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~1 IA -LITERARY PIONEER -wm
NG woxnn writers connected 'Lufe in the Clearingê,' published in 1852, à1rs.
ith the literature of Canada Moodie says: 'The dres6of the higher claas 183
the early part of last century iot only eut in the newest French fashion,

as one of the gifted Striekland imnported fromr New York<, but le generally
stems, Mrs. Susanna Moodie, cornposed of ricýh and expensive. materials. The
*ho lived near the to-wn of Canadian lady dresees well and tatsteully, and
eterborough, in Ontario, and cLu-ries herseif easlly and gracefully. She is
tay bie considered as the -flot uinconsc-ioiis of the advantagce of a prpt-
ironieler of pioneer dayis in t.,, face and figureý; but bier knowledge of the
ýý eountry. Her book, 'IRough- fact is not ex'bibited ini aa affected or dis
ush,' presents the Canada of agreeuble mariner. The lower claiss are not
go as it appeared to an Eng- a whit beinid their wealitbier neigbibors in
ed by traditions and training outward aidoi'rnvintc. And the poor erigrant,
Slife of the pioneer, but try' - who only a few months previously hiad landed

B bee-t of thre ýcircumstanc-es, in rage, is now dresýsed neatly and respect-
re. Moodie landed at Quebec, ,L-ly.' The authores would probably writ-
n England, in Auguest, 1832, this paragraph over again if she were living
uar of the cholera epidelnie. to-day, but she would find in the outdoor-lov-
of their journey 'up country' ;ng Canadian girls a~ contrast to the 'delicate'
oach, along tihe bankis of the. iaidens of society in 1850. when she wrote:
where 'the neat farmhoui3es ______ ____________

And the suni lascearcely gleaming,
Through the cloudlet's snowy white,

Xinter'à lovely herald greets us,
Ere the ice.crown'd tyrant meets us.

A mellow isoftnesG fus the air-
No breeze on wanton wig eteals by,

To break the holy quiet there,
Or make the Waters fret and sigh,

Or the golden alders shiver,
l'bat bend to kies the placid river,
Flowiîng on and on for ever;

Blut the littie waves seem sleeping,
O'er the peb 'blea slowly creeping,
That laet night were>flashing-, leaping,

Eljiven by the restless breeze,
In i nes of foamn beaeath yon trees.

Drriss'd in robeîs of gorgeons he
Brown and gold with erimson blent

l'he foremt to the waters blue
Iti own enchantiing tints hais lent.

Ir, their dark depthis, life-like glowing,
We see a 6econd foreet g'rowing,
E.ach pictur'd leaf and braneh bestowing

A fairy graoe on that twin wood,
Mirror'd within the crysýtal flood.

'Tspleasaiît nowN in f aret elaçles;-
'l'le Indian limiter strings~ bis bow
ittrack, througli dark entangled glades,
The antler'd deer and bounding doe;

Or launclh at rigbt bis birch canoe,
To spear- the finny tribes, that dwellJ

Or s;andy liank, in weedy cell,
Or pool the fishmer kznows right well, -

Seeun by the red and livid glow
0- pine-torch at bis v-e8sel's bow.

Thiis dreamy- Indian-ésutnner day
Attunies theý Houl t0 tender sadness:

WVe love, but ioy not in the ray,-
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