o
" clothes,. but land’s cheap, very cheap, and a poor man
stan’s o © ance o gettin’ o few acres for himself if he’s
industrious”;

When I loft old.Josiah that night, my mind was all ina
whirl. T felt .2s.if a great fortune had been left me in

‘no good, and, indeed, does harm.

a distant country, and I had only to travel thero in order to
obtain it. Plan after plan of what I would do for my
mother, for my sisters, for my brothers, for averybody that
needed it, chased oro another like shadows through my
excited brain. How different the world lcoked all at once
I had left my mother’s house angry and depressed, notwith-
standing her parting kiss and word of praise. Why should
we be so poor, and othors be so rich?  Why should some
seem to have everything, and others nothing? Why- were
some men large landed proprictors and able to leave fortunes
to their children, while others would have to be buried
in ground paid for by others, not even a poor six foot
of earth to call their own? Aud no hope that it wonld
over be otherwise! My memory told me well enough how
it was in our case, but I was determined to adopt the
grievances of the whole parish, nay, of the whole country
and to be discontented and covetous. But now! I no
longer envied the squire his ficlds, and the lord of the manor
his money.  There wns 2 way opened to me to get money
and lands, and get it I would, but how? there was the
question. How should I get over to that happy country?
And where was the twenty pounds to begin with that Joe
Jackson’s father had given him? That was the old man's
prizé money, but my father-—oh ! dear.

Next time I went home I told mother all about Josial's
letter, and the prospects for a strong lad in Canada, adding
my desire to go thither. At first mnother was very averse to
thinking aboyt it, but as I uwrged the chances that X might
prosper as well as another, and. the hopelessness that ever I
should buy even an acre of land in England,(though I knew
there was every reason to hope that by steady industry I
might be able to rent a snug little place such as I was born
in), ghe at last began to entertain the idea, and acknowledged
that it would be a benelit to me if I could get the chance.
Seeing that mother sympathiscd with me, I began to discuss
matters freely with her, and when I went home next time, I
found that she bad been to see old Josiah, in order to learn
how I might reach Canada, how far it was off, and what it
would cost ; but she foresu.. difficulty with my father, who
always looked to my wages to pay the year’s rent. And
if he heard of the prospect in a new country, he was likely
to think that he had the best right to try it. “ Which
would be ruin, Tom ”, said my mother, and I felt that
it would, iudeed. .

“Say nothing about it to anybody, Tom ; leave it to.me;
pray for the direction of the Almighty, and keep steady at
your work, and we'll see what can be done ”.

This was delightful language to me. I knew that
mother would never leave off trying as long as there was
the slightest hope of success, and I went to work again,
happy.

Several weeks went by, and poor dear mother was no
nearer finding un answer to the riddle than ever, and I
began to get both impatient and despondent. I always
wanted to do a thing right off, which, though a very good
rule in-its way, is not always best. Some things require a
good deal of thinking about, and others when decided upon

“cannot always be accomplished at once, and it is very foolish

in young people to give way to an impatic >ee that will do

“ Let patience have her
perfect work ”, says the Scriptute, and, if we can.see .no
other consolatior, we should remember that patiencels a
Christian virtue, and as such is accepted-in the sight of God.
But.I forgot all this, and began to doubt. .dear mgther’s
1bility, nay, I even went so far-as. to doubt.her intention.



