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then returned and joined the famil

party, as if nothing had happened.
One day, however, a nickname applied
to him by Mrs. Moodie’s eldest girl
put him 1n a farious passion, and he
took himself off for ever, as his enter-
tainers hoped. They were mistaken.

“Two months after, we were taking
tea with a neighbour, who lived a mile
below us on the small lake, 'Who should
walk in but Mr. Malcolm ? He greeted us
with great warmth, for him ; and when we
rose to take leave, he rose and walked
home by our side. ‘Surely the little
stumpy man (the name Kate bhad given
him) is not returning to his old quarters?
I am still a bate mn the affairs of men.
Human nature has more strange varieties
than any one menagerie can contain, and
Malcolm was one of the oddest of her odd
species. 1hat night he slept in his old
bed below the parlor window, and_for

three months afterwards he stuck w us

" like a beaver.”

" The manner of this strange being’s
final departure was as eccentric as
that of his first coming. On Christ-
mas eve he started after breakfast to
walk into Peterborough to fetch raisins
for next day’s pudding. He never
came back, but left Peterborough thé
same day with a strangerin a wagon.
It was afterwards said that he had
gone to Texas, and been killed at
San Antonio de -Bexar. Whatever
became of him, he never again was
seen in that part of Canada. Mrs.
Moodie’s account of his residence in
her house is full of character, and ad-
mirable for its quietness and truth to
nature. “Firing the Fallow,” and
“Qur Logging Bee,” are also, zpart
from their connection with the emi-
grant’s fortunes, striking and interest-
ing sketches of Canadian forest life.
We are unable to dwell upon or ex-
tract from them, and mugt—hasten to
conclude our notice of this really fas-
cimating book:

Rebellion broke cut in Canada.
Captain Moodic, although suffering
from a scvere accident he had met
with whilst ploughing, felt his loyalty
and soldiership irresistibly appealed
to by the Queen’s proclamation, call-

‘ing upon all loyal gentlemen to join

in suppressing the insurrection.  To-
ronto was threatened by the insur-
gents, and armed bands were gather-
ing on all sides for its relief. So
Captain Moodie marched to the front.

Canada West. 363

Regiments of militia were formed,.and
in one of them he received command
of a company. He left in January,
and Mrs. Moodie remained alone with
her children and Jenny—a faithful
old Irish servant—to take care of the
house. It was a dull and cheerless
time. And yet her husband’s ap-
pointment was a great boon and
relief. His full pay as captain en-
abled him to remit money home, and
to liquidate debts. His wife, on her
side, was not inactive.

“Just at this period,” she says, “I
received a letter from a gentleman, re-
}uesting me to write for a magazine (the
Literary Garland) just started in Mon-
treal, with promise to remunerate me for
my labours. Such an application was
like & gleam of light springing up in the
darkness.”

When the day’s toils—which were
not trifing—were over, she robbed
herself of sleep—which she greatly
needed—to labour with her pen;
writing by the light of what lIrish
Jenny ealled ¢sluts”—twisted rags,

.dipped in lard, and stuek in a bottle.

Jenny viewed these literary pursuits
with huge discontent.

“You were thin enough befure you
took to the per,” grumbled the affec-
tionate old creature—* what good will it
be to the childhren, dear heart ! if you die
afore your time by wasting your strength
afther that fushion ¢ :

But Mrs. Moodic was not to be
dissuaded from her new pursuit. She
persevered, and with satisfactory re-
sults. .

«I actually,” she says, “ shed tears of
joy over the first twenty-dollar note I re-
ceived from Montreal” | s

Emulous of her mistress’s activity,
Jenny undertook: to make “a good
lump” of raple-sugar, with the aid
of little Sol, a hired boy, whom she
grievously cuffed and ill-treated, when
he upset the kettle, or committed
other blunders. Every evening dur-
ing the sugar-making Mrs. Moodie
ran up to se¢ Jenny in the bush,
singing and boiling down the sap in

‘front of her little shanty.

“The old woman was in her element,
and afraid of nothing under the stars;
she slept heside her kettles at night, and
snapped her fingers at the idea of the
least danger.”



