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A CONTRAST.

TN the year 1832 T landed with Ty husband, J. W.
Dunbar Moodie, in Canada. Mr. Moodie was the
youngest son of Major Moodie, of Mellsetter, in the Ork-
ney Islands; he was a lieutenant in the 21st regiment of
Fusileers, and had “been severely wounded in the night-
attack upon Bergen-op-Zoom, in Holland.

Not- being overgifted with the good things of this
world—the younger sons of old British families seldom
are—he had, after mature deliberation, determined to try

his fortunes in Canada, and settle upon the grant of 400
" acres of land, ceded by the Govermnent to officers > upon -
ha.lf-pa,y

Emigration, in most cases—and ours was no exception
to the general rule—is a Jnatter of necessity, not of choice.
It may, indeed, generally be regarded- as an act of duty -
performed at the expense of personal enjoyment, and at the
sacrifice of all those local attachments which stamp the
scenes in which our childhood grew in mpenshable
characters upon the heart. .

Nor is it, until adversity has pressed hard upon the
:?&ﬂqd spirit of the sons and daughters of old, but
ipoverished, families, that they can subdue their proud,

and rebellious feelings, and submit to make the trial,
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- world, which is always galling to a proud man, but -

“%utes the sole difference between him and the more fa~

- Canada became the great land-mark for the rich in hope

. teemed with the almo fabulous advantages to be de-
rived from a settlement in - is_highly favored region.
Men, who had been doubtful of suppo ing their families

in Canada to realize a fortune. The infection became -

ad%ai .\uﬂﬂl’)’ﬁ/’)o‘hq&‘ﬂ&‘ﬁ&"'fnw poiahd

- the stern realities of emigrant life in the back-woods. -

8  CANADA.

This was our case, and our motive for emigrating to one -
of the British colonies ¢an be summed up in a few words. ‘
The emvigrant’s hope of bettering his condition, and se- .
curing a sufficient competence to support his family, to’
frec himself from the slighting remarks, too often hurled =
at the poor gentleman by the practical people”of * the

doubly s, when he knows that the want of wealth consti-

vored offspring of the-same parent stock.

In 1830 the tide of emigration flowed westward, and

and poor in purse. Public newspapers and private letters

in comfort at home, thought that they had only to land

genéra.l. ‘Thousands and tens of #housands from the middle - -
ranks of British society, for tite space of three or four
years, landed upon these shores. A large majority of
these ‘emigrants were officers of the army and havy, with -
their families; a class. perfectly unfitted, by their pre-
vious habits and standing in society, for contending with

A class formed mainly from the .younger scions of -great
families, naturaﬂ -proud, and not only accustomed to com~_

inand, but to e implicit obedience from the people -
under them, are not-men adapted to the bard toil of the
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woodman’s life. Nor will such persons submit cheerfully
t0 the saucy familjarity of servants, who, republicans at’
heart, think themselves quite as good as their employers.

Too many of these brave and honest men took up their
grants of wild land in remote and, unfavorable locali-
ties, far from churehes, schools, and markets, and fell an
easy prey to the land speculatdrs, that swarmed in every
tising village on the borders of civilization. b :

It was to warn such settlers as thése last mentioned,
not to take up. grants and pitch their tents in the wilder-
ness, and by so doing, reduce .themselves and their fami-

lies td hopeless poverty, that my work “ Roughing 'bt m
the Bush” was written.

- I gave the éxperierice of the first seven years we passed
in the woods, attempting to clear a bush farm, as a warn-
ing to otherﬁ, and the number of persons who have since
told me, that my book “told the hisgory” of their own
life in the wopds, ought to be the best proof to every
candid mind {fat I spoke the truth. It is not by such
feeble i nents as the above that Providence works,
when it-eeks to reclaim the waste places of the earth,
.and make them subservient to the wants and happiness-
of its creatures. The great Father.of the souls and bodies

“of men knows the arm which wholesomg labour from
infancy has made .strong,, the nerves that have become
iron by patient endurance, and he chooses such to send.
forth into the forest to hew out the rough paths for the
advance of civilization.

-These men become wea.lfhy and prosperous, .and are
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the bones and sinews of a great and rising country. Their
labour is wealth, not exhaustion; it produces content, not
home sickness and despair.

What the backwoods of Canada are to the industrious
and ever-to-be-honored sons of honest poverty, and what
they are to the refined and polished gentleman, these.

" sketches have endeavered to show.

The poor man is in his native element; the poor gentle-
man totally unfitted, by his previous habits and educa-
tion, to be a hewer of the forest, and a tiller of the soil.
‘Whatmoney he brought out with him is lavishly expended
during the first two years, in paying for labour to clear
and fence lands, which, from his ignorance of agricultural
pursuits, will never make him the least profitable return,
and barely find ‘coarse food for his family. Of clot.hmg
we say nothing. Bare feet and Tags are too common in
the bush. ~ ,

Now, had the same means and the same labour been

- \_employed in the cultivation of a leased farm, or one pur-
chased for a few hundred doéllars, near a village, how
different would have been the results, not only to the
settler, but it would have added greatly to the wea.lth '
and social improvement of the country. '

"T.am well aware that a great, and, I must think, a most .
unjust prejudice has been felt against my book in Canads, " §
because I dared to give my opinion freely on a subject .
which had engrossed a great deal of my attention; nor do
I believe that the account of our failure in the bush ever
deterred a single emigrant from coming to the country,

R il M-k s
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as the only circulation it ever had in the colony, was
chiefly through the volumes that often formed & portion
of their baggage. The many, who have condemned the
work without reading it, will be surprised to find that
not one word has been said to prejudice intending emi-
grants from making Canada their home. Unless, in-
deed, they ascribe the regret expressed at having to leave
zﬁy native land, so natural in the painful home-sicknes:s
which, for several months, preys upon the health and spirits
of the dejected exile,to a deep-rooted dislike tothe country.

So far from this being the case, my love for the coun-
try has steadily increa,sbd, from year to- year, and my
attachment to Canada is now so strong, that I cannot .
imagine any inducement, short of absolute necessity,
which could induce me to leave the éolony, whei'e, as a’
wife and mother, some of the happiest years of my life
ha.ve been spent. -

Contra.st;ng the first years of my life in the bush, with
Canada as she now is, my wind is filled with wonder-and
gratitude at the rapid strides she ha;s made towards the
fulfilment of a great and glorious destiny.

What important. events have been brought to pass,
within the narrow circle of ess than forty years! What
a difference since mow and then. The country is the
same only in name. Its aspect is wholly changed. The
rough has become smooth, the crooked has been made
¢ straight, the forests have been converted into fruitful
| fields, the rude log cabin of the woodsman has been

- replaced by the handsome, well appointed homestead, and
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" large populous” cities have pushed the small clap-boarded
_ villagé into the shade. ' '
The solitary stroke- of the axe, that one broke the
uniform silence of the vast woods, is only heard in re-
mote districts, and is superseded by the thundering tread
of the iron horse, and the ceaseless panting of the steam
engine in our saw mills and factorj
~ Canada is no longer a. childs sleepmg in the arms of
nature, dependent, for her vefy existence on the fostering
care of her illustrious mother. She has outstepped in-
“fancy, and is in the full enjoyment of a strong and vigor-
ous youth. What may not we hope for her maturity ere
another forty summers have glided down the stream of
time. Already sheholds in her hand the crown of one of
the mightiest empires thattheworld hasseen, or isyet tosee.
Look at her vast resources—her fine healthy climate—
her fruitful soil—the inexhaustible wealth of her pine
forests—the untold treasures hidden in her umnexplored
mines. What other country possesses such an internal
navigation for transporting 'its products from distant
Manitoba to the sea, and from thence to every porh in
the world!
If an excellent Go\rernment defended by wise laws,
a loyal people, and a free Church can make people happy
and proud of their country, surely we have every reason
to rejoice in our new Dominion.
When we first came to the country it was a mere
struggle for bread to the many, while all the offices of
emolument and power were held by a favored few. The
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3 A CONTRAST w 13
country was rent to pieces by political factions, and a
fierce hostility existed between the native born Canadians
—the first pioneers of the forest—and the British emi-
grants, who looked upon each other as mutual enemies who
" were seeking ta appropna.te the larger share of the new
country. :

‘ Those who had settled down in the woods, weré
happily unconscious that these quarrels threatened to
destroy the péace of the colony.

The insurrection of 1837 came. upon them like a thun-
der clap; they could hardly believe such an incredible
tale. Intensely loyal, the emigrant officers rose to a man
to defend the Bmtxsh flag, and chastise the rebels and
their rash leader.

In their zeal to uphold British authonty, they made -

no excuse for the wrongs that the dominant.party had
heaped upon a clever and high-spirifed man. To them he
was a traitor; and as such, a public enemy. Yet the
blow struck by that injured ma.n weak as it was, without
money, arms, or the necessary ‘munitions of war, and
defeated and broken in its first effort, gave freedom-to
Canada, and laid the foundation of the excellent consti-
tution that we now enjoy. It drew the attention of ‘the
Home Government to the many abuses then practised in
the colony ; and made them aware of its vast importance
in a political point of view ; and ultlma.tely led to all our
great national 1mprovements.

. The settlement of the long vexed clergy Teserves ques-
tion, and the  establishment of common schools, ‘was a
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great boon to the colony. The opening up of new town-.
ships, the making of roads, the establishment of munici-
pal councils in all the old districts, leaving to the citizens
the free choice of their own members in the council for
* the management of their affairs; followed in rapid suc-
cession.

These changes of course took soine years to accomplish,
and led to others equally important. The Provincial
Exhibitions have done much to improve the agricultural
interests, and have led to better and more productive
methods of cultivation,- than were formerly practised
in the Province. The farmenrgradually became a wealthy
and intelligent land owner, proud of his improved- flocks

and herds, of his fine horses, and handsome home- -

stead. He was able to send his sons to college and his
daughters to boarding school, and not un'commofﬁ’y be-
came an honorable member of the Legislative Council.

While the sons of poor gentlemen have generally lost
caste, and sunk into useless sots, the children of these
honest tillers of the soil have steadily risen to the highest
class; and have given to Canada some of her best de
wisest leglslators. '

" Men who rest satisfied with the mere accident of birth
for their claims to distinction, without epergy and in-
dustry to maintain their positior in society, are sadly at
discount in a country, which amply rewards the worker,
but leaves the indolent loafer lo die in indigence and
obscunty ~

Honest poverty is encoumged not despised, in Canada.

<
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Few of hé/r prosperous men have risen from obscurity to
affluénce without going through ‘the mill, and therefore
have a fellow-feeling for those who are struggling to gain
the first rung on the ladder.

Men are allowed in this country a freedom enjoyed by
few of the more polished countries in Europe ; freedom
in religion, politics, and speech ; freedom to select their
own friends and to visit with whom they please, without
consulting the Mrs. Grundys of society ; and they can lead
a more independent social life than in the mother country,
because less restricted by the conventional prejudices
that govern older communities. ’

Few people who have lived ma.!}& years in Canada,
and return to England %0 spend the remainder of their
days, accomplish the fact. They almost invariably come
back, and why ? They feel more independent and happier
here; they have no idea)what a blessed country it is to

live in until they go back and realize the want of
* social freedom. I-have heard this from so many educat-
ed people, persons of taste and refinement, that I cannot
doubt the truth of their statements. '

Forty years has accomplished as great a change in the
habits and tastes of the Canadian people, as it has in the
architecture of their fine cities, and the appearance of
the country. A young Canadian gentleman is as well-
educated as any. of his compeers across the big water,
and contrasts very favourably with them. Social and )
unaffected, he puts on no airs of offensive superiority, at
meets & stranger with the courtesy and frankness beést
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calculated to shorten the distance between them, and to
make his guest feel perfectly at home.

Few countries possess a more beautiful female popula.-
tion. The women are elegant in their tastes, graceful in
their manners, and naturally kind and affectionate in
their dispositions. “Good housekeepers,sociable neighbours,
and lively and active in speegh and movenfent ; theéy are
capital companions, and make excellent wives and
mothers. Of course there must be exceptions to every
rule; but cases of divorce, or desertion of their homes,

. are so rare an occurrence, that it speaks volumes for their
domestic worth. Numbers of British officers have chosen
their wives in Canada, and I never heard that they had
cause to repent of their choice.

In common with our American neighbours, we find that
the worst members of our community are not Canadian
born, but importations from other countries.

The Dominion and Local Govermnents are now doing
much to open up the resources of. Ca.n'(xda, by the Inter-.
colonial and projected Pacific Railways, and other Public
Works, which, in time, will make a vast tract of land
available for eultivation, and furnish homes for multi-
tudes of the starving populations of Europe. .

And again, the Government of the flourishing Province -
_of Ontario,—of which the Hon. J. Sandfield Macdonald
"is premier—has done wonders dunng the last- four years
by means of its Immigration policy, which has been most

* successfully egrried out by the Hon. John Carling, ‘the
e Commmsmne and greatly bended to the development of )
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the country. By this policy liberal provision is made for

free grants of land to actual settlers, for general edu-

cation, and for the encouragement of the industrial Arts

and Agriculture; by the construction of public roads, and

the improvement of the internal navigable waters of the

Province ; and by the assistance now given to an eco-

nomical system of railways connecting these interior

waters with the leading railroads and ports on the fron-

tier; and not only are free grants of land given in the

districts extending from the eastern'to the western ex-

tremity of the Province, but one of the best of the new

townships Has been selected in which the Government is

now making roads, and upon each lot is clearing five

acres and erecting thereon a smal] house, which will be -
granted to heads of families, who) by six annual instal-

ments, will be required to pay back to the Government
the cost of these improvements—not exceedfﬁxg $200, or
£40 sterling—when a free patent (or.deed) of the land
will be given, without any cha.rge whatever, under a pro-
tective Homestead Act. This wise"-and liberal policy
would have astonished the Colonial Legislature of 1832 ;

but will, no doubt, speedily give to the Province a noble
and progressive back country, and add much to. its
strength and prosperity.

Our busy factories and foundries—our copper, silver
and plumbago mines—our salt and petroleum—the in-
creasing exports of native produce—speak volumes for
‘the prosperity of the Dominion, and for the government
of those who are at the head of affairs. It anly requires
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the loyal co-operation of an mtelhgent and enlight-
ened people, to render this beautiful and free country
the greatest and the happiest upon the face of the
earth.

When we contrast forest hfe in Canada forty years
ago, with the present state of the country, my book will
not be without interest and significance. ‘We may truly -
say, old thmgs have pa.ssed away, all things have become

- néw.

What an advance in the arts and sciences, and in the
literature of the cduntry has been made during the last
few years. " Canada can boast of many good and even
d1st1ngmshed authors, and the lov@x of books and book-
lore is daily increasing.

Institutes and literary a,ssomatlona for the encourage-
ment of learning are now to be found in all the cities
and large towns i the Dominion. We are no longer de-
pendent upon the States for the reproduction of the
works of celebrated authors; our own publishers, both in

- * Toronto and Montreal, are furnishing our handsome book
‘stores with volumes that rival, in cheapness and typogra-~
phical excellence, the best issues from the large printing
establishments in America. _We have no lack of native
talent or books, or of intellj ent readers tolappreciate them.

~ Our print shops are full 6f the well-executed désigns
-of native artists. And the grand scemery of our lakes
and forests, transferred to canvas, adorns the homes of our
T . ._wealthy citizens. J
We must not omit in thxs shght sketch to refer to the
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number of fine public buildings, which meet us at every
turn, most of which have been designed and executed by
native architects. Montreal can point to her Victoria
Bridge, and (challenge the world to product its equal.
This prodlgy of mechanical skill should be a’ sufficient
inducement Lo strangers from other lands to visit our
shores, and though designed by the son of the immortal
George Stephenson, it was Canadian hands that helped
him to execute his great project—to rais€ that glorious
monument to, his fame, which, we hope, will outlast a
thousand years.

Our new Houses of Parhament our churches, banks < °

public halls, asylums-for the insane, the blind, and’the
deaf and dumb, are buildings which must attract the
attention of every intelligent traveller; and when we
consider the few brief years that have elapsed since the -
Upper Province was reclaimed from the wilderness, our
orogress in mechanical arts, and all the comforts
which pertain to modern civilization, is unprecedented in
the history of older nations. :
If the Canadian people will honestly umte in carrying
out measures proposed by the Government, for the good
of the -country, irrespective of self-interest and party
pre;udwes they must, before the close of the présent
- century, become a great and prosperous people, bearing ‘
_their own ' flag, and enjoying their-own nationality. -

May the blessing . of God rest upon Ca.na.da, and the
Cana.dlan p?ople'

: SUSANNA Moonm
. Bx_nmvn.m, .1871 . .
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ANADA, the blest—the free ! .
<& VWith prophetic glance, I see -
Visions of thy future glory,
Giving to the world’s great story.
A page, with mighty meaning fraught,
That asks a wider range of thought.:
"Borne onward on the wings of Time,
I trace thy future course sublime ;
And feel my anxious Iot grow bright,
. 'While musing on the glorious sight ;—
. Yea, my heart leaps ap with glee
To hail thy noble destiny! .

Even now thy sons inherit

All thy British mother’s -spirit.

Ah! no child of bondage thou ;

‘With her blessing on thy brow,

And her deathless, old renown

‘Circling thee with freedom’s crown,

And her love within thy heart, -

‘Well may’st thou perform thy part,

And to coming years proclaim

Thou art worthy of her name,

Home of the homeless !—friend tosall
* 'Who suffer on this earthly ball !

On thy bosom sickly care |

Quite forgets her squalid lair;

Gaunt famine, ghastly poverty

Before thy gracious aspect fly,

And hopes long crush’d, grow bright again,

And, smiling, point to hill and plain,
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By thy winter’s stainless snow,

Starry heavens of purer glow,

Glorious summers, fervid, bright,
Basking in one blaze of light ;

By thy fair, salubrious clime ;

By thy scenery sublime ;

By thy mountains, streams, and woods ;
By thy everlasting floods ;

If greatness dwells beneath the skies,
Thou to greatness shalt arise !

Nations old, and empires vast,

From the earth had darkly pass’d

Ere rose the fair auspicious morn

‘When thou, the last, not least, wast born.

Through the desert solitude

Of trackless waters, forests rude,

Thy guardian angel sent a cry

All jubilant of victory !

¢ Joy,” she cried, ‘“ to th’ untill’d earth,

Let her joy in a mighty nation’s birth,—

Night from the land has pass’d away,

The desert basks in noon of day. = *
_Joy, to the sullen wilderness,

I come, her gloomy shades to bless,

To bid th&'bear and wild-cat yield

Their savage haunts to town and field.

Joy, to stout hearts and willing hands,

That win a right to these broad lands,

And reap the fruit of honest toil,

Lords of the rich, abundant soil.

““Joy, to the sons of want, who groan
Tn lands that cannot feed their own ; i

" And seek, in stern, determined mood, *
Homes in the land of lake and wood, -~ - -
And leave their heart’s-young hopes behind,
Friends in this distant world to find ;
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Led by that God, who from His throne
Regards the poor man’s stifled moan.

Like one awaken’d from the dead,

The peasant lifts his drooping head,

Nerves his strong heart and sun-burnt hand,
To win a portion of the land,

That glooms before him far and wide

In frowning woods and surging tide

No more oppress’d, no more a slave,

Here freedom dwells beyond the wave.

"¢ Joy, to those hardy sires who bore
The day’s first heat—their toils are o’er;
Rude fathers of this risijg land,
Theirs was a mission truly grand.
Brave peasants whom the Father, God,
Sent to reclaim the stubborn sod ;
‘Well they perform’d their task, and won
Altar and hearth for the woodman’s son.
Joy, to Canada’s unborn heirs,
A deathless heritage is theirs ;
For, sway’d by wise and holy laws,
Its voice shall aid the world’s great cause,
Shall plead the rights of man, and claim.
For humble worth an honest name ;
Shall show the peasant-born can be,
‘When call’d to action, great and free.
Like fire, within the flint conceal’d,
By stern necessity reveal’d,
Kindles to life the stupid sod,
TImage of perfect man and God.

¢ Joy, to thy urborn sons, for they
Shall hail a brighter, purer day ;
When peace and Christian brotherhood
Shall form a stronger tie than blood—
And commerce, freed from tax and chain,
Shall builds bridge o'er earth and main
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And man shall prize the wealth of mind,
The greatest blessing to mankind ;
True Christians, both in word and deed,
Ready in virtue’s cause to bleed,
Against a world combined to stand,
And guard the honour of the land.
Jeoy, to the earth, when this shall be,
Time verges on eternity.”
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.. ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

CHAPTER L

A VISIT TO GROSSE ISLE.
Alas! that man’s stern spirit e’er should mar
A scene so pure—so exquisite as this.
‘ RPVHE dreadful cholera was depopulating Quebec and
t L), Montreal, when our ship cast anchor off Grosse Isle,
t on the 30th of August, 1832, and we were boarded « few
L minutes after by the health-officers. "One of these gentle-
E men—a little, shrivelled-up Frenchman—from his solemn
aspect and attenuated figure, would have made no bad
F representative of him who sat upon the pale horse. He was
| the only grave Frenchman I had ever seen, and I naturally
| enough regarded him as a phenomenon.  His companion
| —a fine-looking fair-haired Scotchman—though a little
. consequential in his manners, looked like one who in his
own person could combat and vanquish all the evils which
_flesh is heir to. Such was the contrast between these
d doctors, thet 4 ey would have formed very goed emblems,
one, of vigordus health; the other; of hopeless decay.
Our captain, a rude, blunt north-country.sailor, possess-
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ing certainly not more politeness than might be expected
in a bear, received his sprucely dressed visitors-on the
deck, and, with very little courtesy, abruptly bade them
follow him down to the cabin.
The officials were no sooner seated than, glancing hastily:
round the place, they commenced the following dialogue:
“From what port, captain ¢’

Now, the captain had a peculiar lanoruage of his own,

from which he commonly expunged all the connectmo'
links. Small wqrds such as “and” and “the? he con-
trived to dispénse with altogether. .

“«Scotland—sailed from port o’ Leith, bound for Quebec,
Montreal—general cargo—seventy-two steerage,four cabin
passengers—brig Anne, one hundred and ninety-two tons
burden, crew eight hands.” Here he produced his creden-
tials, and handed them to the strangers. The Scotchman
just glanced over the documents,and laid them on the table.
- “Had you a good passage out ¢’

“Tedlous baffling winds, heavy fogs, detamed three
weeks on Banks—foul weather making Gulf—short of

water, people out of provisions, steerage passengers

starving.”
“ Any case of sickness or death on board ?
« All sound as crickets.”
“ Any births?” lisped the little Frenchman.
The captain screwed up his mouth, and after a moment’s

reflection he replied, “ Birtlis? * Why, yes; now I think - -
on’t, gentlemen, we had one female on board; who pro- -

duced three at a birth.”

9,
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« That’s uncommon,” said the Scotch doctor, with an air
of lively curiosity. ‘Are the children alive and well 2 T
should like much to see them.” He started up, and-
knocked his head, for he was very tall, against the ceiling.
“ Confound- your low cribs! I have nearly dashed out
my brains.” o

« A hard task, that,” looked. the captam tome. Hedid
not speak, but I knew by his sarcastic grin what was
| uppermost in his.thoughts. “The young ones all'males—
| fine thriving fellows. Step upon deck, Sam Frazer,”
~ turning to- his'steward ; “bring them down. for doctors to
see.”  Sam vanished, with a knowing wink to his superior,
and quickly returned, bearing in his' arins three fat,
chuckle-headed bull terriers ; the sagacious mother follow- -
ing close at his heels, and looked ready to give and take
offence on the slighest provocation.

"«“Here, gentlemen are the babies,” said Frazer, deposit-
ing: his burden on  the ﬁoor “They do credlb‘to the
nursing of the brindled slut.”

The old tar laughed, chuckled, and rubbed his hands in
an ecstacy of delight at the mdlgnatlon and d.lsa.ppomt-
i ment visible in the countennnce of. the Scotch Esculapius,
i. who, angry as he was, wisely held his tongue. Not so the’
¢ Frenchman ; his rage scarcely knew bounds,—he danced
in a state of most ludicrous excitement,—~-he shoqk his fist -
f at our rough ca.ptam and screamed at the top of his
- voice,—

“Sacré, you bebe' You tink us doo-, when you try to '
pass your puppies on us for babies ?”
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“Hout, man, don’t be angry,” said the Scotchman,
stifling a laugh; “you see ’tis only a Joke -

«Joke! mie no understand sueh joke. Blte!” returned.
the angry Frenchman, bestowing a savage kick on one of °
the. unoffending pups which was frisking-about his feet.
The pup yelped ; the slut barked and leaped fariously at
the offender, and was only kept from biting him by*Sam,
who could scarcely hold her back for laughing; the captain
was uproarious ; the offended Frenchman alone main--
tained a severe and dignified aspect. The dogs were at
length dismissed, and peace restored.

After some further questioning from the officials, a blble
was reqmred for the captain to take an oath. Mine was’
mislaid, and there was none at hand. ’ /

“ Confound 1t 1" muttered the old sailor, tossing over
the papers in his desk; “that. scoundrel Sam,” always
stows my traps out of the way.” Then taking up from
the table a book which I had been reading, which hap-
pened to be Voltaire’s History of Charles XII, he pres-
ented it, with as grave an air as he could assume, to the’
Frenchman. Taking for granted that it was the volume
required, the little doctor-was too polite to open the book,
the- captain ‘was duly sworn, and the party returned to
the deck.

Here a new difficulty occurred, which nearly ended in
a serious quarrel. = The gentlemen requested the.old sailor
‘to give them a few feet of old planking, to repair some
damage which their boat had sustained the day before.
This the captain could not do. They seemed to think -
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. his refusal intentional, and took it as a personal affront.
In no very gentle tones, they ordered -him instantly to
prepare his boats, and put hisﬂ passengers on shore. .
« Stiﬁ' _breeze—short sea,” returned the bluff old sea-
; .« great risk 'in making land—boats heavily laden
Wxth women and children will bé qwamped Not-a soul
goes on shore this night.” \ :
' «TIf you refuse to comply with our ordérs we will rep
you to the authorities.” [ﬂ

“I know my duty—you stick to yours. When ‘the -

wmd falls off, I'll see to it. Not a life shall be risked to
please you or your authorities.”

He turned upon his heel, and the medical men left the
vessel in great disdain. We had every reason to be thankful
for the firmness displayed by our rough commander.- That
same evening we saw eleven persons drowned, from another
vessel close beside us, while attempting to make the shore.

. By daybreak all was hurry and confusion on board the

Amnne.” 1 watched boat after boat depart for the island,.
t  full 6f people and goods, and envied them the glorious

® privilege of once more standing firmly on the earth, after

. two long months of rocking and rolling at sea. How ar-

i dently we anticipate pleasure, which often ends in posi- -
i tive pain! Such was my case when at last indulged in

| the gratification so eagerly desired. As cabin passengers, ‘
we were not included in the general order of purification,
_ but were only obliged to-send our servant, with'the clothés .
 and bedding we had used during the voyage, on shore to
be washed.
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The ship was soon emptied of all her live cargo. My
husbard went off with the boats, to reconnoitre the island,
~and I. was left alone with my baby, in the otherwise
empty vessel.. Even Oscar, the Captain’s Scotch terrier,
who had formed a devoted attachment to ine -during the
voyage, forgot his allegiancé, became possessed of the land
mania, and was away with the rest. - With the most in-
tense desire to go on shore, I was doomed to look and long
and envy every boatful of emigrants that glided past.
Nor was this all; the ship was out of provisions, and I
was condemned to undergo a rigil fast until the return
of the boat, when the captain had promised a supply of
fresh butter and bread. The vessel had been nine weeks «
at sea ; the poor” steet: ge passengers for the two.

. weeks had been out of food, and the captain had been -
obliged to feed them from the ship’s stores. The prom-
ised bread was to be obtained from a small steam-boat,
which plied daily between Quebec and:the island, trans- ~
porting convalescent emigrants and their goods in her up-

_ ward trip, and provisions for the sick on her return.

How I reckoned on.once more tasting bread and butter *
The very thought of the treat in store served to sharpen
my appetite, and render the long fast more irksome. I
could now fully realize all Mrs. Bowdich’s longings for Eng-
lish bread and butter, after her three years’ travel through
the burning African deserts; with her talented husband.

“ When we arrived at t_h“? fotel at Plymouth,” said she,
“and were asked what refreshmbnt we chose— Tea, and - -
home-made bread and butter, was my instant gerly. |
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| <Brown bread, if’ you please, and plenty of it I never
enjoyed any luxury like-it: I was positively ashamed)of
‘asking the waiter to refill the plate. After the execrible
messes, and the hard ship-biscuit, imagine the luxury of
" a-good slice of English bread and butter !

At home, I laughed heartily at the lively energy wiph
which that charming woman ‘of genius. related this lit

incident in her eventful history,—but off Grosse Isle I

realised it al]

As the sun rose above the horizon, all these matter-of-
fact circumstances were gradually forgotten and merged
in the surpassing grandeur of the scene that rose majes-
tically before me. The previous day had been dark and
stormy ; and a heavy fog had concealed the~Taountain
chain, which forms the stupendous background to this
sublime view, entirely from our sight. As the clouds
rolled away from their grey, bald brows, and cast into
denser shadow the vist forest belt that™ girdled them
. round, they logmed gt
E earth, in all /thdir - rugged and awful beauty—a thn]l of
1 d de 1ght ‘pervaded my mind. The spectacle
E floated dimly o my sight—my eyes were blinded with
| tears—blinded with the excess of beauty. I turned to
f the right and fo the left, I looked up and down the
§ glorious river; never had I beheld so many striking ob-
E jects blended into one mighty whole ! Nature had l’amsh-

 ed all her noblest features in producing that encha,nt:mc

3 scene. %

Tlni rocky isle in front ‘with. its neat farm-houses at

.

E
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the eastern point, and its high bluff at the western extre-
" mity, crowned with the telegraph—the middle space oc-
cupied by tents and sheds for the cholera patients, and its
wooded shores dotted over with motley groups—added -
o'reatly to the plc{:uresque effect of the land scene. Then
the broad ghttermg river, covered with boats darting to
and fro, conveying passengers from twenty-five vessels, of
various’size and tonnage, which rode at anchor, with their
flags flying from the mast head, gave an air of life and in- -
terest to the whole. Turning to the south side of the St. -
Lawrence, I was not less struck with its low fertile
shores, white houses, and neat churches, whose slender
spires and bright tin roofs shone like silver as they
caught ‘the first rays of the sun. As far as the eye could
. reach, a line of white buildings extended along the bank ;
their background formed by the purple hue of the dense,
interminable forest. It was a scene unlike any I had *
ever beheld, and to which Britain contains no parallel.
Mackenzie, an old Scotch dragoon, who was one of our
passengers, when he rose in the morning and saw the ;
parish of St. “Thomas for* the first time, exclaimed— -
“ Weel, it beats a’! Can thae white clouts be a’ houses 2
They look like claes hung out to drie!” There was some -
truth in this odd' comparison, -and for some minutes I
could scarcely convince myself that the white patches
scattered 3 ckly over the oppesite shore could be the
dwelhngs of a busy, lively population.
- “ What sublime views of the north side of the river .

those habitans of St. Thomas must enjoy,” thought T. .
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Perhaps familiarity with the scene has rendered them .
“indifferent to its astonishing beauty. .
Eastward, the view down the St. Lawrence towards
the Gulf, is the finest of all, scarcely surpassed by any-
thing in the world, Yeur eye follows the long ran;-;e of
lofty mountains until their blue summits are blended and -
lost in the blue of the sky. Some of these, partially cleared .
round the base, are sprinkled over with neat cottages; and
the green s]oéés that spread around them are covered with
flocks ard herds. The surface of the splendid river is
divemiﬁed\ivith islands of every size and shape, some in
wood, others partially cleared, and adorned with orchards
and white farm-houses. As the early sun streamed upon -
the most prominent of these, leaving the others in deep
7 - shade, the effect was strangely novel '_and imposing” 1In
more remote regions, where the forest has mever yet
echoed to the woodman’s axe, or received the impress of
civilization, the first %roa,ch to the shore- inspires a
melancholy awe, which %ecomes painful in its intensity.
. And silence—awful silenée broods . - (
Profoundly o’er these solitudes ; i :
Nought but the lapsing of the floods -
Breis the deep stillness of the woods ;
O theso unpeopled forie plains, ——
‘Where sounds of life ne’er wake a tone -
Of cheerful praise round Nature’s throne,
Man finds himself with God—alone.
My day-dreams were dispelled by the return of the
 boat, which brought my husband and the captain from
the island. : , - »
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“No bread,” said the latter, shaking his head; “you
must be content to starve a little longer. Paqvision-ship

‘not in-till four o'clock.” My husband smiled at the look
_of blank disappointment with which I received these

unwelcome tidings, “ Never mind, I have news which will
comfort you. The officer who commands the station sent

"a note to me by an orderly, inviting us to spend the

afternoon with him. He promises to show us everything
worthy of notice on the island. Capfain claims
acquaintance with me ; but I have not the least recollec-
‘tion of him. Would you like to go ?’

_“Oh, by all means. Ilong to see the lovely island. It
looks a perfect paradise at this distance.”

The rough sailor-captain screwed -his mouth on one -
side, and gave me one of his comical looks, but he said’
nothing until he assisted in placing me and the baby in
the boat. B

“Don’t be too sangliine, Mrs. Moodie ; any things look
well at a distance which are bad enough when near.”

I scarcely regarded the old sailor’s warning. Se eager -

" wasIto go on' shore—to put my foot upon the soil of the

new world for the first time—I was in no humour to lis-
ten to any depreciation of what seemed so beautiful.

It was four o’clock when we landed on the rocks, which
the rays of an intensejy scorching sun had rendered so
hot that I coild scarcely place niy foot upon them. How

" the people without shoes bore it, I cannot imagine. -

Never shall I forget the extraordinary spectacle that met
our sight the moment we passed the low range of bushes

’
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which formed a screen in front of the river. A crowd of
many handred Irish emigrants had been landed during
the present and former days and all this motley crew—
men, wc;men, and children, who were not confined by sick-
ness to the sheds (which greatly resembled cattle-pens)—
were employed in washing clothes, or §preading th*m out _
on the rocks and bushes to dry.
The men and boys were ¢n the water, while the wo-
‘men, with their scanty garments tucked above their knees,
were tramping their bedding in tubs, or in holes in the
rocks, which the retiring tide had left half full of water.
Those . who did mot possess washing tubs, pails, or iron
pots, or coulﬂﬁtn obtain access to a hole in the rocks,
were running to and fro, screaming and scolding in no
measured terms. The confusion of Babel was among

~ them. All talkers and no hearers—each shouting and yel-
- ling in his or her uncouth dialect, and all accompénying
" their vociferations with- violent and extraordinary ges-
tures, qujte incomprehensible to the uninitiated. We
. were literally stunned by the jstrife of tongues. I shrank,
j with feelings almost akin to fear, from the hard-featured,
sun-burnt women, as they elbowed rudely past-me.
l I had heard and read much of savages, and have since
i seen, during my long residence in the bush, somewhat cf
f uncivilized life ; but the Indian is one of Nature’s gen-
| tlemen—he névpr says or does. a-rude or vulgar thing.
 The vicious, uneducated barbarians, who form the surplus
of over-populous European countries, are far behind the

wild man in delicacy of feeling or natural courtesy. ~ The
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people who covered the island appeared perfectly desti-
tute o me, or even a sense of common decency. Many
were almost naked, still more but partially clothed. We
turned in disgust from the revolting scene, but were un- .
able to leave the spot until the captain had satisfied a
noisy group of his own people, who were demanding a

. supply of stores.

And here I must observe that our passengers, who were
chiefly honest Scotch labourers and mechanics from the
vicinity of Edinbur@®, and who while on board ship had
conducted themselves with the greatesg propriety, and
appeared the most quiet, orderly set of people in the
world, no sooner set foot upon the isltud, than they be-
came infected by the same spirit of insubordination and
misrule) and were just as insolent and noisy as the rest
"~ While ouy captain was vainly endeavouring to satisfy
the um'ea.song,glé demands of his rebellious people, Moodie
had discovered a woodland path. that led to the back of
the island. Sheltered by some hazel-bushes from the
intense heat of the sun, we sat down by the cool, gushing
river; out of sight, but, alas! not out of hearing of the
noisy, riotous crowd. Could we have shut out the pro-
sounds which came to us on every breeze, how deep-
ly should we have enjoyed an hour amid_ the tranquil
beauties of that retired and lovely spot!

The rocky banks of the island were adorned with beau-
tiful evergréens, which sprang up spontaneously in every
nook and crevice. I remarked many of our favourite
garden shrubs among these wildings of nature. = The filla-

N
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gree, With its narrow, dark glossy-green leaves; the I
pnvet/ with its modest wbite blossoms and purple berries i
the hunum-wtae mbh its strong resinous odour; the bur#
net-rose, and a great variety of elegant unknowns. j
Here, the shores of the island and mainland, reoedmg
from each other, formed a small cove, overhung with loft.y
trees, clothed from the base to the summit- with wild
vines, that hung in graceful festoons from §ﬁe topmost
branches to the water’s.edge. The dark shadows of the
mountains, thrown upon thé water, as they towered to the
height of some thousand feet above us, gave to the surface
of the river an ebonhue. The sunbeams, dancing through
the thick, quivering foliage; fell in stars of gold, or long
lines of dazzling 'bhghtness upon the deep black waters,
producing the most novel and beautiful effects. It was a
scene over which the spirit of peace might brood in silent
adoration ; but how spéiled by the discordant yells of the
filthy beings who were sullying the purity of the air and
_water with con/ta.mma.tmo sights and sounds! -
- We were noﬁv Joaned by the sergeant, who very kindly
brought us hls ca,tiful of ripe plums aud hazel-nuts, the
growth of th/e Isiand a joyful present, but marred by a
note from Capt.am , who -had found that he had
been mlsta.kenfm his supposed knowledge of us, and po-
J htely apologlsled for not being a.llowed by the h&lth-
- officers to receive any emigrant beyond the bounds ap-
- pointed for the performance of quarantine.
I was depply disappointed, but my husband laughmgly
told me t'hat I had seen enouoh of the island; and tum-

¥
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ing to the good-natured soldier, remarked, that “it could

be no easy task to keep such wild -savages in order.”
“You may well say that, sir—but our night scenes far

exceed those of the day. You.would think they were

- incarnate devils; singing, drinking, dancing, shouting and

cutting antics that would surprisé the leader of a circus.
They have no shame—are under no ‘restraint—nobody
knows them here, and they think they can si)eak and act
as they please; and they are such ‘thieves that they rob -
one another of.the little they possess. The healthy ac-
tually run the risk of taking the cholera by robbing the
sick. If you have not hired one or two stout, honest fel-
lows from among your fellow-passengers to guard your
clothes while they are drying, you will never see half of
them again. They are a sad set, sir, a sad set. We could,
perhaps, manage the men ; but the women, sir ! —the wo-

" men! Oh,sir!”

Anxious as we were to return to the ship, we were
obliged to remain until sun-down in our retired ‘mook.
We were hungry, tired, add out of spirits ; the irzig_équi- :
toes swarmed in myriads around us, tormenting the poor
baby, who, not at all pleased with ‘her visit to the new
world, filled the air with cries ; when the captain came to
tell us that the boat was ready. It was a welcome sound.
Forcing our way once more through the still squabbling
crowd, we gained the landing place. Here we encoun-
tered a boat, just landing a fresh cargofof emigrants

from the Emerald Isle. One fellow, of gigantic propor-

"tions, whose long, tattered great-coat just reached below
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~ the middle of his bare red legs, and, like charity, hid the
defects of his other garments, or perhaps concealed his
want of them, leaped upon the rocks, and 'ﬂourishing aloft
his Shiie}'agh, bounded and capered like a wild goat from
his native mountains. “ Whurrah! my boys !” he cried
“ Shure we'll all be jintlemen !”

“Pull away, my lads!” said the captam Then turn-
ing to me, “Well, Mrs. Moodie, I hope that you have had
enough of Grosse Isle. But could you have witnessed
. the scenes that I did this morning—

Here he was interrupted by the wife of the old Scotch
Dragoon, Mackenzie, running down to the boat, and lay-
ing her hand familiarly upon his shoulder, “Captain, dinna
forget.” ‘

“Forget what ?’

She whispered something conﬁdentla.lly in his ear. _

“Qb, ho! the brandy !” he responded aloud. “I should
have thought Mrs. Mackenzie, that you had had enough
of that same, on yon island 7’

“ Aye, sic a place for decent folk,” returned the drunken
body, shakmg her head. “One needs a drap o comfort
captain, to keep up one’s heart.-ava.” '

‘The captain set up one of his boisterous Ia.ughs ‘as he
- pushed the boat from the shore. -« Hollo! Sam Fra.zer

steer in, we have forgotten the stores.”
“T hope not, captain,”. said I; “I have been_st_:ff{ving
since daybreak.” :
j _ “The bread, the butter, the beef, the onions and potatoes
are here, sir,” said honest Sam, particularising each article.
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« All right ; pull for the ship. Mrs. Moodie, we will
" have a glorious supper, and mind you don’t dream of
Grosse Isle.” ' ' . ]

In a few minutes we were again on board. Thusended
my first day’s experience of the land of all our hopes.




CHAPTER IL
QUEBEC.

" Queen of the West !—upon thy rocky, throne,
- In solitary grandeur sternly placed;
In awful mgjesty thou sitt’st alone,
By Nature’s master-hand supremely graced.
The world has not thy counterpart—thy dower,
Eternal beauty, strength, and matchless power.

The clouds enfold thee in their misty vest,
The lightning glances harmless round thy brow ;
The loud-voiced thunder cannot shake thy nest,
Or warring waves that idly chafe below ;
The storm above—the waters at thy feet— .
-May rage and foam, they but secure thy seat.

The mighty river, as it onward rushes
To pour its floods in ocean’s dread abyss,
Checks at thy feet its fierce impetuous gushes,
And gently fawns thy rocky base to kiss.
Stern eagle of the crag ! thy hold should be
The mountain home of heaven-bormr liberty !

True to themselves, thy children may defy
The power and malice of a world combined ;
While Britain’s flag, beneath thy deep blue sky,
Spreads its rich folds and wantons in the wind ;
The offsprings of her glorious race of old’
* May rest securely in their mountain hold. e

@N the 5th of September, the anchor was vc;e?é'iled,
%>~ and we bade a long farewell to Grosse Isle. As

our vessel struck intfomid—channg], Tcastal lipgéﬁﬁg

look at the beautiful shores we were leaving. Cradled in
-D . .
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the arms of the St. Lawrence, and basking in the bright
rays of the morning sun, the island and its sister group
looked like a second Eden just emerged from the waters
of chaos. With what joy could I have spent the rest of
the fall in exploring the romantic features of that en-
chanting scene! But our bark spread her white wings
to the favouring breeze,” and the fairy vision gradually
‘receded from wy sight, to remain forever on the tablets
of memory.

The day was warm, and the cloudless heavens of that
peculiar azure tint which gives to the Canadian skies and
waters a brilliancy unknown in more favoured latitudes.
The air was pure and elastic, the sun shone out in un-
common splendour, lighting up the changing woo
a rich mellow colouring, composed of a thousan
and vivid dyes. The mighty river rolled fl
sparkling onward, impelled ‘by a strong breeze, tha
" its short rolling surges with a crest of snowy foam.

Had there been no other object of interest in the land-
scape than this majestic river, its vast magnitude, and
the depth and clearness of its waters, and its great fm-
portance to the colony, would have been sufficient to
have riveted the attention, and claimed the admlra,tmn of
every thinking mind. :

Never shall I forget that short voyage from Grosse Isle
to Quebec. I love to recall, after the lapse of so many
years, every object that awoke in my breast emotions of
astonishment and delight. What wonderful combinations

of beauty, and grandeur, and power, at every winding of
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that noble river !: How -thre mind expands with the sub-
limity of the spectacle, and soars upward in gratitude
* and adoration to the Author of all being, to thank Him
for having made this lower world so wondrously fair—a

-~ living temple, heaven-arched, and capable of recelvmg
i the homage of all worshippers.
- Every perception of my mind became absorbed into the
-~ one sense of seeing, when, upon rounding Point Levi, we
| cast anchor before Quebec.” What a scene !—Can the
| world produce such another ? Edinburgh had been the
" beau idéal to me of all that was beautiful in Nature—a
- vision of the northern Highlands had haunted my dreams
across the Atlantic; but all these past recollectlons faded
. before the present of Quebec. .
Nature has lavished all her grandest elements to form
, this astonishing panorama. :There frowns the cloud-
capped mountain, and below, the cataract foams and
 thunders ; wood, and rock, and river combined to lend
f their aid in making the picture perfect, and worthyof its
E Divine Onomator
}  The precipitous bank upon whlch the city lies piled,
reflected in the still deep waters at its base, greatly en-.
fhances the romantic beauty of the situation. - The mel-
low and serene glow of the autumnal day harmonised so
perfectly with the solemn grandeur of the scene around
e, and sank so silently and deeply into my soul, that
my spirif fell postrate before it,and I melted involuntari-
y into tears. Yes, regardless of the eager crowds around
me, I leant upon the side of the vessel and cried like a




44 - ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

child—not tears of sorrow, but a gush from the heart of
pure and unalloyed delight. I heard not the many

voices. murmuring in my ears—I saw not the anxious

‘beings that througed our narrow deck—my soul at that

mément was alone with God. The shadow of His glory

rested visibly on the stupendous objects that composed .
that magnificent scene ; words are perfectly iﬁadequa,te to
describe the impression it made upon my mind—the

" emotions it produced. The only h\ﬁtgre I was capable.’
of offering at such a shrine was tears—tears the most
heartfelt and sincere that ever flowed from humaﬂn’ eyes.

I never before felt so overpowering my own mswmﬁ~
cance, and the boundless mxght and majesty of the
Eteral.

" Canadians, rejoice in your beautlful city! Rejoice and
be worthy of her—for few, very few, of the sons of men
can point to such a spot as Quebec—and exclaim, «She
is ours —God*gave her to us in her beauty and strength!
—We will live for her glory—we will die to defend her
liberty and rights—to raise her majestic brow high above
the nations!”

Look at the situation of Quebec !—the . city founded
o the rock that proudly holds the helght of the hill.
-The queen-sitting enthroned above the waters, that curb -
their swiftness and their strength to kiss her lovely
feet.

Canadians !—as long as you remain true to yourselves
and her, what foreign invader could ever dare to plant a
hostile flag upon that rock-defended height, or set his
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foot upon a fortress rendered impregnable by the hand ot
Nature? United in friendship, loyalty, and love, what
wonders may you not achieve? to what an enormous
altitude of wealth and importance may you not arrive ?
Look at the St. Lawrence, that king of streams, that
great artery flowing from the hegrt of the world,through
the length and breadth of the land, carryin‘?g wealth and
' fertility in its course, and transporting from town to
town along its beautiful shores the riches and produce of
a thousand distant climes. What elements of future
greatness and prosperity encircle you on every side!
Never yield up these soh advantages to” become an

| humble dependerit on the great republic—wait patiently,
loyally, lovingly; upon the/llustrious parent from whom
you sprang, and by wlom you have been fostered into
life and political importayce ; in the fulness of time she
. will proclaim your childhood past, and bid you stand up
L *_in your own strength, a free Canadian people !

.- British methers of Canadian sons!—learn to feel for -
their country the same enthusiasm which fills your hearts
when thinking of the glory of your own. Teach them -
to love Canada—to look upon her as the first, the hap-
 piest, the most independent country in the world! Ex-
6 hert them to be worthy of her—to have faith in her
f present prosperity, in her future greatness, and to devote _
 all their talents, when they themselves are men, to ac-

complish this noble objects- Make your children proud of
the land of their birth, t(e land which has given them
bread——the land in whlch you have found an altar-and a
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home; do this, and you will soon cease to lament your ~
separation from the mother country, and the loss of those
luxuries which you could not, in honour to yourself, en-
joy ; you will soon learn to love Canada as I now love it,
who once viewed it with hatred so intense that I-longed,
to die, that death might effectually separate us for ever.

But, oh! beware of drawing. dlsparaglno contrasts be-
~ tween the coluny and its illustrious parent. All such
" comparisons are cruel and unjust ;—you cannot exalt the
one at the expense of the other without committing an
act of treason against both. :

But I have wandered away from my subject into the
regions of  thought, and must again descend to, coxﬁmon
work-a-day realities.

The pleasure we expenenced upon our ﬁrst glance at
Quebec was greatly damped by the sad conviction that .
the cholera-plague raged within her walls, while the
~ almost ccaseless tolling’ of bells proclaimed - 2 mournful
" tale of woe and death. Scarcely a person visited the
vessel who was'not in black, or. who spoke not in tones
of subdued grief. They advised us no¥to go on shore if
we valued our lives, as strangers most commonly fell the
first victims to), this fatal malady. This was to me a

. severe disappointment, who felt an’intense desire to climb -

to the crown of the rock, and survey the noble landscape
my feet. Iyielded at last to the wishes of my hus-
and, who did not himself resist the temptation in his -
own person, and endeavonred to content‘myself with the

meMS\ofjjjoyment placed within my reach. My eyes.
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were never tired of wandering over the scenc before

me. . - .
It is curious to observe how differently the objects -
! which call forth intense admiration in some minds will
. affect others. The Scotch dragoon, Mackenzie, seeing me
look long and intently at the dlstant Falls of Montmor-
ency, drily observed :

“ It may be a’ vera fine ; but 1t looks na’ better to my
thinken than h.anks o \vhlte woo’ huno' out o'er the
bushes.” )

“Weel,” cried anothe_r, “thae fa’s are just bonnie; 'tisa
L braw land, naedoubt; but no’ just so brawasauld Scotland.”
~ “Hout, man ! hauld your clavers, we shall a’ be lairds
here,” said a third; “and ye maun wait -2 muckle time -
before they wad think aucht-of you at hame.”’

Iwas not a little amused at the extravagant expecta--
| tions entertained by some of our -steerage passengers,
. The sight of the Canadian shores had changed them into
b persons of great consequence. The pootest and the worst-
dressed,- the least-deserving and the most repulsive in

mind and morals, exhiliited_most disgnsting traits of self-
_importance. Vanity and presumption seemed to possess -
 them altogether. They talked loudly of the rank and
wealth of their connexions at home, and lamented the
. great sacrifices they had made in. order to join brothers
and cousins who had foolishly settled in this beggarly
wooden country. .

" Girls, who were scarcely able to wash a Hoor decently, )
talked of service with contempt, unless tempted to change




ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

theiPresolution by the offer of twelve dollars a month.

Q endeavour to undeceive them was a useless and un-
‘gracions task. After having tried it-with sevex'a.l Wlthouﬁ
success, I left it to time and bitter experience to Testore ™.
them to their sober senses. In spite,of the remonstrances
of the captain, and the dread of the cholera, they all -
rushed on shore to inspect the land of Goshen, and to en-
deavour to realize their absurd anticipations.

We were favoured, a few minutes after our arrival, with
another visit from thehealth-officers ; but in this instance
both the gentlemen were Canadians Grave, melancholy-
looking men, who talked much and ominously of the pre-
vailing disorder, and the impossibility of strangers escap-
ing from its fearful ravages. This was not very consol-
ing, and served to depress the cheerful tone'of mind
which, after all, is one of the best antidotes agamst this

. awful scourge. The cabin seemed to lighten, and the air

- ta circulate more freely, after the departdre of these pro- -
fessional ravens. The captain, as if by instinct, toock an
additional glass of grog, to shake off the sepulchral gloom
their presence had inspired,

The visit of the doctors was followed by that of two
of the officials of the Customs;—vulgar, illiterate men,

_ whio, seating themselves at the cabin table, with a familiar
nod to the captain, and a blank sta,re at us, commenced
the follewing dialogue :— /

Custom-house officer (g, fte'r mkmg mqm/mes as. ,to the

genm al cargo of the vessel) :—* Any good bra,ndy on boird,
capta.m ? -
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Captain (gmﬁy) “Yes.” - }
Officer : “ Best rcmedy for the eholera kaown. The
only one the doctors can depend upon.”

- Captain (taking -the hint): « Gentlemen, rn send youg
up a dozen hottles this afternoon.” ~

Officer : “Oh, thank you. We are sure to get it genuine

t  from you. Any Edinburgh ale in your freight ?”

Captain (with a slight shrug): “ A-few hundreds in
cases. I'll send you a dozen with the brandy

Both: C@:il ” -

First officétr<Any short, large-bowled, Scotch pipe}
with metallic lids ?” .

Captain (guite impatiently): “Yes, yes; Tl send you
some to smoke, with the brandy.—What else 7"
" Officer: “ We will now proceed to bus; ess.”
.- My readers would have laughed, as did, could ﬁhey
have seen how doggedly the old man shook his fist after
these worthies as they left the vessel Scoundrels !” he
muttered to himself; and then turnmg to me, “They Tob
us-in this barefaced -manner, and we dare not resist or
. complain, for fear of the trouble they can put us to. If ~-
I had those villains at sea,I'd gxyve them a taste of bra,ndy '
"and ale that they would not relish.”

- The day wore away, and the lengthened shadows of

the mountains fell upon the waters, when the Horsley‘
" Hill, a large three-masted vessel from Waterford, that we
had left at the quarantine station, cast anchor a little
above us.. She was quickly boarded by the health-offi-
ters, and ordered round to taKe up her station below the -
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castle. To accomplish this object she had to heave her,
anchor; when lo! a great pine-tree, which had been sunk
in the river, became entangled in the chains. Uproarious
was the mirth to which the incident gave rise among the
crowds that thronged the decks of the many vessels then
_at anchor in the river. Speaking trumpeté }esounded\gﬁ
every side; and my readers may be assured that the se
* serpent was not forgotten in the multitude of jokes which
. followed. -
Laughter resounded on a,ll sides; and in the mldst of
““the noise and confusion, the captain of the Horsley Hil}
hoisted his colours downwards, as if making signals of
_ distress, a mistake which prcvoked renewed and long con-
tinued mirth.
I laugbed until my sides ached httle thmkmg how

" the Horgley Hill would d pay us oﬁ' for our mistimed hil-

carity. ©
Towards mght most of the steerage passengers return-
ed, greatly dissatisfied with their first visit to the city,
whlch they declared to be a filthy hole, that looked a great
-deal better from the ship’s side than- it did on shore.
-'Thls I have ofben been told, is literally the case. Here,
a3 elséwhere, man has marred the ma,gmﬁcent creatlon of
: hls Maker. c
" A dark ‘and starless mght closed in, -accompanied, by .
cold winds and drizzling rain. We seemed to have made '
" a sudden leap from the torrid to the frigid zone. Two
- _hours before, my hght summer ‘clothing was almost insup-
portmble ami now a hea.vyl ‘and well-lined plaid - formed
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but an inefficient screen from the inclemency of the
weather.. After watching for same time the singular effect
produced by the lights'in the town reflected in the water,

" and weary with a long day of anticipation and excite-
;nent I made up my mind to leave the deck and retire to
rest. I had just settled down my baby in her berth, when -
the vessel struck, with a sudden crash that sent a shiver
through ‘her whole frame. = Alarmed, but not aware of
the real danger that hung over us, I groped my way to
the cabin, and thence ascended to the deck.

Here a scene of confusion prevailed that baffles de-
scription. By some strange. fatality, the Horsley Hill
_had changed her position, and run foul of usin the dark.
"The Anne was a small brig, and her unlucky neighbour a
heavy three-masted vessel, with t(ﬁree hundred Irish emi-
grants.on board ; and as her bowsprit was directly across

-the bows of the A‘nne, and she anchored, and unable to
free herself from the deadly embrace, there was no small
danger of. the poor brig going down in the unequal strug-
gle. - . . :

Unable to comprehend what was going on, I raised my
head above the companion ladder, just at the critical mb- A
mént when the vessels were grappled together. The .
shrieks of the women, the sh01£s and oaths of the men,
and the barkmg of the dogs in either ship, aided the
dense” darkness of the night in producmm a most awful
_and stunmng effect.

“What is the matter ?* I ga.sped out. “ Whai} is the
reason of -this dreadful confusion 7" - o




52 ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

The captain was raging like a chafed bull, in the grasp
of several frantic women, who ‘were clinging, shrieking,
to his knees.

With great difficulty I pcrsuaded tho women to accom-
pany meé below. The matc hurried off with the cabin
light upon the deck,and we were left in total darkness to -
await the result.

A deép, strange silence fell upon my heart. It was not
exactly fear, but a sort of nerving of my spirit to meet
the worst. The Cowardly behaviour of my companions
inspired me with courage. I was ashamed of their pusil-
lanimity and want of faith in the Divine Providence. I
sat down, and calmly begged them to follow my example. -
- An old woman, called Williamson, a sad reprobate, in

_attempting to do so, set her foot within the fender, which ",

-the captain had converted into a repository for empty
~ glass bottles ; the smash that <ensued was echoed by a
shriek from the whole party.

“ God guide us,” cried the ancient dame; “but we are
going into eternity. ‘I shall be lost ; my sins are more in
number than the hairs of my head.” This confession was
" followed by oaths and imprecations too blasphemous to
repeat. :

Shocked and disgusted at her profanity, I bade her
pray, and not waste the few moments that might be hers
in using oaths and bad language.

. “Did you not hear the crash?’ said she.

. “I did; it was of your own making. Sit down and be
quiet.”
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Here followed another shock, that made the vessel
heave and tremble ; and the dragging of the anchor in-
creased the uneasy motion which began to fill the boldest
of us with alarm.

« Mrs. Moodie, we are qut said Margaret Williamson,
the youngest grand-daughterof the old woman, a pretty girl,
who had been the belle of the ship, flinging herself on
her knees before me, and grasping both my hands in hers.
« Oh, pray for me! pray for me! I cannot, I dare not pray
_formyself;; I was never taught a prayer” Her voice was
choked with convulsive sobs, and scalding tears fell in
torrents from her eyes over my hands. Imnever witnéssed
such an agony of despair. Before I could say one word
to comfort her, another shock secmed to lift the vessel
upwards. I felt my own blood run' cold, expgeting in-
stantly to go down ; and thoughts of death, and the un-
known eternity at our feet, flitted vaguely through my
mind. ’ - :

“If we stay here, we shall perish,” cried the girl, spring-
ing to her feet. “Let us go on deck, mother, and take
our chance with the rest.” ‘

“Stay,” I said; “you are safer here. British sailors
never leave women to perish. You have fathers, hus-
bands, brothers on board, who will not forget you. I be -
seech you to Temain patiently” here until the danger is )
past” I might as well have preached to the winds. The
headstrong creatures would no longer be controlled. They -
rushed simultaneously upen deck, just as the Horsley Hill
swung off, carrying with her part of the outer frame of onr
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deck and the larger portion of our stern. When tranquil-
lity ‘was restored, fatigued both in mind and body, I

- sunk into a profound sleep, and did not wake until the
sun had risen high above the wave-encircled fortress of
Quebec. -

-The stormy clouds had all dlspersed during the mo'ht

* the air was clear and balmy; the giant hills were robed
_ in a blue, soft mist, which rolled around them in fleecy
volumes As the beams of the sun penetrated their
sha,dowy folds, they gradually drew up like a curtain,

and’ dissolved like wreaths of smoke into the clear
air. . ‘ -
The moment I came ~on deck, my old friend Oscar
greeted me with his usual joyous bark, and, with the
sagacity peculiar to his species, proceeded, to shew "fire all
* the damage done to the vessel during the night. Tt was
laughable to watch the motions of the poor brute, as he
ran frbm place to place, stopping before, or jumping upon,
every fractured portion of the deck, and barking out his
indignation at the ruinous condition in which he found _
his marine home. Oscar had made eleven voyages in the
Amnne, and had twice saved the life of the captain. He-
was an ugly specimen of the Scotch terrier, and greatly
resembled a bundle.of old rope-yarn; but a more faith-
ful or attached creature I never saw. The captain was
not a little jealous of Oscar’s friendship for me. I was
the only person the dog had ever deigned to notice, and
' his master regarded it as an act of treason on the .part
of his four-footed favorite. When my arms were tired

v




QUEBEC. 55

with nursing, T had only to lay my baby on my cloak
on deck, and tell Oscar to watch- her, and the good dog
would lie down by her, and suffer her to tangle his long
curls in her little hands, and pull his tail and ears in the
most approved baby fashion, without offering the Teast
opposition ; but if any one dared to approach his charge,
he was alive on the instant, placing” his paws over the
child, and growling furiously. He would have been a
bold man who had approached the child t¢ do her an
injury. -Oscar was the best plaything, and as sure a
protector as Katie had. »
During the day, many of our passengers took their
_ "departure ; tired of ‘the close confinement of the ship,
and the long voyage, they were too impatient to remain
on board until we reached Montréal. The mechanics
obtained instant employment, and the girls, who were old
enough to work, procured situations as servants in the
city. Before night, our numbers’ were greatly reduced.
The old dragoon and his family, two Scotch fiddlers of
. the name of Duncan, a Highlander called Tam Grant |
“and his wife and little son, and our WH‘W
that remained of the seventy-two passengers tha.t left the
Port of Leith in the brig dnne. :
In spite of the earnest entreaties of his young wife,
the said Tam Grant, who was the most mercurial fellow
in the world, would insist upon going-on shore to see all
the lions of the place. “Ah, Tam! Tam! ye will die o*
the cholera,” cried the weeping Maggie. “ My heart will
brak if ye dinna bide wi' me an’ the bairnie.” Tam was
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deaf as Ailsa Craig. Regardless of tears and entreaties,

* he jumped into the boat, like a wilful man as he was,

and my husband went with- him. Fort,unétely for me,
the latter returned safe to the vessel, in time to proceed
with her to Montreal, in tow of the noble steamer,
British America ; but Tam, the volatile Tam was
During the reign of the cholera, what at

her-time would have appe#red but a trifling incident,
vested with doubt and tervor. The distress

2 poor wife knew no bounds. I think I see her

now, 4s I saw her then, sitting upon the floor of the

deck, Ber head buried between her kness, rocking herself
to and/fro, and weeping in the utter abandonment of her
grief,/ “He is dead! he is dead! My dear, dear Tam!
Thg/})estilence has seized upon him ; and I and the puir
bairn are left alone in the strange land.” All attempts at

" consolation were useless; she obstinately refused to listen
-to_probabilities, or to be comforted. All through the

night T heard her deep and bitter sobs, and the oft-
repeated-name of him that she had lost. ;

The sun was sinking over the plague-stricken city,
gilding the changing woods and mountain peaks with
ruddy light ; the river mirrored back -the gorgeous sky,
and moved in billows of liquid gold ; the very air seemed
lighted up with .heavenly fires, and sparkled with my-
riads of luminous partiéles, as I gazed my last upon that
beautiful scene. ‘

The tow-line was now attached from our ship to the

.British America, and in company with two other vessels, |
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b we followed fast in her foaming wake. Day lingered on
the horizen just long enough” to enable me to examine,
L with deep interest, the rocky heights of Abraham, the
- . scene of our immortal Wolfe's victory and death ; and
when the ‘t;wilight faded into night, the moon arose in
solemn beauty, and cast m'ysterious' gleams ﬁpon the
strange stern laﬂdscape. The wide river, flowing rapidly
between its rugged banks, rolled in inky blackness be-
neath the overshadowing crags ; while the waves in mid-
channel flashed: along in dazzling light, rendered more
intense by the surrounding darkness. In this luminous
track the huge steamer glided majestically ferward,
flinging showers of red earth-stars from the funnel into
| . the clear air, and looking like some fiery demon of the
night enveloped in smoke and flame. . o
The lofty groves of pine frowned down in hearsé-like
gloom upon the mighty river, and the deep stillness of
| the night, broken alone by its hoarse wailings, filled my
. mind with sad forebodings,—alas! too prophetic of the
future. Keenly, for the first time, I felt that I was a
| stranger in a strange land; my heart yearned intensely
| for my absent home. Home! the word had ceased to
belong to my present—it was doomed to live for ever in
the past ; for what emigrant ever regarded the country
of his exile as his home? To the land he has left, that
name belongs for ever, and in no instance does he bestow
it upon another. “I have got a levter from: home 17 «T
have seen a friend from home !” “I dreamt last night

| that T was at home!” are expressions of every day oc-
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currence, to prove that the heart acknowledges no other
home than the land of its birth. .

From these sad reveries I was roused by the hoarse
notes of the bagpipe. That well-known sound brought
every Scotchman upon deck, and set every limb in mo-
tion on the decks of the other vessels. Determined not
to be outdone, our fiddlers took up the strain, and a lively
contest ensued between the rival musicians, which con-
tinued during the greater part of the night. The shouts
of noisy revelry were in no way congenial to my feelings.
Nothing tends so much to increase our melancholy as’
merry music when the heart is sad ; and ‘T left the scene
with eyes brimful of tears,and my mind painfully agitated
by sorrowful recollections and vain regrets.
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€HAPTER III.

OUR JOURNEY UP THE COUNTRY.

Fly this plague-stricken spot'! The hot, foul air
Is rank with pestilence—the crowded marts

And public ways, once populous with life,

Are still and noisome as a churchyard vault; .
Aghast and shuddering, Nature holds her breath
In abject fear, and feels at her strong heart

The deadly pangs of death.

@F "Montreal T can say but little. The cholera -w,as
- at its height, and the fear of infection, which
increased the nearer we approached its shores; cast a
gloom over the scene, and prevented us from exploring
its infected streets. That the feelings of all on board
very nearly resembled our own might be read in the
anxious faces of both passengers and crew. OQur captain,
who had never before hinted that he entertained any
“apprehensions on the subject, now confided to us his.con-
viction that he should never quit the city alive: « This
cursed cholera! Left it in Russia—found it on my return
to_Leith—meets me again in Canada. No' escape the
third time.” If the captain’s prediction proved true in
his case, it was not so in. ours. We left the cholera in
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England, we met it again.in Scotland, and, under the
providence of God, we escaped its fatal visitation in

_ Canada.

Yet the fear and the dread of it on that first day caused
me to throw many an anxious glance on my husband and
my child. I hadbeen very ill during the three weeks that
our vessel was becalmed upon the Banks of Newfound-
land, and to this circumstance I attribute my deliver-
ance from the pestilence. I was weak and nervous when
the vessel arrived at Quebec, but_the voyage up the St.
Lawrence,the fresh air and beautiful scenery were rapidly .
restoring me to health. s

Montreal from the river wears a pleasing aspect, but
it lacks the grandeur, the stern sublimity of Quebec.
The fine mountain that forms the baek-ground to” the
city, the Island of St. Helens in front, and the junction
of the St. Lawrence and the Ottawa—which run side by

side, their respective boundaries only marked by a.long

ripple of white foam, and the darker blue tint of the
former river,—constitute the most remarkable features in
the landscape. .

The town itself was, at that penod dirty and ill-paved; -

_and the ovening of all the sewers, in order to purify the

place, and stop the ravages of the pestilence, rendered the
public thoroughfares almost impassable, and loaded the

.+ air with intolerable efluvia, more likely to produce than

stay the courseof the plague, the violence of which Iaéd,

~in all probability, been increased by these long‘neglected

receptacles of uncleanliness.
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. The dismal stories told us by the excise-officer who
came to inspect the unloading of the vessel, of the fright- -
ul ravages of the cholera, by no means increased our

desire to go-on shore.

« It will be a miracle-if you escape,” he said. “ Hun-
dreds of emigrants die daily; and if Stephen Ayres had
not providentially come among us, not a soul would have
been alive at this moment in Montreal.”

« And who is Stephen Ayres ?” said I.

“God only knows,” was the grave reply. “There was
a man sept from heaven, and his name was John.”

«But T thought this man was called Stephen z‘Pﬂ

“ Ay, so he calls himself ; but 'tis certain’ that he is not
of the earth. Flesh and blood could never-do what he
has done,—the hand of God is in it. Besides, no one

_ knows who he is, or whence he comes. When the cholera
was abt the worst, and the hearts of all men_stoo(:l still
with fear, and our doctors could do nothing to stop its pro-
 gress, this man, or angel, or saint, suddenly made his appear-
ance in our streets, He came in great humility, seated
in an ox-cart, and drawn by two ‘lean -oxen and a rope
harpess.- Only think of that! Such a man in an old
oz-cart, drawn by rope harness! The thing itself was a
miracle. - He made no parade about what he could do,
but only fixed up a plain pasteboard notice, informing
the public that he possessed an infallible remedy for the -
cholera, and would engage to cure all who sent for him.”

“And was he successful 2”

“Successful ! It beats all behef “and his remedy 80
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simple! For some days we all took him for a quack, and
would have no faith in him at all, although he performed
some wonderful cures upon poor folks, who could not
' afford to send for the doctor. The Indian village was
attacked by the disease, and he went out to them, and
restored upwards of a hundred of the Indians to perfect
health, ~ They took the old lean oxen out of the cart, and
drew him back to Montreal in triumph. This ’stablished
him’at once, and in a few days’ time he made a fortune.
The very doctors sent for him to cure them; and it is to
be\hoped that, in a few days, he will bamsh the eholera
from. the city.”
" «Dp you know his famous reme&y 3¢
“Do I not 2—Did he not. cure me when I was at the
last gasp? Why, he makes no secret of it. It.is all
drawn from-the maple-tree. First he rubs the patient all
over with an ointment, made of hog’s lard and maple-
sugar and ashes: from ‘the maple-tree; and he gives him
a hot draught of maple-sugar and ley, which throws him
into a violent perspiration. In about an hour the cramps .
subside; he falls into a quiet sléep, and when he awakes
he is perfectly restored to health.” -Such were our first
tidings of Stephen Ajyres, the cholera doctor, who is uni-
“versally beheved to have effected some wonderful cures.
He ottained a-wide celebrity throughout the colony.*
The “day of our arrival in the port of Montreal was
spent in packing and. preparingfor our long journey up
_ * A friend of mine, in this town, has an original portrait of this notable

empiric—this man sent from heavep. The face is rather handsome, but has

a keen, designing expression, and is evxdently that of an American, from
its eomplenon and featm'es
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the country. At sunset I went upon deck to enjoy the
refreshing breeze that swept from the river. The evening
was delightful ; the white tents of the soldiers on the
" Island of St. Helens glittered in the beams of thesun,
and the bugle-call, wafted over the waters, sounded so
cheery and inspiring, that it banished all fears of the ..
cholera, and the heavy gloom that had clouded my mind
since we left Quebec. I could once more hold sweet con-.
verse with nature, and enjoy the soft loveliness of the
rich and harmonious scene. -

A loud ery from one of the crew startled me; I turned

to the river, and beheld a man struggling in the watera
short distance from our vessel. He was a young sailor,
- who had fallen from the bowsprit of a ship near us.
There is somethmg terribly exciting in behoiding a
 fellow-creature in -imminent peril,” without having -the
- power to help him. To witness his death-struggles,—to
feel in your own person all the dreadful alternations of
hope and fear, —-and finally, te see him die, with scarcely
aneﬁ'ort made for his preservation. This was our case.

At the moment he fell into the water, a boat with three
men was within a -few yards of the spot, and actually
sailed over the spot where he sank. Cries of “Shame!” -
from the crowd collectéd upon the bank of the river had™ -
no effect in rousing these people to attempt the rescue of
a perishing fellow-creature. The boat passed on. The
drowning man again rose to the surface, the convulsive:
motion of his hands and feet, visible above the water, but
it was evident that the struggle would be his last.
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“Is it possible that they will let a human being pensh
-~ and 80 near the shore, when an oar held out would save -
his life ?” was’ the agonizing question at my heart, as I
gazed, half-maddened- by excitement, on the fearful spec-
tacle. The eyes of a multitude were fixed upon the same
object—but not a hand stirred. Every one seemed to ex-
pect from his fellow an effort which he was incapable of
attempt\mg himself, . -

At this moment—splash!- a sailor plunged into the
water from the deck of a newhbourmg vessel, and dived
after the drowning man. A deep “Thank God!” burst
from my heart. I drew a freer breath as the brave
fellow’s head appeared above the water. ..He called to
“the men in the boat to throw him an oar, or the drowning
man would be the death of them both. Slowly they put
back- the boat,—the oar was handed; but it canre too
late! The sailor, whose name was Cook, had been oblig-

" - ed-to shake off ‘the_hold of the dying man to save his

_own life. He dived again to the bottom, and succeeded
in bringing to shore the body of the unfortunate being
he had vainly endeavored to succor. Shortly after, he
came on board our vessel, foaming with passion at the-
barbarous indifference manifested by the men in the
. boat.. - - - ‘ -

“ Had they given-me the oar in 'ti‘rﬂe I could have
saved him. I knew him well—he was an excellent
fellow, and a good seaman. He has left a wife and three
children in Liverpeol. Poer Jane !—how can I tell her -
that, 1 could not save her husband ?”
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He wept bitterly, and it was impps'siblé for any of us
‘to witness his emotion without™ joining in"his grief. .
" “From the mate, I learned that this same young man
had saved the lives of three women and a child when the -
boat was swamped at Grosse Isle, in attempting to land
“the passengers from'the Horsley Hill. '
' Sach acts of Leroism are common in the lower walks
of hfe Thus,"the purest gems are often encased in- the
rudest crust ; and the finest feelings of the human heart

: .are fostered im the chilling atmosphere of poverty.

While this- sad event occupied all our thoughts, and .
gave rise to many painful reflections, an exclamation of
unqualified delight at once changed the current of .our

~ thoughts, and filled us with surprise and plea.sure Maggie
_ Grapt had fainted in the arms of her husband. i

Yes; there was Tam,~her dear, reckless Tam, after a.ll ~
her tears’ and la.mentatlons pressing his young wife to
his heart, and calhng her by-a thousand endearmcr pet

. names. _

- He had, met Wlth some countrymen at Quebec, had
taken too-much. whiskey on'the joyful occasion, and-lost
his passage in the Anne, but had followed a few hours

- later in another steam-boat ; and. he assured the now

happy Ma.gg1e as be kissed the infant Tam, whom she

" held up to his admiring gaze, that he mever would be
- guilty of- the like again. Perhaps he kept his word ; but

Tmouch fear that the first 'temptatlon would make the

~ lively laddie forget his promise.

Our luggage having been rem'o.v'e.d ‘to the. Custom-




66 ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

house, including our bedding, the captain collected all the -
ship’s flags for our accommodation, of which we formed
a tolerémbly comfortable bed; and if our dreams were of
England, could it be otherwise, with her glorious flag
wrapped around us, and our heads resting upon the
Union Jack ?

In the morning we were obliged to visit the city to
make the necessary arrangements for our upward journey.

The day was intensely hot. A bank of thunder-clouds
- lowered hea,vily above the mountain, and the close, dusty
_ streets were silent, and nearly deserted. Here and there
might be seen a group of anxious looking, care-worn,
sickly emigrants, seated against a wall among their
packages, and sadly ruminating upon their future pros-
pects.

.The sullen toll of the death-bell, the exposure of ready-
made coffins in the undertakers’ windows, and the oft-
_ recurring notice placarded on the walls, of funerals fur-
nished at ‘such and such a place, at cheapest rate and
shortest notice, painfully reminded us, -at every turning
of the street, that death was everywhere—perhaps lurk-
ing in our very path; we felt no desire to examine the
beauties of the place. With this ominous feeling per-
vading our mirds, public’ buildings possessed few attrac-
tions, and we determined to make our stay as short as
possible.

.. Compared with the infected city, our shlp appeared an
< ark of safety, and we returned to it with joy and confi-
dence, too soon to be destroyed "We had scarcely re-
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entered our cabin, when tidings were brought to us that
the cholera had made its appearance: a brother of the
captain had been attacked.

It was advisable that we should leave the vessel im-
mediately, before the intelligence could reach the health-
officers. A few minutes sufficed to make the necessary
prepa.ratiogs{; and in less than half-an-hour we found
ourselves occupying comfortable apartments in Goode-
nough’s hotel, and our passage taken in the stage for the
following morning.

The transition was like a dream. The change from
i the close, rank ship to large, airy, well-furnished rooms

snd clean attendants, was a luxury we should have en-
joyed had not the dread of the cholera involved all things
around us in gloom and apprehension. No one spoke
- upon the subject; and yet it was evident that it was
uppermost in the thoughts of all., Several emigrants
had died of the terrible disorder during the .week, be-
neath the very roof that sheltered us, and its ravages, we
were told, had extended up the cotntry as far as King-
ston; so that it was still to be the phantom of our com-
ing journey, if w8 were fortunate enough to esc‘ape" from
its headquarters.
At six o'clock the followmg mommg, we took our
" places in the coach for Lachine, and our fears of the
plague greatly diminished as we left the spires of Mont-
real in the distance. The journey from Montreal west-
‘W{n:d has been so well described by many gifted pens,
thwt I shall say htﬂe about it. The banks of the St.

r
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Lawrence are picturesque and -beautiful, particularly in
those spots where there is a good view of the American
side. The neat farmhouses looked to me, whose eyes ‘had
been so long accustomed to the watery waste, homes of
beauty and happiness; and the splendid orchards, the
trees at that s€ason of the year being loaded with ripen-
ing fruit of all hues, were refreshing and delicious.

My partiality for the apples was regarded by a fellow-
traveller with a species of horror. “Touch them noty if
you value your life.” Every draught of fresh air and
water inspired me with renewed health and spirits, and I
disregarded the well-meant advice; the gentlemen who

" gave it had just recovered from the terrible disease. He
was a middle-aged man, a farmer ‘from the Upper

Province, Canadian born. He had visited Montreal on >

business for the first time. ¢ Well, sir,” he said, in
answer to some questions put to him by my husband
respecting the diseasé, “I can'tell you what it is; a man
smitten with the cholera stares death right in the face;
and the torment he is suffering is so great that he would
gladly die to get rid of it.” :

“You were fortunate, C——, to escdpe,” said a back-
wood settler, who occupied the opposite seat; “many a
younger man has died of it.”

“Ay; but I believe I never should have taken it had
it not been for some things they gave me for supper at
the hotel ; oysters they called them, oysters; they were
aliveé! I was persuaded by a friend to eat them, and
I liked them well enough at the time. But I declare to




OUR JOURNEY UP THE COUNTRY. 67

you that I felt them crawling over one another in my
stomach all night. The next morning I was seized with
cholera.”

“Did you swallow them whole, C—— ?” said the for-
mer spokesman, who seemed highly tickled by the evil
doings of the oysters.

“To be sure. I tell you, the creatures are alive. You
put them on your fongue, and I'll be bound you’ll be glad
to let them slip down as fast as you can.”

.“No wonder you had the cholera,” said the backwoods-
man, “you deserved it for your barbarity. If I had a
good plate of -oysters here T'd*teach you the Way to eat
them.”

. Our journey during the first day was performed partly
by coach, partly by steam. It was nine o’clock in the
evening when we landed at Corn#&l, and took coach for
Prescott. The country through which we passed appeared
beautiful in the clear light of the moon ; but the air was
cold, and slightly sharpened by frost. This seemed
strange to me in the early part of September, but it is
very common in Canada. Nine passengers were closely.
packed into our narrow vehicle, but the sides bemg of’
canvas, and the open space allowed for windows unglazed,
. I shivered with cold, which amounted to a state of suffer-
ing; when the day broke, and we approached’ the little ’
village of Matilda. It was unamimously voted by all
hands that we should stop -and breakfast at a small inn

_ by the. road-side, and warm ourselves before proceeding
to Prescott.
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The people in the tavern were.not stirring, and it was
some time before an old white-headed man unclosed the
door, and showed us into a room, redolent with fumes of
tobacco, and darkened by paper blinds. I asked him if
he would allow me to take my infant into a ro®mn with a
fire. ,

« I guess it was a pretty considerable cold night for tﬁev
like of /her,” said he. “Come, I'll show you to.the kitch-
en; there’s always ’a fire there” 1 cheerfully followed,
a.ccompamed by our servant. .

Our entrance was unexpected, and by no means agree-
able to the persons we found there. A half-clothed, red-
haired Irish servant was upon her knees, kindling up the
fire; and a long thin woman, with a sharp face, and an
eye like a black snake, was just emerging from a bed in
the corner. We soon discovered this apparition to be
mistress of the house.

“The people can’t come in here I” she Screamed in a
shrill voice, darting daggers at the poor old man.

“Sure there’s a baby; and the two women critters are
perished with cold,” pleaded the good old man.

“ What'’s that to me ? They have no business in my
kitchen.”

“Now, Almira, do hold on. Its the coach has stopped
to breakfast with us; and you know we don’t often get
the chance.”

All this time the fair Almira was dressmg as fast as she
could, and eyeing her unwelcome female guests, as we
stood shivering over the fire. '
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*“ Breakfast!” she muttered, “ what can we give them
to eat # They pass our door a thousand times without
any one alighting; and now, when we are,out of every-
thing, they must stop and order breakfast at such an un-
reasonable hour. How many are there of you ?” turning .
fiercely to me.

“ Nine,” I answered, lacomcally, continuing to chafe the
cold hands and feet of the child.

«Nine! That bit of beef will be nothing, cut into .
steaks for nine. What's to be dune, Joe ?” (to the old
man.) ‘

“Eggs and -ham, summat of that dried venison, and
- pumpkin pie,” responded the aide-de-camp, thoughtfully.
“I don’t know of any other fixings.”

“ Bestlr yourself then, and lay out the table, for the

an't-stay-long,” cried the virago, seizing a frymg-

pan from the wall, and preparing it for the reception of
the eggs and ham. “I must have the fire to myself. Peo-
ple can’t.come crowding here, when I have to fix break-
fast for nine ; particularly when there is a good room else-
where provided for.their accommodation.” I took the
hint, and retreated to the parlour, where 1 found the rest;:
of the passengers walking to and fro, and impatiently
awaiting the advent of the breakfast. - yd
~ To do Almira justice, she prepared from her scanty ma- :
_ ferials a very substantial breakfast'in an incredibly shJG/rt'

time, for which she charged usa quarter of a dollar per
head. - ' ' '

At Prescott we ‘embarked on boird a fine new steam-




72 ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

boat, William IV., crowded with Irish emigrants, pro-
ceeding to Cobourg and Toronto.

While pacing the deck, my husband was greatly struck
- by the appearance of a middle-aged man and his wife,
who sat apart from the "rest, and seemed struggling with
intense grief, which, in spite of all their efforts at conceal-
ment, was strongly impressed upon their features. Some
- time after, I fell into conversation with the woman, from
whom I learned their little history. The husband was
factor to a Scotch. gentleman, of large landed property,
who “had employed him to visit Canada, and report the
capabilities of the country,'prioi' to his investing a large
sum of money in wild lands. The expenses of their
voyage had been paid, and everything up to that morn-
ing had prospered with them. They had been blessed
with a speedy passage, and were greatly pleased with the
country and the people; but of what avail was all this?
Their only son, a fine lad of fourteen, had died that day of
the cholera, and all their hopes for the future were buried
in his grave. For his sake they had sought a home in
this far land ; and here, at. the very ounset of their new
career, the fell disease had taken him from them for ever.
—here, where, in such a crowd, the po,or heart-broken
mother could not even indulge her natural grief!

“Ah, for a place where:I might greet?’ she said; “it
would relieve the burning weight at my heart. But with
sae many strange eyes glowering upon me, I tak’ sha.me
to mysel’ to greet.”

“ Ah, Jeannie, my puir woman,” $aid the husband, grasp-
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ing her hand, “ye maun bearup; 'tis God’s will; an sinfu’
creatures like us mauna repine, But oh, madam,” turning
. to me, “ we have sair hearts the day !”

Poor bereaved creatures, how deeply I commiserated
their grief,—~how I respected the poor father, in the stern
efforts he made to conceal from indifferent spectators the

" anguish that weighed upon his mind ! Tears are the best
balm that can be applied to the anamsh of the heart.
Religion teaches man to bear his sorrows with becoming
fortitude, bﬁﬁ@ﬁ@m&largely both to soften and
to heal the wounds from whence they flow, . >

At Brockyille we took in a party of ladies, which some;
what relieved the monotony of the cabin, and I was
amused by listening to their lively prattle, and the little
gossip with which they strove to wile away the tedium
of the voyage. The day was too stormy to go upon deck,
~—thunder and lightning, accompanied with torrents of
rain. Amid the confusion of the elements, I tried to get
a peep at the Lake of the Thousand Isles; but the driv-
ing sterm blended all objects into one, and I returned wet
and disappointed to my berth. We passed Kingston at
midnight, and lost all our lady passengers but two. The
gale continued until daybreak, and noise and confusmn
prevailed all night, which was greatly’ increased by the

- uproarious conduct of a wild Irish emigrant, who thought
fit to make his bed upon the mat before the cabin door.
He sang, he shouted, he harangued his countrymen on
the political state of the Emerald Isle, in a style which

was loud if not eloquent. Sleep was impossible, whilst -
F
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his stentorian lungs continued to pour forth torrents of
unmeaning sound. '
Our Dutch stewardess was hlahly enraged. His con-
duct, she said, “ was perfectly ondacent.” She opened
‘the door, and, bestowing upon him several kicks, bade
him get away “out of that,” or she would complain to '
the captain.
In answer to this remonstrance, he caught her by the
foot, and pulled her down. *Then waving the tattered
remains of his straw hat in the air, he shouted with an
air of triumph, “ Git out wid you, you ould witch! Shure
the ladies, the purty darlints, never sent you wid that
“ugly message to Pat,’ who loves them so intirely, that he
means to kape watch over them through the blessed
night.” Then making us a ludicrous bow, he continued,
“Ladies, 'm at yer sarvice; I only wish I. could get a
dispensation from the Pope,and I'd marry yeas all” The
_stewardess bolted the door, and the mad fellow kept up-
such a racket, that we all Wrshed him at the bottom of
the Ontario.- )
" The following day was wet and gloomy “The storm
" had protracted the lengt r voyage for’ several hours,
- and it was midnight wh. landed at Cobourg.
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CHAPTER IV.

TOM WILSON’S EMIGRATION,

“Of all odd fellows, this fellow was the oddest. I have seen
| many strange fish in my days, but I never met with his equal.”

‘4 @BOUT a month previous to our emigration to Can-

ada, my husband said to me, “ You need not eipect
"~ me home to dioner to-day; I am going with my
“friend Wilson to Yir , to hear Mr. C lecture upon
. _emigration to Canada. He has just returned from the -
~ North American provincés, and his lectures are attended
- by vast numbers of persons who are anxious to obtain
- information on the subject.. I gota note from your friend:
‘B—— this morning, begging me to come 6ver and listen
- to his palaver ; and as Wilson thinks of emigrating in the -
spring, he will be my walking companion.” '
- . “Tom Wilson going to Canada!” said I, as the door
_ closed on smy -better-half. “ What a back-woodsman he
- will make! - What a loss to the single ladies of S L
What will they do without him at their balls and pic- -
nies 2” ' ) ' o

{
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One of my sisters, who was writing at a tablé near me,

- was highly amused at this unexpected announcement. She

fell back in her chair and indulged in a long and hearty
laugh. I am certain that most of my readers would have
joined in her laugh, had they known the object which

_provoked her mirth. “Poor Tom is such a dreamer,”
said my sister, “ it would be an act of charity in Moodije

to persuade him from undertaking such. a wild-goose
chase ; only that I fancy my good “brother is possessed
with the same mania.” -

“Nay, God forbid!” said I. “I hope this Mr.

" with the unpronounceable name, will disgust them w1th

his 'eloquence for B writes me word, in-his droll
way, that he is a coarse, vulgar fellow, and lacks'the dig-~
nity of a bear. Oh! I am certain they will return quite
sickened with the Canadian project.” Thus I laid the -
flattering unction to my soul, little-dreaming that I and
mine should share in the strange adventures of this oddest
of all odd creatures. .
It might be made a subject” of curious inquiry to those

- who delight in human absurdities, if ever there were a

character drawn in works of fiction so extravagantly

- ridieulous as some which daily experience presents to our

view. We have encouuntered people in the broad thorough-

_fares of life more eccentric than ever we read of in books;

peo;il'eﬁho if all their foolish sayings and doings were
duly recorded, would vie with the drollest creations of
Hood, or George Colman, and put to shame the ﬂlghts of
Ba.ron Munchausen. , Not that Tom Wilson was a ro-
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mancer; oh no! He was the very prose of prose, a man
in a mist, who seemed afraid of moving about for fear of
knocking his head against a tree, and finding a halter
suspended to its branches—a man as helpless and as

~ indolent as a baby. -

Mr. Thomas, or Tom Wilson, as he was “familiarly
called by all his friends and acquaintances, was the son
of a gentleman who once possessed a.large lgmdéd pro-
perty in the neighbourhood; but an extravagant and
profligate expenditure of the income which he derived
from a fine estate which had descended from father to son ,
through many generations, had greatly reduced the cir-
cumstances of the elder Wilson. Still, his family held a
certain rank and standing in their native ceunty, of

“ which his evil courses, bad as théy were, could not wholly-

deprive- them. The-young people—and a very large -
family they -made of sons and daughters, twelve in
number—were objecty of interest-and commiseration
to all who knew them,-while the worthless father -
was justly held in contempt. Our hero was the young- -
est of the-six sons; and from his childhood he was
famous for his nothing-fo-doishness. He was too indo-
lent to engage heart and soul in the maniy spofts of his

-comrades; and he never theught it pecessary to com-

mente learning his lessons until the school had been in

~an hour. Ashe grew up to man’s estate; he might; be

seen dawdling about in a black frock-coat, jean trousers,
and white kid gloves, making lazy bows to the pretty
girls of his acquaintance ; or dressed in-a green shooting-¢
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jacket, with a gun across his shoulder, sauntering down
the wooded lanes, with a brown spaniel dodging at his
heels, and looking as sléeepy and indolent as his master.

The slowness of all Tom’s movements was strangely
contrasted with his slight, elegant, and symmetrical
figure ; that looked as if it only awaited the will of the

" owner to be the most active piece of human machinery
that ever responded to the impulses of youth and health.
But then, his face! What pencil could faithfully delineate
features at once so comical and lugubrious—features that
one moment expressed the most solemn seriousness, and
the next, the most grotesque "and absurd abandonment to
mirth ? In him, all extremes appeared to meet ; the man
was-a contradiction to himself. Tom was a person of few
words, and so intensely lazy, that it required a strong
effort of will to enable him to answer the questions of -
inquiring friends ; and when at length aroused fo exercise
his colloquial powers, he performed the task in so original
a manner, that it never failed to upset the gravity of the
interrogator. When he raised his large, prominent,
leaden-coloured eyes from the ground, and looked the
inquirer steadily in the face, the effect was irresistible ;
the laugh would come,—do your best to resist it.

Poor Tom took this mistimed merriment in very good
part, generally answering with a ghastly contortion which
he meant for a smile, or, if he did trouble himself to find
words, with, “ Well that's funny! What mmkes you

3 langh ? At me, I suppose? I don’t wonder at it; I
-~ . often laugh at myself.” o . .
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* Tom would have been a treasure tc;;m undertaker.

* He would have been celebrated as a mute; he looked as. .

if he had been born in a shroud, and rocked in & coffin.
The gravity with which he could- answer a ridiculous or

_ impertinent question completely-disarmed and turned
the shafts of malice back upon his opponent. If Tom
was-himself an object of ridicale £ many, he had a way
of quietly ridiculing -others, that bade defiance to all
competition. He could quiz with a smile, and put down
insolence with an incredulous stare. A grave wink from
those dreamy eyes would destroy, the veracity of a travelled
dandy for ever. o

Tom was not without use ‘in his day and generation; - -

queer and awkww he ‘was, he was the soul of truth
and homour. You might suspect his sanity—a matter
always doubtful—but his honesty of heart and purpose,
never. ’ )

‘When you met Tom in the streets, he was dressed with
such neatness and care (to be sure it took him half the

day to make his toilet), that it led many persons to im-
agine that this very ugly young man considered himself

an Adonis; and I must confess that I rather inclined to
this opinion. He always paced the public streets with

_ a slow, deliberate tread, and with his eyes fixed intently
on the ground—like 2 man who had lost his ideas, and
was diligently employed in searching for them. I chanced
to meet him one day in this dreamy mood.

—“How do you do, Mr. Wilson ?” He stared at me for - -

several minutes, as if doubtful of my presence or identity.

|
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“ What was that you said ?”

I repeated the question ; a.nd he answered, with one of
his incredulous smiles, -

“ Was it to me you spoke? Ob, I am qulte well, or I
should not be. walkmg here. By thew&yhdld you see my
dog ?” .

“ How should I know your ‘dog 7"
", . “They say he resembles me. He's a queer dog, too
but I never could find out the likeness. Good night !”

This was at noonday ; but Tom had.a habit of taking
light for darkness, and darkness for light, in all he did or

said. He must have had different eyes and ears, and a
" different way of seeing, hearing, and comprehending, than

* is possessed by the generality of his species; and to such

a length did he carry this abstraction &f soul and sense,
that he would often leave you abruptly in the middle;of
‘a sentence ; and if you chanced to meet him some weeks
after; he would resume ‘the conversation with the very
w/ﬁrd at which he had cut short the thread of your dis-
_course.
" A lady once told him in jest that her youngest brother, -
a lad of twelve years old, bad called his donkey Braham,
- in honour of the great singer of that name. Tom made
no answer, but started abruptly away. Three moh
after, she happened to encounter him on the same q:?:
when he accosted her, without any prevjous salutation,
“You were telling me about-a donkey, Miss ——, &
donkey of your brother's—Braham, 1 think- you called
him—yes, Braham ; a strange name foran ass! I wonder
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what the great Mr. Braham woﬁl&gay to that. Ha, ha,
ha!” . st

“ Your memory must be excellent, Mr.Wilson, to gnable
_ you to remember such a trifling circumstance all this time.”

“Trifling, do you call jt 2 Why, I haVe thought of noth-~
ing else ever since.”

From traits such as these my readers will be tempted -
to imagine him brother to the animal who bad dwelt so ~
long in his thoughts ; but there-were times when he sur-
mounted this strange absence of mind, and could -talk and
act as sensibly ‘as other folks. .

. On the death of his father, he emigrated to New South
Wales, where he contrived to doze away seven years of
his valueless existence, suffering his convict servants to
rob him of everything, and finally to burn his dwelling.
He returned to his native village, dressed as an Italian .
mendicant, with a monkey perched upon his shoulder,
and playing airs of his own composition upon a hurdy-
gurdy. ‘In this disguise he sought the dwelling of an old
bachelor uncle, and solicited his charity. But who that
had once seen our friend Tom could ever forget him?
Nature had no counterpart of one who in mind and form
'was alike original. The good-natured old soldier, at a
glance, discovered his hopeful nephew, regeived him into -
his house with kindness, and had afforded him an asylum
ever since. /

_ One little aneedote of him at this period will illustrate

the quiet love -of mischief with which he was imbued.
Travelling ﬁ({W-—-—- to London in the stage-coach
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(raxfwg,ys were nét invented in those days), he entered
into conversation thh an intelligent farmer who sat next
~ him ; NewSouth ’Wales, and his residence in that colony,
forming the leading topic. A dxssentmg minister who -
- - happemed to be his vis-d-vis, and who had annoyed him
by making several impertinent remarks, suddenly asked
him, with a sneer, how many years he had been there.
“Seven,” returned Tcwm, in a solemn towe, without
- deigning a glance at his companion.
“1 thought so,” responded the other, thrusting his hands
into his breeches pockets. “And pray, sir, what were you
» e
sent there for ? :
“Stealing pigs,” returned the incorrigible Tom, with
“the ‘gravity of.a judge. The words wereX{r:;iy pro-
nounced when the qﬁeshoner ‘called| the coachman to stop,
preferring a ride outsr,de in the rain\fo a seat w1thm with
a thief. Tom greatly enJoyed the hoax, which hé used to
tell with the merriest of -all grave faces,

Besides being a devoted admirer of tﬁe fair sex, and
always imagining himself in love with some unattainable
beauty, he had a passionate craze for music, and played
upon the violin and flute with considerable taste and exe-
cution. The sound of a favourite melody operated upon
the breathing automaton like magic, his frozen faculties_
‘experienced a sudden thaw, and the stream of life.leaped -
and gambolled for a while with uncontrollable vivacity.
He laughed, danced, sang, and made love in a breath,
committing & thousand mad vagaries to make you ac-.
quainted with his’eZistence:
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My husband had a remarkably sweet-toned. flute, and

- -this flute.Tom regarded with a species of idolatry.’

«1 break the Tenth Commandment, Méodie, whenever
I hear you play upon that flute. Take care of your black
wife,” (a name he had bestowed upon the eoveted treas-
ure), “or I shall certainly run off with her.”

“Iam balf afraid of you, Tom. I am sure if I were
to die, and leave you my black wife as a legacy, you
would be too much overjoyed to lament my death.’

Such was the strange, helpless, whimsical bemg who
conbempla.ted an emigration to' Canada. -Hqw hé suc-
ceeded in the speculation the sequel will show.

It was late in the evening before my husband and Bis
friend Tom Wilson returned from Y—— I had pro-
vided a hot sypper.and a cup of coffee after their long
walk, and they did ample justice to my care.

‘'Tom was in unusually high spirits, and appeared wholly
bent upon his Cana&an expedition.

“Mr. C— mns;hhave been very eloquent, Mr.Wilson,”
said I, “to engaggﬁour attention for so many hours.”

“Perhaps he was,” returned Tom, after a pause of some
minutes, during which he seemed to be groping for words
in the salt-cellar, having deliberately turned out its con-
tents ypon the table-cloth. “We were hungry after our
long walk, and he gave us an excellent dinner.”

“But that had nothing to do with the su—bsbanée of his

; lecture.”

«Tt was the éubsl;a.nce, after a.ll,” sald Moodle, laughmg

“and his audience seemed to think so, by the attention

T e e
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they paid to it during the discussion. But, come,Wllson
give my wife some account of the intellectual part of the’
entertainment.”

"« What! I—I—I—I give an account of the lecture ?
Why, my dear fellow, I never listened to one word of it !”
~ “I thought you went to Y—— on purpose to obtain
infarmation on the subject of emigration to Canada.?”

“Well,-and so I did; but when the fellow pulled out
his pamphlet, and said that it contained the substance of
his lecture, and would only cost a shilling, I théught that
it was better to secure the substance than endeavour to
catch the shadow—so I'bought the book, and spared my-
self the pain of listening to the oratory of the writer.
Mrs. Moodie ! he had a shocking delivery, a drawling,
vulgar voice ; and he spoke with such a nasal twang that I
could not bear to look at him, or listen to him. He made’
such grammatical blunders, that my sides ached with
laughing at him. Oh,I wish you could have seen the
wretch! But here is the document, writtéh in the same.
style in which it was spoken. Read it; you have a nch
treat in store.”

I took the pamphlet, not a little a.mused at his deserip-
tion of Mr. C——, for whom I felt an uncharitable dislike.

“ And how did you contrive o entertain yourself, Mr.
Wilson, during his long address ?”

“ By thinking how many fools were collected togetheg\
. to listen to one greater than the rest. By the way,
- ‘Moodie, did you notice farmer Flitch * =~
. *No; where did he sit ¥
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“ At the foot of the table. . You must have seen him,
he was too big to be:overlooked. -What & delightful
_squint-hehad! What a ridiculous likeness there was
between him and the roast pig he was carving! T was
wondering all dinner-time how that man contrived to cut
up that pig; for one eye was fixed upon the ceiling, and -
other leermg very affectionately at me, It was very
1l; was it mot ¢”
« “And what do you mtend doing with yourself when
ou arrive in Canada 7’ said 1/ o

“Find out some large hollow tree, and live like Brmn

i In thg summer
will be plenty of mast and acorns to satxsfy the
wants of -an abstemious fellow.”

“ But, joking apart, my dear fellow,” said my hus'ba.nd ’
anxious to induce him to abandon a scheme so hopeless,
“do you think that you are at all quahﬁed for a life of
toil and hardship #’

“ Are you ?" retfrned Tom, raising his large, bushy,
black .eyebrows to the top of his forehead, and fixing his
leaden eyes steadfastly upon his interrogator, with an ‘air
of such absurd gravity that we_urst into a hw'_ty
laugh. .

« Now what do you laughfor? I am sure Lasked you
a very serious question.”

« But your method of putting it is so unusual that yon
must excuse us for la,ughmg o -

«1 don’t want you to weep,” sald Tom; bnt as to our -

quahﬁea.txons, Moodle,\I think them pretty equal I
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know you think otherwise, but. I will explain. Let me
see ; what was I going to say ?—ah, I have it! You go -
with the intention ’0f clearing land, and. working for
yourself, and doing a great deal. I have tried that
_ before in New South Wales, and I know that it won’t
*answeér. Gentlemen  can’t work like labourers, and if
~ they could they won’t—it is not in them, and that-you
will find out. You expect, by going to Canada, to make
your fortune, or at least secure-a comfortable indepen-
dence. I anticipate no such results yet I mean to go,
partly out of a whim, partly satisfy my curiosity
whether it is a better cou than New South Wales;
“and lastly, in the hope of bettering my congition in a
small way, which at present is so bad that it can scarcely
be worse. I mesn to purchase a farm with the three
hundred pounds I received last week from the sale of my
father’s property; and if the Canadian soil yields only
half what Mr. C—— says it does, I need not starve.
But the refined habits in which you have:been brought
up, and your unfortunate literary propensities—(I say
unfortunate, because you will seldom meet people in a
“colony who can or will sympathise with you in these
pursuits)—they will make you an object of mistrust and
envy to those who cannot appreciate them, and will be a
. source of constant mortification and disappointment to
yourself. Thank God! I have no literary propensities ;
bat, in spite of the latter advantage, in all probabﬂxty I
. shall make no exertion at all; so that your energy,
- damped by disgust and disappointment, and my laziness
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will end in the same tinng, and we shall both return like
bad pennies to our native shores. But, as T have neither
wife nor child to involve in my failure, I think, without
much self‘ﬂatter.y’,, that my prospects are better than

»

and, - evidently astonished 'at himself, he sprang up
abruptly from the table, overset a_ ,.cup of, coﬁ'ee into my

.lap, and, wishing us good day (if was eleven o'clock at

night), he ran out of the house.

There was more truth in poor Tom’s wox\'ds than at that
moment we were willing to allaw ; for youth and hope
were on our side in those days, and we were most ready'
to believe the suggestions of the latter.

My husband finally determined to emigrate to Canada,
and in the hurry and bustle of a-sudden preparation to
depart, Tom and his affairs for a while were forgotten.

How dark and heavily did that fnghtful anticipation
weigh :?m-y heart! As the time for' our departure
drew n e thought of leaving my friends and native
land became so intensely @ﬁﬂ that it haunted me even
in sleep. I'seldom awoke without ﬁndmg my pillow wet
with tears. The glory of May was upon the earth—of
an English May. The woods were bursting into leaf,
the meadows and hedge-rows were flushed with flowers,

and every grove and dopsewood echoed to the warblings -

of birds and the hamming of bees.: To leave England at

all was dreadful—to leave her at such a season was -

. doubly so. I went to take a last look at the old Hall,
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the beloved home of m my childhood and youth; to wa.nder T
once'more beneath the shades of its venerable paks—-to'
" rest once more upon the velvet sward that carpeted their -
roots, It was while reposing beneath’those nuble trees
" " that I had first indulged in those delicious dreams which
are a foretaste of the enjoyments of the spirit-land. In
them the soul bredthes forth its aspirations in a language
~ unknown to common minds ; and that language is Poetry
Here annually, from year to year, I had renewed my
_ friendship with the first primroses and violets, and lis-
tened with the untiring ear of_ love to the spring rounde-
_ lay of the blackbird, whistled from among his bower of
' May blossoms. Here, I had discoursed sweet words to -
the tinkling brook, and learned from the.melody of
waters the music of natural sounds. In these beloved
solitudes all the holy embtiops which stir the human -
heart in its depths had’ been freely poured forth, and
«found a\response in the harmonious voice of Nature,
bearing aloft the choral ~song'of earthto the throne of '
- the Creator. i
How hard it-was to tear myself from scenes -endeared
to me by the most beautiful and sorrowful recollections,
let those who have loved and suffered as I did, say.
However, the world has frowned upon me, Na.ture,
arrayed in her green loveliness, had ever smiled upon me
like an indulgent mother, holdmg out her loving arms
. to enfold to her bosom her erring but devoted child. .
- Dear, dear England! why was I forced by a sterm -
necessity to leave you'? What heineus crime had I com-
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mitted, that I, who adored you, should be torn from your
sacred bosom, to pine out{my joyless existence in a J
foreign clime? Oh, that I might be permitted to return
and die upon’your wave-encircled shores, and rest my
weary head and heart beneath your daisy-covered sod at
last! Ab, these are vain outbursts of feeling—melan-
choly relapses of the spring home-sickness! Canada !
thou art a noble, free, and rising country—the great fos-
“tering mother of the orphans of civilization. The off-
spring of Britain, thou must be great, and I will and do
‘love thee, land of my adoption, and of my children’s
birth ; and, oh, dearer still to a mother’s heart—land of
their graves! 7
. * » * * * »
Whilst- talking. 6ver our coming -separation with my
- sister C——, we observed Tom Wilson walking slowly -
up the path that led to the house. He was dressed in a
new shooting-jacket, with his gun lying carelessly aerossy
his shoulder, and an ugly pointer dog following at a little 3 -
“ Well, Mrs. Moodie, I am off,” said Tom, shaking hands
with my sister instead Qf me. “I suppose I shall ;see
Moodie in London. What do you think of my dog?’
patting Him affectionstely.
~“1 think him an ugly beast,” said C—— “Do you
mean to take him with you ¢’
 «An ugly beast!—Duchess a beast? Why, she is a
~ perfect beauty | —Beauty and the beast! Ha, ha ha! I
two guineas for her last night.” (I thought of the
e ' o .
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old adage.) “Mrs. Mooche, your sister is no judge of a
dog.” -

“Very likely,” returned C——, laughing. “And you
go to town to-night, Mr. Wilson 2 I thought as you
came -up to the house thafr yop were equipped for

" . shooting.”

“To be sure ; there is capltal shooting in Canada.”
" “So I have heard—plenty of bears and wolves; I sup-
pose you take out your dog and gun’ in a,ntxclpatlon ¥
“True,” said Tom.
“But you surely are not going to take that dog with
you ¥’ )
“Indeed I am. Sheiis a most valua‘ble brute. The
- very best venture I could take. My brozher Charles has
engaged our passage in the same vessel.”
« It would be a pity to part you,” , “gaid I « Ma,y you
prove as lucky a pair as Whlttmgbon and his cat.” /
« Whittington! Whittington !’ said Tom, staring at my
“sister, and beginning to dream, which he invariably did
in: the company of women._ “Who was the gentle-
. man ?" >
« A very old friend of mine;’one whom I have known
since I was a very little girl,” said my sister; “but I
have not time to tell you more about him now. If youd go
to St. Paul's Churchyard, and inquire for Sir Richard
Whittington and: his cat, you will get his histor}”?dr a.
‘mere trifle.” 5
« Do not mind he#f-Mr. Wilson, she is quizzing you v
\quoth I3« I wish you a safe voyage across ‘the Atlantic;
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I vnsh Icould add a happy meetmg with your friends, -
But where shall we find friends in a strange land 7’ %
“« All in good time,” said Tom. “I hope to have the
pleasure of meeting you in the backwoods of Canada
before three months are over. What adventures we
shall have to tell one another! It will be capital. Good-

»

bye.”

Ty,

* * _ x  x * o=

“Tom has sailed,” said Captain_ Cha.rles Wilson, step--
ping into my-little parlour a few” days after his eccentric ~
brother’s last vxsxt «I saw him. and Duchess safe on
oard. - Odd &s he is, I parted with him with a full
heart ; I felt as if we never should meet again. . Poor
_ Tom! he is the only brother left me now that fcan love. .
Robert and I never agreed very well, and there is little ~
chance of our meeting in this world. He is married, and .~
-settled down for life in New South Wales; and the rest,’ "
John, Richard, George, are all gobe—all !” .

“ Was Tom in good spirits when you parted #’ '

“Yes. He is a perfect contradiction. He always
laughs and cries in the wrong place. = ¢ Charles,” he said,
with a loud laugh ‘tell the girls to get some new music- -
agamst I return: and, hark ye! if I never come back I
leave them my Kangaroo Waltz as a legacy.’”

« What a strange creature I”.  » '

“ Strange, indeed; you don’t know half his oddities. .
He has very little money to take out ‘with him, but he - _ ]
actually paid for two berths in the ship, that he might
_ not chance to have a person who snored sleep near him.

Y - B <
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Thirty pounds thrown away upon the mere chance of a
snoring companion ! “Besides, Charles,” quoth he, ¢ I can-
not endure to share my little cabin with others; they
will use my towels, and combs, and brushes, like that
confounded rascal who slept in the same berth with me
ning from New South Wales, who had the impudence -
to clean his teeth with my tooth-brush. Here I shall be
all alone, happy and comfortable as a prince, and Duchess
shall sleep in the after-berth, and be my queén.’ And so
we parted,” continued Captain Charles. - “ May God take
care of him, for he never could take care of himself”

“That puts me in mind of the reason he gave for not
going with us. He was afraid that my baby would keep
him awake of a night. He hates children, and says that
he never will marry on that account.”

* *x . x . % * *

We left the British shores on the 1st.of July, and cast
anchor, as I have already shown, under the Castle of St.
Loms at Quebec, on the 2nd of September, 1832. Tom
Wilson sailed the 1st of May, and had a speedy passage,
* and was, as we heard from his friends, comfortably settled
in the bush, had bought a farm, and-meant to commence
operations in the fall. All this was good news, and as he
was settled near my brother’s location, we congratulated
ourselves that our eccentric friend had found a home in
the wilderness at last, and that we should soon see him

again. .
On the 9th of September, the steam-boat Wzllwm Iv,
landed us at the then small but nsmgr town of , On
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Lake Ontario. The night was dark and rainy ; the boat
was-crowded with emigrants; and when we arrived at
the inn, we learnt that there was no room for us—not a
bed to be had; nor was it likely, owing tothe mumber
of strangers that had arrived for sevetal weeks, that we
could obtain one by searching farther. Moodie requested
the use of a sofa for me during the night; but even that
produced a demur from the landlord. Whilst I awaited
the result in a passage, crowded with strange faces, a’
pair of eyes glanced upon me through the throng. Was
it possible ?—could it be Tom Wilson ? Did any other
human being possess such eyes, or use them in such an
eccentric manner ? In another second he had pushed his
way to my side, whispering in my ear, “ We met, "twas
in a crowd.” ‘ ‘

“Tom Wilson, is that you ?” .

“ Do you doubt it ? I flatter Jnyself that there is no
likeness of such a handsome fellow to be found in the| "
world. Itis I, T swear !—although very little of me is
left to swear by.  The best part, of me I have left
fatten the musquitoes and black flies in that infernal
bush. But where is Moodie ?” ’

+ “There he is—trying to’ induce Mr. S——, for love or
money, to let me have a bed for the night.”

“You shall have mine,” said Tom. “I can sleep upon
the floor of the parlour in a blanket, Indian fashion. It's
a bargain—T'll go and settle it with the Yankee directly ;
- he’s the best fellow in the world! In the meanwhile *
here is a little parlour, which is a. joint-stock affair be-
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tween some of us young hopefuls for the time being.
Step in here, and I will go for Moodie ; I long to tell him
what I think of this confounded country. But you will
find it out all in good timge;” and, rubbing his hands
together, with a most lively and mischievous expression,
he shouldered his way through trunks, and boxes, and -
anxious faces, to communicate to my husband the arrange-
ment he had so kindly made for us.

“ Acoept this gentleman’s offer, sir, till to-morrow,” said
Mr, S “I can then make more comfortable arrange- ™\
ments for your famxly ; but we are crowded—crowded to
excess.. My wife and daughters are obliged to sleep j }n a
little chamber over the stable, to give our guests more
room: Hard that, I guess, for decent people to locate
over the horses.” :

These matters settled, Moodie returned with Tom Wil-
son to the little parlour, in which I had already made
myself at home.

“Well, now, is it not funny that I should be the ﬁrst
to welcome. you to Canada ?” said Tom. =%

« But what are you doing here, my dear fellow?? ™ -

« Shaking every day with the ague. 'But I could laugh
in spite of my teeth to hear them make such a confouinded

jralttling; ‘you would think they were all quarrelling

- which should first get-out of my mouth. This shaking
mania forms one of the chief attractions of this new
country.”

“T fear,” said I, remarkmg how thin and pale he had

_become, “that this climate cannot agree with you.”
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“ Nor I with the climate. Well, we shall soon be quits,

for, to let you into a secret, I am now on my way to
England.”

“ Impossible !” :

“It is true.” A

“ And the farm ; what have you done with it ?”
- “Sold it.” . . ‘

“ And your outfit 2” .

“Sold that to.”

“To whom ?”- | g

“To one who will \j:a.ke better care of both than I did
Ah! such a countryi !—such people '—such rogumes! It
beats Australia hollow ; you krow your customers there
—but here you have to find them out,  Such a take-in!
—God forgive them! I never could take care of money;
and, one way or other, they have cheated me out of all
mine. I have scarcely enmough left to pay my passage
home. But, to provide against the worst, I have bought

a young bear, a splendid fellow, to make my peace with -

my uncle. You must see him; he is close by in-the
stable.”
“ “To-morrow we will pay a visit to Bruin ; but to-night

do tell us something about yourself, and your residence
in the bush.” . - )

“ You swill know enough about the bush by-and-by. I

am a bad historian,” he continued, stretching out his legs,
and yawning horribly, “ a worse biographer. I never can
find words to relate facts. But I will try what-I can-do;
mind, don’t laugh at my blunders.” )
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We promised to be serious—no easy matter while look-
ing at and listening to Tom Wilson, and he gave us, at
detached intervals, the following account of himself :—

« My troubles began at sea. 'We had a fair voyage, )

and all that ; but my poor dog, my beautiful Duchess !—
that beauty in the beast—died. I wanted to read the
funeral service over her, but the captain interfered—the
brute !—and threatenéd to throw me into the sea along

with the dead bitch, as the unmannerly ruffian persisted .

in calling my canine friend. I never spoke to him again
during the rest of the voyage. Nothiﬁg happened worth
relating until I got to this place} where I chanced to meet
a friend who knew your brother, and I went up with
him to the woods. Most of the wise men of Gotham we
met on the road were bound to the woods ; so I felt happy
that I was, at least, in the fashion. Mr —— Was very
kind, and spoke in raptures of the woods, which formed

the theme of conversation during our journey—their .

beatity, their vastness, the comfort and indépendence

enjoyed by those who had settled in them ; and he so in- . o
spired me with the subject that I did nothing all day but

sing as we rode along—

¢ A life in the woods for me ;”

until we came to the woods, and then I soon learned to
sing that same, as the Irishman says, on the other side of
my mouth.”

Here succeeded a long pa.use during which fnend Tomr
seemed mightily tickled’ with his reminiscences, for he, ..

\
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leaned back in his chair, and, from time to time, ga.v,e
way: to loud, hollow bursts of laughter.

“Tom, Tom! are you going mad ?” said my husband,
shaking him. .

«1 never‘was sane, that I know of” returned he.
“You know that it runs in the family. But do let me
have my 'laugh out. ‘The -woods! Ha! ha! When I

" -used to be roaming through those woods, shooting,—

s

though not a thing could I ever find to shoot, for birds
and beasts are not such fools as our English emlgra.nts—
and'T chanced to think of you coming to spend the rest
of your lives in the woods—I used to stop; and hold my
sides, and laugh uniil the woods rang again. It was the
only consolation I had.”

“ Good heavens !” said I, “ let us never go to the woods.”

“You will repent if you do,” continued Tom. “But
let me proceed on my journey. My bones were well-nigh
dislocated before we got to D . The roads for the
last twelve miles were nothing but a succession of mud-

‘holes, covered with the most ingenious invention ever

thought of for racking the limbs, called corduroy bridges;

“ not breeches, mind’you,—for I thought, whilst jolting up

and down over them, that I should arrive at my destina-

tion minus that indispensable covering.. It was night

when we got 4o Mr. —’s place. I was’ tired and hun-
gry, my face disfigured and blistered by the unremitting .
attentions of the black flies that rose in swarms from the;

‘river. I thought to get a private room to wash and dress-

in, but there is no such thing as privacy in this country.
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In the bush, all things are in common ; you canunot even
get a bed without having to-share it with a companion.
A bed on the floor in a public sleeping-room! Think of
that ; a public sleeping-room !—men, women, and children,
only divided by a paltry curtain. Oh, ye gods! think &f
the sn¢rmg, squalling, grumbling, puffing; think of the
klckmg, elbowing, and crowding ; the suffocating heat, the
musquitoes; with their infernal buzzing—and you will
form some idea of the misery I endured the first night of
my arrival in the bush.

“But these are not half the evils with whmh-‘you bave
to contend. You are pestered with nocturnal visitants
far morg@lisagreeable than even the musquitoes, and must °
put up With annoyances more disgusting than the crowded
close room. And then, to appease the cravings of hun-
ger, fat pork is served to you thrée times a-day. No
wonder that the Jews éschewed the vile animal ; they
were .people of taste. Pork, morning noon, and night,
swimming in its own grease! The bishop who complain-
ed of partridges every day should have been condemned to
three months’ feeding upon pork in the bush; and he
would have become an anchorite, to escape the horrid
* sight of swine’s flesh for ever spread before hir , No
wonder I am thin; I have been starved—starwedanpon
pritters and pork,and that disgusting specimen of unleav-
ened bread, yclept cakes in the pan. :

* “I had such a horror- of the pork diet, tha,t whenever
I saw the dinner in progress Ifled to the canoe, in the
hope of drowning upon the waters all remlmscenc% df'
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" the hateful banquet; but even here the verygfoxsk of the
air and the reptiles of the deep lifted up th ces, and
shouted, ‘Pork, pork, pork " -

M remonstrated with his friend for deserting the
country for such minor evils as these, which, after all, he

_ said, could easily be borne.
~ “ Easily borne !” exclaimed the indignant Wilson. “Go
and try them ; and then tell me that. I did try to bear
them with a good grace, but it would not do. I offended
everybody with my grumbling. I was constantly remin-
ded by the ladies of the house that gentlemen should not .
come to this country without they were able to put up =
with a little inconvenience; that I should make as good
a settler as a butterfly in a beelnve that it was impossi-
ble to be nice abouf food and dress in the bush ; that peo-
ple must learn to eat what they could get, and be con-
tent to be shabby and dirty, like their neighbours—im\
the bush,—until that horrid word &ush became synony-
mous with all that was hateful and revolting in my mind.

“It was impossible to keep_anythmg to myself. The

children pulled my books to pieces to look at the plctures

~and an impudent, bare-legged Trish servant, glrl teok my
towels to wipe the " dishes with, and my clothes-brush to'-
black the shoes—an operation which she performed with 3
a mixture of soot and grease. I thought I should be bet- o
ter off in a place of my own; so T bought a wild farm 73
., that was recommended to me, and paid for it double what
it was worth. When I came to examine my estate, I A
found there was no house upon it, and I'should have to: 3
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il the fall to get one put up, and a few acres
red for cultivation. I was glad to return to my old>
quarters, '

« Finding nothing to shoot in the woods, I determined
to amuse myself with fishing ; but Mr. could not al-
ways, lend his canoe, aid there was no other to be had.
To pass away the time, I set about making one. I bought
an axe, and went to the forest to select a tree. About a
mile from the lake, I found the largest pine I ever saw.
I did not much like to try my maiden hand upon it, for it
was the first and the last tree Iever cut down. But to it
I went; and I blessed God that it reached the ground
without killing me in its way thither. mm\aMt
it, I thought I might as well make the canoe big enough;
but the bulk of the tree deceived me in the length of
my vessel, and I forgot to measure the one that belonged
to Mr——. It took me six weeks hollowing it out, and’
when it was finished, it was as long as a sloop-of-war, and
too unwieldly for all the oxen in the township to draw it
to the water. After all my labour, my combats with those
wood-demons the black-flies, sand-flies, and musquitoes,
my boat remains a useless monunient of my industry.
And worse than this, the fatigue I had endured, while
working at it late and early, brought on the ague ; which
so disgusted me with the country that I sold my farm and
all my traps for an old song; purchased Bruin to bear me
company on my voyage home ; and the moment I am able
to get rid of this tormenting fever, I am off.”

Argument and remonstrance were alike in vain, he

~ -
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could not be dissuaded from his purpose. Tom was as

obsti 48 his bear. . }
. The next morning he conducted us to the stable to see

Brui e young denizen of the forest was tied to the
manger, quietly masticating a cob of Indian corn, which
hé held in his paw, and looked half human as he sat upon
his haunches, regarding us with a solemn, melancholy air.
There was an extraordinary likeness, quite ludicrous, be-
tween Tom and the bear. We said nothing, but exchang-
ed glances. Fom read our thoughts.
“Yes,” said he, “there is a strong resemblance; I saw
it when I bought him.” Perhaps we are brothers;” and
. taking in his hand the chain that held the bear, he be-
stowed upon him sundry fraternal caresses, which the un-
grateful Bruin returned with low and savage growls.

“He can’t flatter. He’s all truth and sincerity. A

child of nature, and worthy to be my friend ; the only
Canadian I ever mean t§ acknowledge as such.”
~ About an h is, poor Tom was shaking with
ague, which in a few days reduced him so low that I be-
gan to think he never would see his native shores again.
He bore the affliction very philosophically, and all his
well days he spent with us. |

One day my husband was absent, havmg accompanied
Mr. S——— to inspect a farm, which he afterwards pur-
chased, and I had to get through the long day in the best
manner I eould. The local papers were soon exhausted.

At that period, they possessed little or no interest for me. -

T was astonished and disgusted at the abusive manner in
. Y ‘,
4
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which they were written, the freedom of the press being
enjoyed to an extent in this province unknown in more
civilized communities.

Men, in Canada, may call onc another rogues and mis-
creants, in the most approved Biltingsgate, through the
medium of the newspapers, which are a sort of safety-
valve to let off all the bad feelings and thalignant pas-
sions floating through the country, without any dread of
the horsewhlp Hence it is the commonest thing in the
world to hear one editor abusing, like a pickpocket, an
opposition brother; calling him a’ rcptile——aﬂ crawling
thing—a calumniator—a hired vendor of lies ; and his
paper a smut-machine—a vile engine of corruption, as
base and degraded as the proprietor, &c. Of this descrip-
tion was the paper I now held in my hand, which had the
impudence to style itself the Reformer—not of morals
or manners, certainly, if one might judge by the vulgar
abuse that defiled every page of the precious document.
I soon flung it from me, thinking it worthy of the fate of

~ many a better production in the olden times, that of being
burned by the common hangman; but, happily, the office
of hangman has become obsolete in Canada, and the edi-
tors of these refined journals may go on abusmb their
betters with impunity.

Books I had none, and I wished that Tom would make
his appearance, and amuse me with his oddities; but he
had suffered so much from the ague the day before that

~.. when he-did enter the room to lead me to dinner, he looked
° " like a walki corpse—the dead among the living! so
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dark, so livid, so melancholy, it was really painful to look .
upon him. .

“ I hope the’ ladles who frequent the ordinary, won’t
fall in love with me,” said he, grinning at himself. in “the
miserable looking-glass that formed the case of the Yan-
kee clock, and was ostentatiously displayed on a side -
table ; “I look quite killing to-day. What a comfort it
is, Mrs. M. , to be above all rivalry.”

In the middle of dinner, the company was. disturbed

by the entrance of a person who had the appearance of a
gentleman, but who was evidently much flustered with
_ drinking. 'He thrust his chair in between two gentlemen -
‘who sat near the head of the table, and in a loud voice
demanded fish. .
- “TFish, sir ?” said the obsequiov{i%miter, a great favour-
ite with all persons who frequented the hotel;  there ig
no fish, sir. There was a ﬁne salmon, sir,had you come
sooner; but ’tis all eaten, sir.”

“Then fetch me something, smart ! ”

“Tll see what I can do, sir,” said the obliging Tim,
hurrying out.

. Tom Wilson was at the head of the table, carvinga
roast pig, and was in thect of helping a lady, when the
rude fellow thrust his fork mto the pig, calling out as he‘ ’

did so.

«Hold, sir! give me some of that pig! You have eaten
among you all the fish, and now you are-going to a,ppro- .
priate the best parts of the pig.” ) v

Tom raised his eyebrows, and stared at the strangerin =~

-
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his peculiar manner, then very coolly placed the whole of
the pig on his plate. “I have heard,” he said, « of "dog
eating dog, but I never before saw pig eating pig.”
“Sir! do you mean to insult me 7’ cried the stranger,
_his face crimsoning with anger

“Only to tell you, sir, that you are no gentleman.
Here, Tim,” turning to the waiter, “ go to the stable and
bring in my bear ; we will place him at the table to teach
this man how to behave himself in the presence of ladies.”

A general uproar ensued ; the women left the table,
while the entrance of the bear threw the gentlemen pres-’
ent into convulsions of laughter. It,‘?has too much for

_the human biped ; he was forced to leave the room, and
succumb to the bear. -

My husband concluded hi§ purchase of the farm, and
invited Wilson to go with us into the country and try if
change of air would be beneficial to him; for in his then
weak state it was impessible for him to return to England.
His fuhds were getting very low, and Tom thankfully ac-
cepted the offer. Leaving Bruin in the charge of Tim (who
delighted in the oddities of the strange Enghsh gentle-
man), Tom made one of our party to
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CHAPTER V.

OUR FIRST SETTLEMENT, AND THE BORROWING
° SYSTEM.

To lend, or not to lend —is that the question ?

CE @HOSE who go a-borrowing, go a-sorrowing,” saith

the old adage{ and a wiser saw never came out of
the mouth of experience. I have tested the trath
of this proverb since my settlement in Ganada, many,
many times, to my cost ; and what emigrant has not? So
averse have I ever been to this practicg, that I would at-
all times rather quietly submit to a temporary inconven-
ience than obtain anything I wanted in this manner. - I
verily believe that a demon of mischief presides over bor-
rowed goods, and takes a wicked pleasure in playing off
a thousand malicious pranks upon you the moment he
enters your dweling. Plafes and dishes, that had been
the pride and ornament of their own cupboard for yearss
no sooner enter upon foreign service than they are bro-
ken ; wine-glasses and tumblers, that have been handled
by a héndred careless wenches in safety, scarcely pass
" ‘
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into the hands of your servants when they are sure to
tumble upon the.floor, and the accident turns out a com-
pound fracture. If you borrow a garment of any kind,
be sure that you will tear it ; a watch, that you will break
it ; a jewel, that you will lose it; a book, that jt will be

~ stolen from you. There is no end to the trouble and vex-

ation arising out of this evil habit. If you borrow a
horse, and he has the reputation of being the best-behaved
animal in the district, you no sooner become responsible
for his conduct than he loses his character. The moment
that you attempt to drive him, he shows that he hasa

~will of his own, by taking the reins into his own manage-

ment, and running away in a contrary direction to the
road that you wished him to travel.” He never gives over
his eccentric capers until he bas broken his own-knees,
and the borrowed carriage and harness. So anxious are
you about his safety, that you have not a moment to be-
stow upon your own. And why %— the beast is borrowed,
and you are expected to return him in as good condition.
as he came to you
. But of all evils, to-borrow money is perhaps the worst.
If of«a friend, he ceases to be one the moment you feel
that you are bound to-him by the heavy clog of obliga-
tion. If of a .usurer, the interest, in this country, soon
doubles the original sum, and you owe an increasing debt,
which in time swallows up all you possess.
When we first came to.the colony, nothing surprised
me more than the extent to which this pernicious custom
was carried, both by the native Canadians, the European
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settlers, and the lower order of Americans. Many of the
latter had spied out the goodness of the land, and borrowed

various portions of it, without so much as asking leave  °

of the absentee owners. Unfortunately, our new home
was surrourided by these odious squatters, whom we found
as ignorant as savages, without their courtesy and kind-
ness. " o '
 Theplace we first océupied was purchased of Mr. B—,
a merchant, who took it in payment of sundry large debts
which.the owner, a New England loyalist, had been un-
able to settle. Old Joe R——, the present occupant, had
proinise& to quit it with his family, at the commencement
of sleighing; and as the bargain was concluded in the
_ month of September, and we were anxious to: plough for
fall wheat, it was necessary to be upon the spot. No
house was to be found in the immediate neighbourhood,
save a small dilapida'ted log tenement, on an adjoining
farm (which was scarcely reclaimed from the bush) that
had been some months without an owner. The merchant
assured us that this could be made very comfortable until
such time as it suited R—— to remove, and the owner
was wﬂhng to let us have it for the moderate sum of four
dollars 4 month.
" Trusting to Mr. B——'s word, and being strangers in
the land, we never took the precaution to examine this
delightful summer residence before entering upon it, but
‘thought ourselves very fortunate in. obtalmng a temporary
. home so near our own property, the distance not exceeding
half-a-mile. The agreement Was"drawp’up, and we were.
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told that we could take possession whenever it suited us.
The few weeks that T had sojourned in the country had
by no means prepossessed me in its favour. The home-,
sickness was sore upon me, and all my solitary hours were
spent in tears. My whole soul yielded itself up to a strong
and overpowering grief. One simple word dwelt for
ever in my heart, and swelled it to bursting—* Home " I
repeated it waking a thousand times a day, and my last
prayer before I sank to sleep was still “ Home! Oh, that
I could return, if only to die at home !” And nightly I
did return ; my feet again trod the daisied meadows of
England ; the song of her birds was in my ears; I wept
with delight to find myself once more wandering beneath
the fragrant shade of her green hedge-rows; and I awoke to
weep in earnest when I found it but a dream. But this
is all digression, and has nothing to do with our unseen
dwelling. The reader must bear with me in my fits of
melancholy, and take me as I am.
It was the 22nd September that we left the Steamboat
Hotel, to take possession of our new abode. During the
. three weeks we. had sojourned at - , T had not seen
a drop of rain, and I began to think that the fine weather
- would last for ever; but this eventful day arose in clouds.-
- Moodie bad ‘hired a covered carriage to convey the baby,
the servant-maid, and myself to the farm, as our driver- -
. prognosticated a wet day ; while he followed with Tom
" ‘Wilson and the teams that conveyed our luggage.
The scenery through which- we were passing was so
new to me, so unlike anything that I had ever beheld be- .~
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fore, that, in spite of its monotonous character, it won me
from my melancholy, and I began to look about me with
considerable interest. Not so my English servant, who
declared that the woods were frightful to look wupon ;
that it was a country only fit for wild beasts; that she
hated it with all her heart and sou] -and would go back
as soon as she was able.

About a mile from the place ot our destination the
rain began to fall in torrents, and the air, which had been
balmy as a spring morning, turned as chilly as that of a
November day. Hannah shivered; the baby cried, and T°
drew my summer shawl as closely round as possible, to
protect her from the sudden change in our hitherto de-
lightful temperature. Just then, the carriage turned into
a narrow, steep path, overhung with lofty woods, and, -
after labouring up it with considerable difficulty, and at
the risk of breaking our necks, it brought us at length to

;arocky upland clearing, partially covered with a second .
growth of timber, and surrounded on all..si.des by the dark -
forest. “ . o '

“I guess” queth our Yankee driver, “that at the
bottom of this ‘ere swell, youll find’ yourself to hum;’
and plungmg into a short path cut through the wood, he _

.. pointed to a miserahle hut, at the bottom of ‘a steep des-
‘cent, and cracking’ his whip, exclaimed, “’Tis a smart -
location that. I wish you Britishers may enjoy it.”

I gazed Wbon. the place in perfect dismay, for I had ~
never seen such 'z shed called a.house before, You

{
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i

must be mlstaken that is not_a house, but a cattle-shed
or pig-sty.” .
The man furned his knowmg, keen eye upon me, and

" smiled, ha.lf -humorously, half-maliciously, as he said,

« You were raised in the old country, I guess; you
have. tnuch to learn, and more, perhaps than youll like

. to know before the winter is over.”

+1,was perfectly bewildered—I could on]y stare at the

{.place with my eyes swimming in tears; but, as the

# horses plunged down into the broken hollow; my atten-.

"~ tion was drawn from my new residence to the penls
which -endangered life and limb at every step. The
drivéf, however, was well used to such roads, and, steer-
ing us dexterously between the black stumps, at length
drove up, not to the door, for there.was nome to the

- house, but.to-the open space from which that absent, but .
very necessary, appendage had been removed. Three:
young steers and two heifers, which the driver proceeded -

. to drive out, were quietly reposing upon the floor. A
few strokes of his whip, and a'loud burst of gratuitous
‘curses, soon, effected an ejectment; and I dismounted,

" and took possession of this untenable tenement. . Moodie
was not yet in sight with the teams. T begged the man
to stay until he arrived, as I felt terrified at being left-
alone in this wild, strange-looking place. He ‘laughed as
well he might, - -at our fears, and said he had a long way
to go,"and must be oﬁ' then,’ cra,ckmg his whip, -and -

- . nodding to the girl, who was crying aloud, he went his
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way, and Hannah and myself were left standmg in the ‘
middle of the dirty floor.
" The prospect was indeed drea,ry Without, pouring
rain ; within, a fireless hearth a room with but one win~
dow, and that containing only one whole ‘pane of glass;
- not an article of furniture to be seen, save an old painted
Zpine-wood cradle; wlnch had been left. there by some
 freak of fortune: This, turned upon its side, served us for
a seat, and. there we impatiently awaited the arrival of
Moodie,, Wilson, and a man whoni the former had hired
that morning to assist on the farm. Where they were all
, to be stowed might have puzzled a more sagacious brain
than mine. It is true there was a loft, but I could see no -
way of reaching it, for ladder there was none, so we
s amused ourselves, while waiting for the coming of our
party, by abusing the place, the country, and our own
. dear selves for our folly in coming to it. '
- Now, when not only reconciled to Canada, but lovmg '
1t and feeling a deep interest in its present welfare, and
- the fair prospect of its future greatness, I often look back
and laugh at the feelmgs with which I then rega.rded this
noble country. ’
. When things come to the worst, they genemlly mend.
* The males of: our party no soonér. arrived than they set
about making things more comfortable.” James, our ser-

* vant, pulled up some of the decayed stumps, with which -

the small clearing that surrounded the shanty was thickly -
covered, and made a fire, and Hannah roused herself from
the stupor of d%palr, and selzed the corn-broom from the
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. to avoid suﬁ'ocatioh Then c

of unloading the two heavily-lpaded waggons, =The smail
* space within. t];e house was soon entirely blocked up with

ROUGEING IT INv THE - BUSH.

top of the loaded waggon, and began to sweep the house,
raising such an intolerable cloud of dust that I was glad

to throw my cloak over my head, and run out of. doors,
{menced the awful bustle

several trunks and packages of all descriptions. < Fhere was

"scarcely room.to move; without stumblmor over some.
. article of - household stuff. N o

e

The rain poured in at the open dgo r beat in.at the"
sha.ttered window, and dropped upo i our heads from the

thousand ‘apertures in the log alls aund/nothing could
exceed the uncomfortablenesd of our sijuation.. For a

‘holes in the roof = The wind keiiz& through a

~ long time the box which géntained a himmer and nails.

was not to be found. 4 length Hannah discovered it,

- tied up with some bedding which she was opening out in

order to dry I fortunately spied-the door lying among
some old boards af the back of the house, and Moodie
1mmed1ate1y commeneced fitting it to its place. This,
once accomplished, was a great addition to our comifort.

- . We then nailed a piece of white cloth entirely over the

broken window, which, without diminishing the light, kept
out thé rain. James constructed a ladder out of the old
bits of boards, and Tom Wilson assisted him in stowmg
the luggage away in the loft. :

“.But what has this picture of misery and dxscomforb to .

.do with borrowing ? Patience, my dear, good friends; I
~ will tell you all about it "by-and-by“

.\
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While we were all busily employed—even the poor
baby, who was lying upon a pillow in -the old cradle,-
trying the strength of her lungs, and not, a little irritated

- that no one was at leisure to regard her laudable en-
deavours to make herself heard—the door was suddenly
pushed open, and the apparition of a woman squeezed
itself into the crowded room. I left off arranging fhe
furniture of a bed, that had been Just put up in a corner,
to meet my unexpected, and at that moment, not very
welcome guest. Her whole appea,ra,nce was so extraordi-

/Kary that I felt quite at'a loss how to address her.

Imagine "a girl of seventeen or elghteen years of age,
with sharp, knowing-looking features, a forward, impu- -
dent ‘carriage, and a pert, flippant voice, standing upon’

" ome of the trunks, and surveying all our proceedings in_ -
the most impertinent manner. The creature was dressed .
‘ina racrged dirty purple stuff gown, cut very low in the
neck, with an old red cotton handkerchief tied over her
head ; her uncombed, tangled locks falling over her thin,
1nqu1s1tlve face, in a state. of .perfect nature. Her legs

" and feet, were bare, and, in her coarse, dirty red hands,

. she swung to and fro an empty glass .decanter. B .

“What can she want 7" I asked myself. “ What a
strange creature !” . - N

. And there she stood, staring at me in the most uncere- -
* monious manner, her keen black-eyes glancing obhquely:

to every. cornér of the room which she examined with '
critical exactness. ‘

-~

\
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Before I could speak to her, she commenced the con-
versation by drawling through her nose, ° /

“Well, I guess you are fixing here.”

I thought she had come to offer her services; and I
told her that I did not want“a gir], for I had brought one
out with me. .

“How!” responded the creature, “I hope you don’t
take me fora help. T'd have you to know that I'm as good
a lady as yourself. No; I just stepped over to see what
was going on. I seed the teams pass our'n about noon,
and I says to father, ‘Them strangers are cum; I'll go
and look arter them.” *Yes, says he, ‘do—and take the -
decanter along. May be they’ll want one to put their
whiskey in. ‘T'm goin’ to,” says I; so I cum across with
it, an’ here it is. Butf, mind—don’t break it—’tis the
only one we have to hum ; and father says ’tis so mean

- to drink out of green glass.”

My surprise increased every minute. It seemed such
an act of disinterested generosny thus to anticipate wants
we had never thought of. I was regularly taken in.

“My good girl,” I began, “this is really very kind—
but—" .

“Now, don’t go to call me ‘gal’—and pass off your Eng-
lish airs on us. We are genuine Yankees, and think our-
selves as good—yes, a great deal better than you. I ama
young lady.”

“Indeed!” said I, striving to repress my a,stomshment
“I am a stranger in the country, and my acquaintance

~ with Canadian ladies and gentlemen is very small. - 1did -
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not mean to offend you by using the term girl ; I was go-
ing tio assure you that we had no need of the decanter.
We hive bottles of our own—and we don’t drink whis-
key.” o

“How! Not drink whiskey ? Why, you don’t say!
How ignorant you must be! May be they have no whis-~
key in the old country ?’

“Yes, we have ; but it is not like the Canadian whis-
key. But, pray take the decanter home again—I am
afraid that it will get broken in this confusion.”

“No, no; father told me tdleave it—and there it is;”
and she planted it resolutely down on the trunk. “You
will find a use for it till you have unpacked your own”

Seeing that she was determined to leave the bottle, I
said no more about it, but asked her to tell me where the
well was to be found.

“The well I” she repeated after me, with a sneer. “Who
thinks of digging wells where they can get plenty of water
fromi the creek ? There is a fine water privilege not a
stone’s-throw from the door,” and, jumping off the box,
she disappeared as abruptly as she had entered. We all
looked at each other ; Tom Wilson was highly amused,
and laughed until he held his sides.

“ What tempted her to bring this empty bottle here ?”
said Moodie. “Itisall an excuse; the visit, Tom, was
meant for you.”

“You'll know more about it in a few days,” said James,

looking up from his work. “That bottle is not brought, -

here for nougat.” -

.
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I could not unravel the mystery, and thought no more
about it, until it was again brought to my recollect;on by
the damsel herself.

Our united efforts had effected a complete tngmsforma
tion in our uncouth dwelling. Sleeping-berths had been
partitioned off for the men ; shelves had been put up for
the accommodation of books and crockery, a carpet cov-
ered the floor, and the chairs and tables we had brought -
from gave an air of comfort to the place, which,
on the first view of it, I deemed impossible My husband,

~ Mr. Wilson, and James, had walked over to inspect- f,he )
farm, and I was sitting at the table at work, the baby

{creeping upon the floor, and Hannah preparing dinner.
The sun shone warm and bright, and the open deor ad-
mitted a current of fresh air, which tempered the heat of
the fire. .

« Well, I guess you look smart,” said the Yankee dam-
sel, pregenting herself once more before me. “ You old
country folks are so stiff, you must have everything nice
or you fret. But, then, you can easily do it; you have
stacks of money ; and you can fix everything right off &
with money.”

“Pray take a seat and I oﬁ'ered her a chan' “and be
kind enough to tell me your name. I suppose yoy must
live in the nelghbourhood aluhoucrh I cannot perceive-any
dwelling near us.” =
" “My name! So you want to km)w my name. Iarn’t
ashamed of my own; ’tis Emily S=—=— I am eldest
daughter to the gentleman who owns this house,”
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“ What must the father be,” thought I, “3f he resembles
the young lad ¥; his daughter ¢’

Imagine a young lady, dressed in ragged pettlcoats
through whose yawning rents peered forth, from time’ to
time, her bare red knees, with uncombed elf-locks, ard a
face and hands that looked as if they had been unwashed
for a month—who did not kpow A from B, and despised
those who did. 'While these ﬁ'ehectwns combined witha
thousand ludicrous images, wel&ﬂlttmg through my miid,
my strange visitor suddenly exclaun@d

“ Have you done with that ’ere decanter I brought :
across yesterday ¢’ -

“Oh, yes! I have no occasion for it.” I rose, took it
from the shelf, and placed it in her hand.

*“I guess you won’t return it”empty; that would be
mean, father says. He wants it filled with whiskey.”

The mystery .was solved, the riddle made clear. I
could contain my gravity no longer, but burst into a

hearty fit of laughter, in which I was joined by -Hannah.
* Our young lady was mortally offended; she tossed the
decanter from hand to hand, and glared at us with her
tiger-like eyes.

“You think yourselves smart! Why do you laugh in
that way ?’ A

“ Excuse me—but you have such an odd ay of borrow- '
mg‘ that I cannot help it. This bottle, it seems, was
brought over for your own convenience, 6t for mine. I
am sorry to disappoint you, but I have no whiskey.”
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in.that for T smells it.”

“ It containg rum for the workmen.”

“Better still. I .calculate when youv’e heen here a few
- months, you'll be too knowing to give rum to your helps.

“I gu%pmis will do as well ; I know there is some

. But old country folks are all fools, and that's the reason |

they get so easily sucked in, and be so soon wound-up.
Cum, fill the bottle, and don’t be stingy. In this country
we all live by borrowing. If you want anything, why
Jjust send and borrow from us.”
Thinking that this might be the custom of the country,
I hasténed to fill the decanter, hoping that I might get a
little new milk for the poor weanling child in return ; but
when I asked my liberal visitor if she kept cows, and
. would lend me a little new milk for the baby, she burst
out into high disdain. “Milk! Lend milk? I guess.

milk in the fall is worth a York shllhng a quart. I can-

not sell you a drop under.”
This was a wicked piece of extort.xon as the same article
. in the towns, where, of course, it was in greater request
only brought three-pence the quart. :
“ofif you'll pay me for it, I'l} bring you some to-morrow
. But mind-—cash down.”
« And whendo you mean to return the rum,” I said,
with some asperity.

“ When father goes to the creek.” This was the name

‘given by my nelgbbours to the village of P——, distant
" about four miles.
" Day after day I was tormented by this Importunate

1
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creature, she borrowed of me tea, sugar, candles, starch,
blueing, irons, pots, bowls—in short, every article in com~
mon domestic use—while it was with the utmost difficul-
ty we could get them returned. Articles of food, such as

' téa’and sugar, or of convenience, like candles, starch, and

. soap,-she never dreamed of being required at her hands.
This method of living upon their neighbours .is a most
convenient one to unprinciple(i people, as it does not in-
volve the penalty of stcaling ; and they can keep the
goods without the unpleasant necessity of returning them,

or feeling the moral obligation of being grateful for their
" use. Living eight miles from , I found these constant
encrosichments a heayy burden on our poor purse; and
being ignorant of the country, and resxdmg in such a lone-
1y, out-of-the-way place, surrounded by these savages, I
was really afraid of denying their requests.

The very day our new plough came home, the father of
this bright damsel, who went by the familiar and unenvi-
able title of Old Satan, came over to borrow it (though
© we afterwards found out-that he had.a good one of his
own). The land had never been broken up, and was full
. of rocks and stumps and he was anxious to save his own
from injury ; the consequence was that.the borrowed im-
" plement came home unfit for use, just at the very time
that we wanted fo plough for fall wheat. The same hap-
pened to a spade and trowel, bought in order to plaster
the house. * Satan asked the loan of them for one hour for
the same purpoée, and we never saw them again.

" “The daughter came one morning, as usual, on one of . .
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these swindling expeditions, and demanded of me the loan
of some fine slack. Not knowing what she meant by
fine slack, and weary of her importunities, I said I had
none. She went away in a rage. Shortly after she came
again for some pepper. I was at work, and my work-box
was open upon the table, - well stored with threads and
spools of all descriptions. Miss Satan cast her hawk’s eye
into it, and burst out in her usual rude manner,

“T guess you told me a tarnation big lie the other day.”
~ Unaccustomed to such language, I rose from my seat,
" and pointing to the door, told her to walk out, as I did
_not choose to be insulted in my own house.

“Your house! I'm sure it’s father’s,” returned the in-
corrigible wretch. “You told me that you had no fine
slack, and you have stacks of it.”

“ What is fine slack ?’ said I, very pettishly.

“The stuff that’s wound upon these “ere pieces of wood,”
pouncing as bhe spoke upon one of ‘my most serviceable
spools.

“T cannot give you that; I want it myself.”

«I didn’t ask you to give it. I only wants to borrow
it till father goes to the creek.” :

_«T wish he would make haste, then, as I want a num-
ber of things which you ha,ve borrowed of me, and which
I cannot longer do without.’

She gave me a knowing look, and ca.rned off my spool
in triumph. ’ '

I happened to mention the manner in which I was con-
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stantly annoyed by theée people, to a worthy English far- -
mer who resided near us ; and he fell a-laughing, and told
me that I did not know the Canadian Yankees as well as
he did, or I should not be troubled with them long.

“The best way,” says he,  to get rid of them, is to ask
them sharply what they want; and if they give you no
* satisfactory answer, order them to leave the house; butI
believe-I can put you in a better way still. Buy some
small article of them, and pay them a trifle overthe price,
and tell them to bring the change. I will lay my life
upon it that it will be long before they trouble you
again.” ' :

I was impatient to test the -efficacy of his scheme.
_ That very afternoon Miss Satan brought me a plate of- .
butter for sale. The price was three and nine-pence ;

twicexthe sum, by-the by, that it was worth.

" «I have no change g1v1ng her a dollar ; “ but you can
bring it me to-morrow.”

Oh, blessed experiment! for the value of one qua.rter
dollar I got rid of this dishonest girl for ever; rather -
than pay me, she never entered the house again.

About a month after this, I was busy making an apple-
pie in the kitchen. A cadaverous-looking woman, very
long-faced and witch-like, popped her ill-looking wsage
into the door, and drawled through her nose,

“ Do you want to buy a rooster #* '

Now, the sucking-pigs with which we had been regal- -

- ed every day for three weeks @t the tavern, were called

v

1
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roasters ; and not underst.andmg the familiar phra.ses -of
the country, I thought she had a suckmg-plg to sell.
- “Ts it a good one ?” ' .

“T guess ’tis.”

“ What do you ask for it? . .

* “Two Yorkers.” . A A

“That is very cheap, if 1t. is any Welght I don’t like
them under ten or twelve pounds.”

“Ten or twelve pounds! Why, Woma.n what do you
mean? Would you expect a rooster to be bxgget nor a
turkey ?” . .

We stared at each other. There was evidently some
misconception on my part. o

“Bring the roaster up ; and if Ilike it, I will buy it,
though T must confess that I am nop very fond of roast

-~

“ Do you call thls a'pig ¥’ sald m - she-merchant, draw-
ing a fine game-cock from under her cloak.” .

I laughed heartily at my fistake, as I paid her down
the money for the bonny bird. This little matter settled, -
1 thought she would take her departure but that rooster
proved the dearest fowl to.me that ever was bought.”

“ Do you keep backy and snuff here ¢’ says she, sidling
close up to me.

“ We make no use of those articles.” :

“How! Not use backy and snuff? That’s oncom- -
mon.”

She pansed then added in a myst.erlous conﬁdentml.
tone : ‘
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«I want- to ask’ you how ‘your. teafcaddy stands 7"
“Tt stands in the cupboa,rd " said I wondermg what all
* this mlght mean.
“I know that ; but ha.ve you, any tea'to spare ?”
I-now began to suspeet what sort of a customer the
stranger was. ' ’ ) . o .
“ Oh you want to borrow some. I have none to
spare.” : :
“You don’t say so. Well, now, that's stingy. (I never'
. asked anything of you before. I am poor, and you are
erich ; besides, I'm troubled so with the hea.da,che and
" . nothing does me any good but a cup of stro ?
“The money I bave just given you wxll . quarter
of a pound of the best.” Rt
“I guess that isn’t mine. The fowl belonged to my
" neighbour. She’s sick ; and I promised to sell it for her
to buy some physw Money I” she added, in a coaxing
* tone, “Where should I get money? Lord bless youj .
_ people in this country have no money; and those who
come out with piles of it, soon lose it. But Emily S——
told .me that you are tarnation rich, and draw your money -
from the old country. So I guess you can well afford to
lend a neighbour-a spoonful of tea.” ~
“ Neighbour! Where do you live, and what is your
name ?”
. .“ My name is Betty Fye—old Betty Fye; I hve in the
‘ log shanty over the creek, at the back-of yourn. The -
farm belongs to my eldest son. Tm a widow with twelve ,
sons ; and ’tis —— hard to scrateh along.” o
o« Do you swear ?” .
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« Swea.r’ What harm? It eases one’s mind when
one’s vexed. Everybody swears in this country. My
boys all swear like Sam Hill; and I used to swear mighty -

- big oaths till. about a month ago, when the Methody

parson told me that if I did not leave it off I should go fo
a tarnation bad place; so I dropped some of the worst of
them.”

“You would do Wlsely to drop the rest ; women never ‘

swear in my country

“Well, you don’t say! I always heer'd they were very
ignorant. Will - you lend me the tea ?”

The woman was such an original that I gave her wha
she wanted. sheywas going oﬁ' she - took up one of
the apples I was peeling.

“T guess you have a fine ‘orchard 7

“They say the best in the district.”

T« We have no orchard to hum, and I guess you'll want
sarce.”

“Sarce! What is sarce #’

“ Not know what sarce is? You are clever ? Sarce is
apples cut up and dried, to make mto pies in the winter.

I nodded.

« Well, I was going to say- that I have no apples, and
that you have a tarnation big few of them ; and if you'll
give me twenty bushels of your best apples, and find me
with halfia pound of coarse thread to string them upon,
I will make you a barrel of sarc@n shares—that is, g1ve ‘
you one, and keep one for myself’ .

- Now do you comprehend Vi .
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N | ha,d plenty of apples, and I gladly accepted ﬁer offer,
and Mrs. Betty Fye departed, elated with the success of
“her expedition.

I found to my cost, that, once admitted inte the house,
thex;e was no keepmo her away. ‘She borrowe%revery-
thing she could think of, without once dreaming of resti-
tation. I ‘tried all ways of affronting her, but without
success. Winter came, and she was still at her old
pranks. Whenever I saw her- coming down the lane, T
used invcluntarily to exclaim, “ Betty Fye! Betty Fye!
Fye upon Betty Fye! The Lord deliver me from Betty
Fye !" The last time I was honoured with a visit from
this worthy, she meant to favour me with a very large

order upon my goods and chattels.

“Well, Mrs. Fye, what do you want to-day ?’

“So many thipgs that I scarce know where to begin.

_ Ah, what a thing ’tis to be poor! First, I want you to

“lend me ten founds of -flour to make some Johnnie
N - -

“Yes, yes, when you've got the meal? I'm out of it,
and this is| a new fixing of my own invention. Lend me
the flour, woman, and I'll bring you one of the cakes to
taste.” ‘ ’ -

This was said very coaxingly. - oo

“Oh, pray don’t trouble yourself What next ?” I
was anxious to see how far her impudence would go/ and
determined to affront Jer if possible.

_ " “I want you to len® me a gown, ande,pa.lrof stock=
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. o=
ings. I have'to go to Oswego to \seevmy husband’s sister,
and I'd like to look decent.” '

“ Mrs. Fye, I never lend. my clothes to any one. 1
lent them to you, I should never wear them again.”

“ So much the better for me,” (with a knowing grin).
“T guess if. you won’t lend me the gown, you will let me
hav® some black slack to quilt a stuff petticoat, a quarter
of a pound of tea and some sugar ; and I will bring them
back as soon as I can.” ~

“1 wonder when that will be. . You owe me so many

*things that it will cost you more than you imagine to re-

pay me.”

“Sure you're not going to mention what’s past, I can’t
owe you much. But I will let you off the tea and the
sugar, if you will lend me a five-dollar bill.” This was
too much for my patience longer to endure, and I answer-
ed sharply,

“Mrs. Fye, it surpnses me that such proud people as
you Americans ghould condescend to the meanness of
borrowing from those “whom you .affect to despise. Be-
sides, as you never repay us for what you preténd to bor-

- row, I look upon it as a system of robbery. If strangers

unfortunately settle among ‘you, their good-nature ‘is
taxed to supply your domestic wants, at a ruinous ex-

* pense, es the mortification of finding that they have
-been deceived and tricked ‘out of their property. If you
> would come honestly to me and say, ‘I want these things,

I am too poor to buy them myself and would be obliged

" toyou to give them to me; I Mould then acknowledge
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you as a common beggar, and treat you aceordingly ; ) give
or not give, as it suited my convenience, #But in the way
in which you oktain these articles from me you are
spared even a~debt of gratitude; for you well know that
the many things which you have borrowed from e will
be a debt owing to the day of judgment.”

“S'pose they are,” quoth Betty, not in the least abash-
ed-at my lecture on honesty, “you know what the

_ Scripture saith, ‘It is more blessed to give than to re-
ceive.”” ’

*“ Ay, there is an answer i? that in the same book
which doubtless you may have heard,” said I, disgusted
with her hypocrisy, « < The Wicked borroweth, gnd payeth
not again.’” ;

Never shall T forget the furious passion into which this’
too apt quotation threw my unprincipled applicant. She
lifted up her voice%d cursed me, using some of the big *

_ oaths témporarily discarded for conscience sake. And so
she left me, and I never looked upon her face again.

When I removed to our own house, the history o
which, and its former owner, I will give by-and-by, we -
had # bony, red-headed, ruffianly American squatiagywho- -
had “left his country fqr‘l‘fs country’s good,” for an oppo-
site neighbour. I had scarcely time to put my house in

- order before his family commenced borrowing; or stealing
from me. It is evem worse than stealing, the things pro-- -

~ cured from you being obtained on false pretences—adding
lying to theft. - Not having either an oven or § cooking- g
‘stove) which at that. &od were not so cheap or socom- -

B ‘o o N B
.
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mon as they are now, I had provided myself with a large
bake-kettle as a substitute. In this kettle we always
cooked hot cakes for breakfast, preferring that to the
trouble of thawing the frozen bread. This man’s wife
was in the habit of sending over for my kettle whenever
she wanted to bake, which, as she had a large family,
happened nearly every da,y, and I found her importunity
a great nuisance. EN

T told the impudent lad 50, who was generally sent for
it ; and asked him what they did to bake their bread

_ before I came. 1

“I guess we had to eat cakes in the pan; but now we
can_borrow this kettle of your’n, mother can fix bread.”

I told him that he could have the kettle this time ; but
I must decline letting hi§ mother have it in future, for I
wanted it for the same parpose. .

The next daypassed over. The ;/ﬁigbt was intensely
cold, and 1 did not rise so early as usual in the morning
My servant was away at a quilting bee, and we were still
in bed, when I heard the latch of the kitchen-door Tifted
up, and a step crossed the floor. I jumped out of bed.
and began to dresséls fast as 1 could, when Philander

.called out, in his well-known nasal twang,

“Missus! I'm come for the kettle.”

I (through the partition): “You can’t bave it this
morning. We cannot get our breakfast without it.”

Philander : “ Nor more can the old woman to hum,”
and, snatching up the kettle, wh% had been left to warm
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on the hearth, he rushed out of the house, singing, at the
top of his voice, S

‘“‘Hurrah for the Yankee Boys!” |

When James came home for his’ breakfast, T sent him
across to demand the kettle, and the dame very coolly
told him that when she had done with it I might have it,
but she defied him to take it out of her house with her
bread in it. '

One word more about this lad, Philander, before we
part with bim. Without the least intimation that his
company would be agreeable, or even tolerated, he favour-
-ed us with it at all hours of the day, opening the door
and walking in and out whenever he feltinclined. Ihad
given him many broad hints-that his presence was nos "
required, but he paid not the slightest attention to what
Isaid. One morning he marched in with his hat on,and
threw himself down in the rocking-chair, just as I was
going to dress my baby.

“ Philander, I want to attend to the child ; I cannot do

" it with you kiere. Will you oblige me by going into the

kitchen ?”
No answer. He seldom spoke during these visits, but’

. wandered about the room,  turning over our books and

‘papers, looking at and handling everything. Nay, Ihave
even known him to take a lid off from the pot on tPe fire
to examine its contents,

I répeated my request.
DU
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ilander : “ Well, I guess I shan’t hurt the young un.
You can dress her.”
I: “But not with you here.”
-Philander: “Why not? We never do anything tha.t
we are ashamed of.” )
*  I:“Soitseems. But I want to sweep the room—you
had better get out of the dust.”

I took the broom from the corner, and began to sweep ;
still my visitor didsot stir. The dust rose in clouds ; he
rubbed his eyes, and moved a little nearer ‘to the door.
Another sweep, and, to escape its inflictions he mounted
the threshold. I had him now at J fair advantage, and
fau-ly swept him out, and shut the door in his face.

Philander (looking through the window): “Well, I
guess you gi,d me then ; but ’tis deuced hard to outwit a

' Yankee.”
When a sufficient tlme had elapsed.for the ch‘ymg of
. my twenty bushels of apples I sent a Cormsh lad, in our
employ, to Betty Fye’s, to inquire if they were ready, and
when I should send the cart for them. :
Dan returned with a yellow, smoke-dried string of »
ieces dangling from his arm, Thinking that these were
- //:{sbecimen of the whole, I inquired when we were to send
the barrel for the rest.

“ Lord, ma’am, this is all there be.”.

“ Imposmble ! All out of twenty bushels of apples ?”

“Yes,” said the boy, with a grin. “The old witch told
me that this was all” that was left of your share ; that
when they were fixed enough she ‘put them under her

N

e
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bed for safety, and the mice and the cthdren had eaten
them all up but this string.”

This ended my dealings with Betty Fye.

I had another incorrigible borrower in the person of old |, -

Betty B—— This Betty was unlike the rest of my
Yankee borrowers ; she was handsome in her person, and
remarkably civil, and she asked for the loan of everything
in such a frank, pleasant manner, that for some time I
hardly knew how to refuse her. After I had teen a loser
to a considerable extent, and declined lending her any
more, she refrained from coming to the house herself, but
sent in her name the most beautiful boy in the world a
perfect cherub, with regular features, blue, smiling eyes,
- rosy cheeks, and lovely curling auburn hair, who said, i
 the softest tores imagfna,ble, that mammy had sent him,
with hercompliments, to the English lady to ask th
loan of a little sugar or tea. I could easily. have refu
the mother, but I could not find it in my heart to say nay
to her sweet boy. |

There was something original about Betty B——-— aizd
I must give a slight sketch of her.

She lived in a lone shnty in the .woods, which had
been erected by lumberers some years before, and which

was destitute of a single acre of clearing ; yet mty had

" plenty of potatoes without the frouble of planting, or the _
expense of buying; she never kept ‘a cow, yet she sold

buiter and milk ; but she had a fashion, and it proved a ° A

convenient-one to her, of making pets of the cattle of her
neighbours. If our cows strayed from their pastures, they
¥ - . B
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were always found near Betty's shanty, for she regularly
supplied them with salt, which formed a sort of bond of
union between them; and, in return for these little at-
tentions, they suffered themsclves to be milked before
- they returned to their respective owners. Her mode of
obtaining eggs and fowl§ was on_the same economical
plan, and we all looked upon Betty as a sort of freebooter,
living upon the property of others. She had had three
“husbands, and he with whom she now lived was not her
husband, although the father of the splendid child whose -
_ beauty so won upon my woman’s heart. Her first hus-
band was still living (a thing by no means uncommon
. among persons of her class in Canada), and though they
" had quarrelled and parted years ago, he occasionally vis-
. ited his wife to see her eldest daughter; Betty the younger,
who was his child. She was now a-fine girl of sixteen, as

beautiful as her little brother. Betty’s second husband -

had heen killed in one of our fields; by a tree falling upon
him while ploughma under it. He was buried upon the
spot, part of the blackened stump forming his monument. .
In truth, Betty’s character was none of the best, and many
of the respectable farmers’ wives regarded her with a jeal- -
ous eye. -

“T am so jealous of that nasty Betty B—" said the :
wife of an Irish captain in the army, and oyr near neigh-
bour, to me, one day as we were sitting aZwork together. -
She was a West Indian, and a negro by the mother’sside,

~but an uncommonly fine-looking mulatto, very passionate, -
and very watchful over the conduct of her husband.
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“ Are you not afraid of letting Captam MOOdlB g0 mear
her shanty ?”

“ No, indeed ; and if T were so foolish as to be ‘]ealous,,

it would not be of old Bétty, but of the besutifyl young

Betty, her daughter.” Perhaps this was rather mfschiev-
ous on my part, for the poor dark lady went off in a fran-
tic fit of jealousy, but this time it. was not of old Betty
Anpother American squatter was always sending oyer ’w
borrow & small-tooth comb, which sheé called a vermin
destroyer ; and once the same person asked the loan of a
towel, as a friend had come from the States to visit her,
and the only one she had had been made into a best -
“pinny ” for the child ; she likewise begged a sight in' the
looking-glass, as she wanted to try on a new cap, to see
if it were fixed to her mind. This woman must have
been a mirror of neatness when compared with her dirty
“neighbours. '
One mght I was roused up from my bed for the loa.n of
a pair of “steelyards.” For what.purpose, think you
. ‘gentle reader? To weigh a new-born infant. The pro-
- cess was performed by tying the poor squalling thing up
in a small shawl, and suspending it to one. of the hooks.
The child was a fine boy, and weighed ten pounds, greatly
- to the delight of the Yankee father.
One of the drollest instances of borrowing I have ever
heard of was told me by a friend. A maid-servant asked
* her mistress to go out on a particular afternoon, as she

- 'was going to have a party of her. friends, and wanted’ ﬁxe .
loan of the drawmg ’
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It would be endless to enumerate our losses in this way ;
but, fortunately for us, the arrival of an English familyin .
our immediate vicinity drew off the attention of our neigh-
bours in that direction, and left us time to recover a little
from their persecutions. )

This system of borrowing is wot wholly confined to the
poor and ignorant ; it pervades every class of society. If
a party is given in any of the small villages, a boy is sent
round from house to house to collect all the plates and
dishes, knives and forks, teaspoons and candlesticks, ihat .
are presentable, for the use of the company.

After removing to the-bush; many misfortunes befell
us, which deprived us of our income, and reduced us to
great poverty. In fa.ct we were strangers, and the know-
ing ones took us in; and for many years we-struggled
w1t51 hardships Which would have broken stouter hearts
than ours, had not our trust been placed in the Almighty,
who among all our troubles never wholly deserted us.

. While my husband was absent on the frontier during
the rebellion, my youngest boy fell very sick, and required
my utmost cave, both by night and day. To attend to him _
properly, a candle burning during the night was necessary,
The last” candle was burnt out; I had no money to buy
another, and no fat from ‘which I could make one. I
hated borrowing; but, for the dear child’s sake, I over-
came my scruples, and succeeded in procuring a candle °
from a good neighbour, but with strict injunctions (for it
was Ker last), that I must return it if I did not requlre it
during the night. . < :

I went home quite g:;atéful with my prize. It wasa
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clear moonlight night—the dear boy was better, so I told
old Jenny, my Irish servant, to go to bed, as I would lie
down in my clothes by the child, and if he were worse I
would get up and light the candle. It happened that a

~ pane of glass was broken out of the window-frame, and I
had supplied its place by fitting in a shingle; my friend
Emilia S—— had a Jarge Tom-cat, who, when his mistress

_ was absent, often pa\d me a predatory or borrowing visit ;
and Tom had a practice of pushing in this wooden pane,
in order to pursue his lawless -depredations. I had for-
gotten all this, and never dreafiing that Tom would ap-
propriate such light food, I left the candle lying in the
middle of the table, just under the window.

Between sleeping and waking, T heard the pane gently
pushed in. The thought instantly struck me that it was
Tom, and that, for lack of”something better, he might
steal my precious candle.

I sprang up from the bed, just in time to see him dart
through the broken window, dragging the long white
candle after him. I flew to the door, and pursued him

~ half over the field, but all to no purpose. I can see him
now, as I saw him then, scampering away for dear life,
with his prize trailing behind him, gleaming like a silver
tail in the bright light of the moon. .o

Ah! never did I feel more acutely the truth of the pro-
verb, “ Those that go a-borrowing go a-sorrowing,” than
I did that night. My poor boy awoke ill' and feverish;

~and I had no light to assist him, or even to look into his

sweet face, to' see how far I dared hope that the light of:
< day would find him better.
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CHAPTER VL

OLD SATAN AND TOM WILSON’S NOSE.

A nose, kind sir! Sure mother Nature,
‘With all her freaks, ne’er formed this feature.
If such were mine, I’d try and trade it,

- And swear the gods had never made it.

FTER reducing the log cabin into sofne sort, of

order, we contrived, with the aid of a f boards
to make a bed-closet for poor Tom Wilson, who cont:
to shake every day with the pitiless ague. There was
no way of admitting light and air into this domicile,
which opened into the general apartment, but throdgh#
square hole cut in'one of the planks, just wide enough to
admit & man’s head through the aperture. Here we
made Tom a comfortable bed on the floor, and did the
best we could to murse him through his sickness. His
long thin face, emaciated with disease, and surrounded by - i
huge black whiskers, and a beard of a. week’s growth,
looked perfectly unearthly. He had only to stare at the
baby to frighten her almost out of her wits.

« How fond that young one is of me,” he would say ;

“she cries for joy at the sight of me”
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Among his cariositiés, and he bad many, he held in
gregi; esteem a huge nose, made hollow to fit his face,
which his father, a Being almost as eccentric as himself,
had carved out of boxwood. ‘When he slipped this nose -
over his-own.(which was no beautiful classical specimen’
of .a nasal organ), it made a most perfect and hideous
disguise. The mother who bore him never would have:
recognized her accomplished son. o

Numberless were the triks he played off with this
nose. Once he walked through the streets of ——, with
this “proboscis attached to his face. “What a nose!
Look at the man with the nose ! cried all the boys in the
street. A party of Irish emigrants passed at the mo-
ment. The men, with the courtesy natural to their na-

tion, forbore to laugh in the gentleman’s face; but after
' they had passed, Tom looked back, and saw them bent
half double in convulsions of mirth, Tom made the
party a low bow, gravely took off his nose, and put it in
his pocket. - ' '

The day after this frolic, he had 3 very severe fit of
the ague, and looked so ill that I really entertained fears
for his life. The hot fit had just left him, and he lay -

upon his bed bedewed with g cold perspiration, in'a state =~

of complete exhaustion. ‘ .

.. “Poor Tom,” said I, “he has Passed & hotrible day, but
the worst is over, and 1 will.make him a cup of coffee.” -
While preparing it, Old Satan came in and began to talk -

_tomy husband. He. happened to sit directly opposite .
the  aperture which gave light and air to Tom’s berth,
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This man was disgustingly ugly. He had lost ome eye
in a quarrel. It had been gouged out-in a free fight,
and the side of his face presented a succession of hor-
rible scars inflicted by the teeth of his savage adver-
sary. The nickname he had acquired throu«rh the country
_ sufficiently testified to the respectability qf his character, .
and dreadful tales were told of him in the neighbour-
hood, where he was alike feared and hated.

The rude fellow, with his accustomed 1nsolence began
abusmg the old country folks.

The English were great bullies, he said ; they. thought
no one could ﬁght but themselves; but tbe Yankees had
whipped them, and would whip them again. He was not
- afear’d of them, he never was afear'd in His life. '

Scarcely were the words out of his mouth; when a hor-
rible apparition presented itself to his view. Slowly ris:
ing from his bed, and putting on the fictitious nose, while
he drew his white night-cap over his ghastly and livid

~brow, Tom thrust his face through the aperture, and
uttered a diabolical cry; then sank down upon ‘his un-
seen couch as noiselessly as he had arisen. The cry was
like nothing human, and it was echoed by an mvolunta.ry

- scream from the lips of our ma1d~servant and myself.

- “Good God! what's"tbat ?” cried Satan, falling back in
his chair, and pointing to the vacant aperture. “Did you
hear it ? -did you see it? -It beats the universe. I never
saw a ghost or the devil before I”

Moodie, who had recognised.-the ghost, and greatly en:-
joyed the fun, pretended profound ignorance, and coolly
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insinuated that Old Satan had lost his senses: The man
was bewildered ; he stared at the vacant aperture, then
at us in turn, as if he doubted the accuracy of his own
vision. “’Tis tarnation odd,” he said ; “but the women
heard it too,” ’ “

“] heard a sound,” I said, “ a dreadful‘'soupd, but I saw
no ghost.”

“Sure an’ 'twas himsel’”” said my Lowland Scotch girl, -

who now perceived the joke; “he was a seekin’ to gie us
puir bodies a wee fricht.” : >
. “Howlong] have you beenlgubject to these sort of fits 2’
said I “You had better speak to the doctor about them.
Such fancles if they e not attended to, often end.in
madness.” '
« Mad I” (very indignantly) « 1 guess Tm not mad, but
as wide awake as you are. Did I not see it with my own
eyes? And then the noise—I could not make such a
tarnation outery to save my life. But be it man or devil,
I don’t care, I'm not afear'd,” doubling his fist very un-
decidedly at the hole. Again the ghastly ‘head was pro-
truded—the dreadful eyes rolled wildly in their hollow
- sockets, and a yell more appalling than the former rang
through the room. . The man sprang from bis chair,
which he overturned in his fright, and stood for an in-
stant withs his one -eyeball starting from his head, and
glaring upon.the spectre; his cheeks deadly pale; the -
cold perspiration streaming from his face; his lips dis-
severed, and his teeth chattering in his head.
’ .
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“There—there—there. Look—look, it comes again‘
—the devil !—the devil I » )

Here Tom, who still kept his eyes fixed upon his vie-
tim, gave a knowing wink, and thrust his tongue out of
his mouth. A

He is coming !—he is coming ! cned the affrighted
wretch and clearing the open doorway with one-leap, he
fled. acrdss tthe field ‘at full speed. The stream inter-
cepted his path—he passed it at a bound plunged into
the forest, and was out of sight. .
. “Ha, ha, ha !” chuckled poor Tom, sinking down ex-

hiausted on his bed. “Oh that I had strength to follow

up my adva.ﬁt.age,I would lead Old Satan such a chase
that he should think his na.mesake was in truth behind
hun”

During the six weeks that we inhabited that wrebched
"cabin, we never were troubled by Old Satan,again.

As Tom slowly recovered, and began to regain his ap-
petite, his soul sickened over the salt beef and pork,
which, owing to our distance from , formed our
" principal fare. “He positively refused to touch the sad
bread, as.my Yankee neighbours very appropriately
termed the unleaveéned cakes in the pan;”and it was no
-easy matter to send a man _on horseback eight miles to

fetch a loaf of bread.

“Do, my dear Mrs. Moodie, like a good Chnstlanas
you are, give me a morsel of the baby’s biscuit; and try
a{m:ke us some decent bread. The stuff your servant

A
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gives us is uneatable,” said Wilson to me, in most im-
ploring accents.

“Most willingly. But I have no yeast; and I never
baked in one of thdse strange kettles in my life.”

“T'1l go to old Joe’s wife and borrow somef said he;
“they are always borrowing of you.” Away he went
across the field, but soon returned. I looked into his jug
—it was empty. “No luck,” said he; “those-stingy.
wretches had just baked a fine batch of bread, and they
would neither lend nor sell a- loa,f but they told me how
to make their milk-emptyings.”

“Well ; discuss the same;” th. I much doubted’ if he
could remember the recipe.

“You are to take an old tin pan, sald he, snttmg down
- on the stool, and poking the fire with a stick.
© «Maust it be.an old one ¢’ saldJ laughing.

"« Qf course ; they said so.”

“ And what am I to put into it ¢’

“ Palience ; let me begm at the beginning. Some flour
and some milk—but, by George ! I've forgot all about it.
I was wondering as I came across the field why they call-
ed the yeast milk-emptyings, and" that put the way to
make it quite out of my head. But never mind; it is
only ten o’clock by my watch. I have nothing to do; I
will go again.”

He went. Would I had been there to hear the collo-
quy between him and Mrs. Joe ; he described it something

to this effect :—
~ Mrs. Joe: “ Well stranger, what do you wantnow %’
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Tom: “I have forgotten the way you told me how to
%Lke the bread.’

Mrs. Joe : “I never told you how to make bread. I
guess you are a fool. People have to raise bread befere
they can bake it. Pray who sent you to make game of
me ? T guess somebody as wise\as yourself.”

Tom : “The lady at whosé house I am staying.”

Mrs. Joe : “ Lady ! I can tell you that we haveno la-
dies here. So the woman who lives in.the old log
shanty in the hollow don’t know how to make bread. A
cdlever wife that ! Are you her husband ¥ (Tom shakes
his head.)—“ Her brother ¥’—(Another shake.)—«Her
son ? Do you hear ? or are you deaf ?’ (going quite close
up to him.)

Tom (moving back) : « Mistress, I'm not deaf ; and who
‘or what I am is nothing to you. Will you oblige me by
- telling me how to make the mill-emptyings; and this -
time Tl put it down in my pocketabatk.” :

Mrs. Joe (with a strong. sneer): “Mill-emptyings!
Milk, I told you. So you expect me to answer your ques-
tions, and give back nothing in return. Get you gone ;
T'll tell you no more about it.”

Tom (bowing very low): “ Thank°you for your civility.
Is the old woman who lives in the little shanty near the
apple-trees more obliging 7

Mrs. Joe: “That’'s my husband’s mother You may try.,
I guess she’ll give you an answer.” (Ewit, slamming the
door in his face.)

“ And what did you do then ?? said L
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« Oh, went of course. The door was open, and I recon-
-noitered the premises before T ventured in® I liked the
phiz of the old woman a deal better than that of her
daughter-in-law, although it was cunning and inquisitive,
and as sharp as a needle. She was busy shelling cobs of
Indian corn into a barrel. I rapped at the door. ry«S'he
told me to come in, and in I stepped. She asked me if I °
wanted her. I told her my errand, at which she laughed
heartily.”
Old woman : “You are from the old country, I gue
or you would know how to make milk-emptyings. No ,
I always prefer bran-emptyings. They make the best
bread. THe milk, I opine, gives it a sourish taste, and the
bran is the least trouble.”
-Tom: “Then let us have the bran, by a.ll means, How
do you make it ¢’
Old woman : “I put a double handful of bran into a
small pot, or kettle, but a jug will do, and a teaspoonful
" of salt; but mind _you don’t kill it with salt, for if you
do, it won't rise. I then add as much warm water, at
blood-heat, as will mix it into a stiff batter. I then put
the jug into a pan of warm water, and set it on the hearth
near the fire, and keep it at the same heat until it rises,
which it generally will do, if you attend to it, in two or
three hours’ time. When the bran cracks at the top, and
you see white bubbles rising through it, you may strain it
into youi flour, and lay your bread. - It makes good
bread.”

Tom : “My good woman, I am greatly obliged to you.

“We have no bran; can you glve me a small quantity ?’
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Old woman : “I never give anything. You English-
" ers, who come out with stacks of money, can afford to
buy.”

Tom : “Sell me a small quantity.” »

Old woman : “IguessIwill” (Edging quite close, and
fizing her sharp eyes on.him.) “You must be very rich
to buy bran.” }5

Tom (quizzically): “O, very~nc

0Old woman : “ How do you get your money ?" -

Tom (sarcastically) :-“I don’t steal it.”

Old woman-: “Praps not. I guess you'll soon let
others do that for you, if you don’t take care. Are the
people you live with related to you ¢”

Tom (hardly able to keep his gmmty )« On Eve’ ssﬁle
They are my friends.” <

Old woman (#n surprise ): “And do they keep you for
‘nothmg, or do you work for your meat ¢’
~Tom (impatiently) : “Is that bran ready ?’ (The old

woman goes to the binn, and measures out a quart of
! bran.) “What am I to pay you ?’ ?
~ Old woman : “A York shilling” -

Tom (wishing to test her honesty).: ¥ Is there any d1f-
ference between a York shilling and a shilling of British
currency %" -

Old woman (evasively): “I guess not. s there not a
place in England called York ¢’ (Loolwng up, and lee'r
ing knowingly in his face.)

Tom (laughing): “ You are not going to come York
over me in that way, or Yankee either, There is three-




OLD SATAN AND TOM WILSON’S NOSE. 145

pence for your pound of bran; you are enormously paid.”

Old woman (calling after hzm) “But the recipe; do
you allow nothing for the recipe 7’ A

Tom : “It is included in the price of the bran.”

“ And s0,” said he, “I came away laughing, rejoicing in
my sleeve that I had disappointed the avaricious old:
cheat.”

The next thing to be done was t& set the bran rising.
By the help of Tom’s recipe, it was duly mixed in the
coﬁ'ee~pot, and placed within a tin pan, full of hot water, -
by the side of the fire. I have often heard it said that a
watched pot never boils ; and there certainly was no lack
of watchers in this case. Tom sat for hours regarding it
with his large heavy eyes, the maid inspected it from time

- to time, and scarce ten minufes were suffered to elapse

without my testing the heat of the water, and the state of
~ the emptyings ; but the day slipped slowly away, and
night drew on, and yet the watched pot gave no signs of
vitality. Tom mghed deeply When we sat down to tea
with the old fare. % '

“ Never mind,”said he, % wa shall _get some good bread
in the morning ; it must get up by that time. I will waib
*till then. I could almost starve before I could touch these
- leaden cakes.” : ¢ .

The tea-things-were removed Tom took up his flute,

and commenced a series of the wildest.voluntary airs that
~ ever-were breathed forth by human lungs. Mad jigs, to
which the gravest of mankind might have cut eccentric
capers. We were all convulsed with laughter. In the

8

[y
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. midst of one of these droll movements, Tom suddenly -
hopped like a kangaroo (which feat he performed by rais-
ing himself upon tip-toes, then flinging himself forward
with a stoopipg jerk), towards the hearth, and squinting

~ down into the coffee-pot in the most quizzical manner,
exclaimed, “ Miserable chaff! If that does not make you
rise nothing will” ‘ T ‘

- Ileft the bran all night by thefire. Early in the morn-
*ﬂng I bad the satisfaction of finding that it had risen high
above the rim of the pot, and was sun'ounded by a fine
-crown of bubbles, -
B :; “Better late than never,” thought I as I emptled the
-..emptyings into my flour. _“Tom is not up yet. I will
- make him so happy ‘with a loaf of new bread, nice-home- -
, . baked bread, for his breakfast.” It wasmy first Canadian.
“losf. I felt quite proud of it, as<I placed it in’ the odd
machine in which it was to be baked. I did not under-

*  stand the method of baking in these ovens; or that my .
bread sbiould hav'é,r'emgined in the kettle for half ailhour,
until it had risen the second time, before I applied the fire
to it, in order. that the bread should be light. Itnot only - -
required experience to know when it'was in a fit state for
baking, but the oven should have been brought to a pro-

_per temperature to receive the bread. Ignorant of all
this, I put rgy unrisen loaf into a cold kettle, and heaped
a Iarge quantity of hot ashes above and below it. The
first intimation I had of the result of my experiment was
the disagreeable odour of burning bread filling the house.
“ What, is this horrid sme]l P cned; Tom issuing from

@
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his domicile, in his shirt sleeves. “Do open the door,
Bell (to the maid) ; 1 feel quite sick.”
“It is the bread,” said I, taking off the lid of the oven
with the tongs. ¢ Dear me, it is all burnt !”
- “ And smells as sour a8 vinegar,” says he. ﬂ “The black
bread of Sparta I , T
Alas! for my maiden loaf! With a rueful face I placed
it on the breakfast-table. “I hoped to.have given you a )
treat, but I fear you wﬂl find it worse than the cake,s in the

”

pan.

" «You may be sure of that,” said Tom, a8 he atuck his

knife into the loaf, and drew it forth covered with raw -
dough. -« Oh Mrs Moodie, I hope you make better books -
than br

"~ We were all sadly dlsappoxnted The others submitted

to my failure good-naturedly, and made it the subject of
many droll, but not unkindly, witticisms. For myself, 1

could have borne the severest infliction from the pen of

thé most formidable critic with more fortitude than I bore

the cutting up of my first loaf of bread.

After breakfast, Moodie and Wilson rode into the town; .
and when they returned at night, brought several long-
letters for mé.. Ah'! those first kind letters from home!
Never shall I forget the rapture with .which I grasped
them—the eager, trembling haste with which I tore them
open, while the blinding tears thch filled my eyes hin-
dered me fer some minutes from’ reading a word which
they contamei Sixteen years -have slowly passed away
. —1t a.ppea.rs half a century but never, never. can home




148 ROUGHING IT IN THE -BUSH.

letters give me the intense joy those letters did. After -
seven years’ exile, the hope of return grows feeble, the
means are still less in our power, and our friends give up
all hope of our return ; theirletters grow fewer and colder, -
their expressions of attachment are less v1v1d the heart-
has formed new ties, and the poor emigrant is nearly for-

‘gotten. Double those years, and it is as if the grave had

closed over you, and the hearts that once knew and loved

you know you no more. #

Tom, too, had a large packet of letters, whlch be read -
with great glee. After re-perusing them, he declared his
intention of setting off on his return home the next day.

- We tried to persuade him to stay until the following
spring, and make a fair trial of the country. Arguments )
were thrown away upon him; the next morning’c Sir ec-
centric friend was. ready to start. -

“Good-bye I’ quoth he, shaking me by the hand as if
he meant to sever it from the wrist. “ When next we

" meet it will be in New South Wales, and I hope by that
time you will know how to make better bread” And .
thus ended Tom Wilson’s emigration to Canada. He
brought out three hundred pounds, British currency; he
remained in the country just four months, and returned to -
England with barely enough to pay his passage home.
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CHAPTER VIIL

UNCLE JOE AND HIS FAMILY.

Ay, your rogue is a laughmg rogue, and not a whit the less dan-
gerous for the smile on his lip, which comes not from an honest
hea.rt which reflects the light of the soul through the eye. Allis
hollow and dark within ; and the contortion of the lip, like the

phosphori¢ glow upon decayed timber, only serves to point out the
rottenness within.

vy o7

%NCLE JOE! I see him now. before me, with- his
@ jolly red face, twinkling black eyes, and rubicund
nose. No thin, weasel-faced Yankee was he, looking as
if he had lived upon ’cute ideas and speculations all his
life ; yet Yankee he was by birth, ay, and in mind, too;
for & more knowing fellow at_a'bargain never crossed the
lakes to abuse British institutions and locate “himself
comfortably among the despised Britishers. But; then, -
- he had such a good-natured, fat face, such a mischievous,
mirth-loving smile, and such a merry, roguish éxpression
in those small, jet-hlack, glittering eyes, that you suffer-
ed yourself to be taken in by him, without offering the
~ least resistance to his impositions.

Uncle Joes father had been a New Engla.nd loya.hst
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and his doubtful attachment to the British Government
had been repaid by a grant of land in the township of
H——. He was the first settler in that township, and
chose his location 1n a remote- spot, for the sake of a
beautifal natural spm , which bubbled up in a small

stone basin in the green bank at the back of the house.
“ Father might have had the pick of the township,”
oole Joe ; but the ofd coon preferred that sup

trouble the spring ; and whenever I step that
water the horses, I think what a tarnation fool
ne was, to throw awa,y such a chance of making

ur father was a temperance man 7’

“Temperance ‘—He had been-fond enough of the whxs-
key bottle in his day. He drank up a good farm in the
- United States, and then he thought "he could not do bet-
“ter than turn loyal, and get one here for nothing. -He’

did not care a cent, no_t‘ he, for the-King of England.
He thought himself as good, any how. But he found
that he would have to work hard here to scratch along,
and he was mightily plagued with the rheumatics, and
some old woman told him that -good spring water was
the best cure for that ; so he chose this poor, light, stony
land on account of the spring, and took- to- hard work
- and drinking cold water in his old age.” '
“How did the change agree with him ?”

‘“I guess better than could have been expected He .
 -planted that fine orchard, and_ cleared his hundred acres,

)
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and we got a.l“ong slick enough as long as the old fellow . -
- lived.”

“And what happened after his death, that obhged you
to part with your land "

“Bad times—bad crops,” saxd Uncle Joe, hftmg his
shoulders. I had not my father’s way of scraping money
together. I made some deuced clever speculations, but
they all failed. I married young, and got a large family ;
and the women critters ran up heavy bills at the stores,
and the crops did not yield enough to pay them;-and

“from bad we got to worse, and ‘Mr. B—— put in an exe-
tion, and seized upon the whole concern. He sold it to
your man for double what it cost him ; and you got all
that my father toiled for during the last twenty years of
his life for less than half the cash he laid out upon clear- .
ing it.” .

« And had the whiskey nothing to do Wxth this change 7
said I, looking him in the fuce suspiciously.

“Not'abit! When a man gets into difficulties, it is
the only thing to keep him from sinking outright. When
your husband has had as many troubles as I have had, he
will know hLow to value the.whiskey bottle” )

This. conversation ‘was interrupted by a queer-looking .
urchin of five years old dressed in a long-tailed coat and
trousers, popping his black shock hea,d in at the door;and
calling out,

“Uncle Joe'!—You're wanted to hum.”

“Is that your. nephew ?

~“No! I guess ’tis my woman’s “eldest son,” said. 'Uncle o
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Joe, nsmg, “but they call me Uncle Joe "Tis a spry
" chap that—as cunning as a fox. T tell you what it is— -

- he will make a smart man. “Go home, Ammon, and tell

your ma that I am-coming.” - P

«I won’t,” said the boy ; “you may go hum and tell
" her yourself. She has wanted wood cut this hour, a.nd

you'll catch it !” ’

Away ran the dutlful son, but not before he had ap-
plied his forefinger significantly to the side of his nose,
and, with a knowmg wink, pomted in the dlrectlon of
home.

. Uncle Joe obeyed the. sngnal dnly remarking that he
could not leave the barn door Wlthout the old hen cluck-.
ing him back.:

At this period we were stﬂl living in Old Sa.ta,ns log,' '
house, and anxiously looking out for the first snow to put
us in possession of the good substantial log dwelling oc-
cupied by Uncle Joe and his fa.mﬂy, which consisted of a

brown brood of seven girls, and the highly-prized boy who -
- rejoiced in the extraordmary name of- Ammon. = .

. Strange names are to be found in- this free countly_.
- What think you, gentle reader;of Solomon Sly, Reynard -
Fozx, Hiram Doliitle, and Prudence Fidget ; all veritable
names, and belonging to substantial yeomen ? - After Am- -
- mon and Ichabod, I should not be at all surprised to meet .
with Judas Iscariot, Pilate, and Herod. And then thefemale
appellations! -But the subject is a delicate one,and I will
_forbear to touch upon it. I have enjoyed many a hearty
hu@ over the strange affectations which people designate
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here very handsome names. I prefer the old homely Jewish
" pames, such as that which it pleased my godfather and -
" godmothers to bestow upon me, to one of those high-
sounding - christianities, the Minervas, Cinderellas, and
'Almerias of Canada. The love of singular names is here
carried to-a marvellous extent. Tt was only yesterday
that, in passing through one busy village, I stopped in
astonishment before a tombstone headed thus :—* Sacred -
to the memory.of Silence Sharman, the beloved wife of-
Asa Sharman.” Was thé woman deaf and dumb, or did
her friends hope by bestowing upon her such-an impos-
sible name to still the voice of Nature, and check, by an
- admonitory appellative, the active spirit that lives in the-
tongue of woman? Truly, Asa Sharman, if thy wife
- wag silent by name as well as by nature, thou wert a
fortunate man ! _

But to return to Uncle Joe. He made many- fair
promises of leaving the residence we had bought, the
- moment he had sold his crops and could remove' his
family. We could see no interest which could be served
by his deceiving us, and therefore we believed him, striv-
ing to maké ourselves as comfortable as we could-in_the
meantime in our present wretched abode. But matters
-are never so bad but that they may be worse. One day
. when we were at dinner, a waggon drove up to the door, -
and Mr. —— alighted, accompanied by a fine-looking,
middle-aged-man, who proved to be Captain S——, who
had just arrived from Demerara with his wife and family. -
Mr. ——, who had purchased the farm of Old Satan, had

K )
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brought Captain S—— over to inspect the land, as he
wished to buy a farm, and settle in that neighbourhood.
With some dlfﬁculty I contrived to accommodate the
visitors with seats, and provide them with a tolerable
dinner. Fortuna,tely, Moodie had brought in a brace of
fine*fat partndges that morning ; these the servant trans-
ferred to a pot of ‘boiling water, in which she immersed
them for the space of -a minute—a novel but very expe-
ditious way of removing the feathers, which then come
off at the least touch. In less than ten minutes they
were stuffed, trussed, and-in the bake-kettle; and before
the gentlemen returned from walking over the farm, the
dinner was on the table. ' ‘
To our utter consternation, Captain S agreed to
purchase, and- asked if we could give him possession in a
week!
~ “Good heavens!” cried I, glancing reproa,chfully at
“Mr. , who was discussing his partridge with stoical
- indifference. “ What will becoine of us? Where are
we to go 7’

“Oh, make yourself easy; I will force that old witch
- Joe’s mother to clear out.”

“But “tis impossible to stow ourselves into that pig-
sty.”

*It will only be for & week or two, a{: farthest. This
is October; Joe will be sure to be off by the first of
“- sleighing.”

_“But if she refuses to give up the place ¥
. “Obh, leave her to me. Il talk her over,’ sa.ld the
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knowing land speculator. “T.et jt come to the worst,”
he said, turning to my husband, «she will go out for the
sake of a few dollars. By-the-by, she refused to bar the
dower when I bought the place ; we must cajole her out
. of that. It is a fine afternoon ; suppose we.walk over
the hill, and try our luck with the old nigger #”

I felt so anxious about the result of the negotiation,
that, throwing my cloak over my shoulders, and tying,on
my bonnet without the assistance of a glass, T took my
husband’s arm, and we walked forth. .

It was a bright, clear afternoon, the ﬁrsj?éek in Octo-
ber, and the fading woods, not yet denuded of their gor-
geous foliage, glowed in .a mellow, golden light. A soft
pufple haze rested on the bold outline of the Haldimand
- hills, and in the rugged beauty of the wild landscape T

soon forgot the purport of our visit to the old woman’s
log hut. . \ '

On reaching the ridge of the hill, the lovely valley in
which our future home lay, smiled peacefully upon us
from amidst its fruitful orchards, still loaded with thejr
rich, ripe fruit. '

“What a pretty place it is!” thought I, for the first
time feeling something like a local interest in the spot
Springing up in my heart. “How I wish those odious
* people would give us possession of the home which for
some time has been our own 1”

The log hut that we were approaching, and in which

the old woman, R—— resided by herself—having quar-' .
- relled years ago with her son’s wife—was of the smallest,
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dimensions, only containing one room, which served the
old dame for kitchen, and bed-room, and all. The open
door, and a few glazed panes, supplied it with light and
air; while a huge hearth, on which crackled two enor-
mous logs—which are technically termed a front and a
back stick—took up nearly half the domicile ; and the
old woman’s bed, which was covered with an unexcep-
tionably clean patched quilt, nearly the other half,Jeav-
ing just room for a small home-made deal table, of the
rudest woi*klilanship, two basswood-bottomed chairs,
gtamed red, one of which was a rocking-chair, appropri-
ated solely to the old woman’s use, and a spinning-wheel.
* Amidst this muddle of things—for small as was the
quantum of furniture, it was all crowded into such a tiny
space that you had to squeeze your way through it in the
* best manner you could—we found the old woman, with a
red cotton handkerchief tied over her grey locks, hood-
fashion, shelling white bush-beans into a wooden bowl.
Without rising from her seat, she pointed to the only re-
maining chair. “I guess, miss, you can sit there ; and if
the others can’t stand, they can make a seat of my bed.”

The gentlemen assured her that they were not tired,
and could &ispensé with seats. Mr. then went. up
to the old women, and proffering his hand, asked after
her health in his blandest manner. -

“T'm none the better for seeing you, or the like of
you,” was the ungracious reply. “You have.cheated my
poor boy out of his good farm ; and I hope it may prove
& bad bargain to you and yours
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“ Mrs. R——,” returned the land speculator, nothing
ruffled by her unceremonious greeting, “ I could not help
your son giving way to drink, and getting into my debt.
If people will be so imprudent, they cannot be so stupid
as to imagine that others can suffer for their folly.”

“Suffer I’ repeated the old woman, flashing her small,
keen black eyes upon him with a glance of withering

scorn. “You suffer! I wonder what the widows and .

orphans you have cheated would say to that? My son
was a puor, weak, silly fool, to be sucked in by the like of
‘you. For a debt-~of. eight hundred dollars—the goods
never cost you four hundred—you take from us our good
farm ; and these, I s’pose,” pointing to my husband and
me, “are the folk you sold it to. Pray, miss,” turning
quickly to me, “what might your man give for the
place 7

“ Three hundred pounds in cash.”

“Poor sufferer !” again snecred the hag. “Four hun-
dred dollars is a very small profit in as many weeks. W, R
I guess, you,beat the Yankees hollow. And pray, what
brought you here to-day,-scenting about you like a car-
rion-crow ? We have no more land for you to seize from

”

us.

Moodie now stepped forward, and ‘brieﬂy explained our
situation, offering the old woman anything in reason to

give up the cottage and reside with her son until he re- -
moved from the premises ; which; he added, must be'in a

very short time.

//
\\ -

The old dame regarded him with a sarcastic smile. “I




158 ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

guess Joe will take his own time. The house is not built
which is to receive him; and he is net the man to turn
his back upon a warm hearth to camp in the wilderness.
You were green when you bought a farm of that man,
without getting along with it the right of possession.”

« But Mrs. R——, your son promlsed to go out the
firs sleighing.” '

“ Wheugh ! said the old woman. “Would you have a
man give away his hat and leave his own head bare ?
It’s neither the first snow nor the last frost that will turn
Joe out of his comfortable home. * I tell -you all that he
will stay here, if it is only to plague you.”

Threats and remonstrances were alike useless, the old
woman remained inexorable; and we were just turning

to leave the house, when the cunning old fox exclaimed
“ And now, what will you give me to leave my place 2’

_ “Twelve dollars, if yow give us possessmn next Mon- -
dav, said my husband.

“ Twelve dollars! I guess you won't get me out for
that.” ’

“The rent would not be worth more than a dollar a
montb,” said Mr. pointing with his cane to the de-
lapidated walls. - “ Mr. Moodie has offered you. a year’s
rent for the place.”

“ It may not be worth a cent,” returned the woman ;
“ for it will give everybody the rheumatism that stays a
week in it—but it is worth that to me, and more nor
double that just now to him. But I will not be hard
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with him,” continued she, rocking herself to and fro.
“ Say twenty dollars, and I will turn out on Monday.”

© “I'dare say you will,” said Mr. ——, “and who do you
think would be fool enough to give you such an exorbi- -
tant sum for a ruined old shed like this ?’

“Mind your own business, and make your own bar-
gains,” returned the old woman, tartly. “The devil him-
self could not deal with you, for I guess he would have
the worst of it. What do you say, sir?’ and she fixed
her keen eyes upop my husband, as if she would read his
thoughts. « Will you agree to my price ¢’

«It is a very high one, Mrs;. R——; but as T cannot
help myself, and you take a.dva.ntage of that, 1 supﬁse I
must give it.”

“Tisa ba,rga.m ~cried the old crone, holdmg out her
hard, bony hand. “ Come, cash down!”

“ Not until you give me ‘possession on Monday next ;
or you might serve me as your son has done.”

“Ha®’ said the old woman, laughing and rubbing her
handsvt.ogether: “you begin to see daylight, doyou? In

- a few months, with $he help of him,” pointing to Mr.
““you will be able to go alone; but have a care of your
teacher, for it’s no good that you will learn from him. But
will you really stand to your word, mister ¢’ she added,
in a coaxing tone, “if I go out on Monday ?’ ‘

Yy “To be sure I will ; I never break my word.”

" “WWell, I guess you aré not so clever as our people for

they only keep it as long as it suits them. You have an

honest look 1 W111 trust you but Iwill not trust hun,

-3
¢
!
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'noddmg to- Mr. ——, “he can buy and sell his word as
fast as a horse can trot Se on Monday I will turn o_ut' ’
my traps.  I'have lived here six-a.nda_thifty years; ‘tisa
pretty place, and it vexes me to leave it,” continued the
poor creature, as a touch of natural feeling softened and -
agitated her world-burdened heart. -“There -is not_an
acre in cultivation but that I helped to clear it, nor a tree
in yonder orehard but I held it while my_poor.fnan, who
is dead and gone, planted it; and I have watched the trees
bud from year to year, until ‘theirAboughs overshadowed
* the hut, where all my chlldren but Joe, were born.  Yes,
T came here young; and in my prime ; and must leave it
in’age and poverty. My children and husband are dead,
~ and their bones-rest beneath the turf in the burying-
- ground on theé side of the hill. Of all that once gathered
about m}; knees,.Joe and his young ones alone remain. -
And it is hard, very hard, that T must leave, their grayes
to be turned by the plough of a stranger.”

T felt for thie desolate old créature—the tears rushed to

“my eyes; but there was no moisture in hers. No ra.m
from the heart could filter throuoh that iron soil.

“Be assured, Mrs. R ” said- Moodie, “ that the dead
will be heéld saered the place “will never be dlsturbéd by
met

: ]?erha,ps not but it is not. long that you w1]l remain
heré T'have seen.a good deal in my time; but I'never

- saw a géntleman from the old country make a good Cana- -
dian farmer. The work is rough and hard, and they get
out- of humour with it, and ileave- it to their h.iljed helps,- -
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and then all goes wrong. They are cheated on all sides,

+ and in despair take to the whiskey bottle, and that fixes

“them. I tell you what it is, mister—I give you‘fus_t three

years to spend your money and ruin yourself; and then
you will become a confirmed drunkard, like the rest.” =

The first part of her prophécy' was -only - too_ true,
Thank God! the last has never been fulfilled, and never
can be.

Perce1v1ﬂg that the old woman was-not a little elated”

! - with her bargain, Mr. - urged upon her the propriety

* of barring the dower. At first, she was outrageous, and
very abusivé, and re_]ected all his proposals with contempt

vowing that she would meet him in a certain place below, .
before she would sign away her right to the property:
“Listen to reason, Mrs. R——,” said the land specu-

lator. “Tf you will sign the papers before the _proper o

* _authorities, the next time that your son drives you to

C——, I will give you a silk gown.’, -
“ Pshaw! Buy-a shroud for yourself ; you will need it -~

- before I want a silk gown,” was the ungracious reply.

_ “ Consider, woman ; a black silk of the best quality.”™

“To mourn in for my sins, or for. the loss of the farm.”
“Twelve yards,” continued Mr. ——, without notlcmg

" her rejoinder, “at a dollat a yard. Think wha,t a nice

ke
a

“Well, my dear-madam, what will satisfy you ?” -

church-going gown it will make.” -
“To the devil with you! I rever go to church. '
«f thought as ‘much,” said Mr. —, winking to us.

N

“Tl do it for twenty dollars,” returned the old woman, -
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rocking herself to and fro in her chair; her eyes twink-
ling, and her hands moving convulswely, as if she a]rea,dy
grasped ‘the money so dear to her soul.

« Agreed,” said the land speculator. “When will you
be in town ?2” B

_%On Tuesday, if I be alive. But, remember, I'll not.
"sign till T have my hand on the money.” :

“ Never fear,” said Mr. , as we quitted the house;
then, turning to me, he added, with a peculiar smile,
“ That'’s a devilish smart woman. She would have made
a clever lawyer.”

Monday came, and with it all the bustle of moving, and,

-as is generally the case on such dccasions, it turned out a
very wet- day. I left Old Satan’s hut without regret,
glad; at any rate, to be in a place of my own, howé&ver
humble. Our new habitation, though small, had a decid-
ed advantage over the one we were leaving. Tt stood on
a gentle slope; and a narrow but lovely stream, full of
speckled trout, ran murmuring under the little window ;
the house; also, was. surrounded by fine fruit-trees.

-1 know not how it- -was, but the sound of that tinkling
~ brook, forever rolhng by, filled my heart with a strange
melancholy, which for many nights. deprived me of rest. ‘
I loved it, too. The voice of waters, in the stillness of -
night, always, had an extraordinary. effect upon my mind:
Their ceaseless motion and perpetual sound convey to me -
the idea of life—eternal life ; and "looking- upbn them,
glancing and flashing on, now in sunshme now in shade,

E NOW hoarsely chldmg vnth the” opposmg rock now leapmg‘
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_ triumphantly over it,—creates within me a feeling of

mysterious awe of which T never could wholly divest-

“myself.
A portion of my own spirit seemed to pass into that

little stream. In its deep wailings and fretful sighs, I .

fancied myself lamenting for the land I had left for ever;
and its restless and impetuous rushings against the stones

which choked its pa,ss'age, were mournful types of my own "

mental struggles against the strange destiny which hem-
med me in. Through the day the stream moaned and
, travelled on,—but, engaged in my novel and distasteful
loccupations, I heard it not; but whenever my .winged
thoughts flew hofeward, thén the voice of the brook
“spoke deeply and sadly to my heart, and my teais flowed
- unchecked to its plaintive and y.fmonious music.

In a few hours I had my new abode more comfortably
arranged than the old- one, although its; ‘dimensions were
much smaller. The location was beautiful, and I was
greatly censoled by this circumstance. The aspect of
Nature ever did, and T hope ever will continue,

S~

¢ To shoot marvellous strength into m’y ‘heart.”

" As long as we remain trué to the Divine 'Mothér, s0 long .

-will she remain faithful to her suffering children. . /-
At that period my love for Canada was a feeling very.
nearly allied to-that which the condemned criminal enter-
tains for his cell—his only hope of escape being through
the portals of the grave.

The fall rains had commenced. In a fow days the cold

-
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’ t%e/skin off my wrists without getting the clothes clean.-
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‘wintry showers swept all the gorgeous crimson from the

trees; and a bleak and desolate waste presented itself
to the shuddering spectator. But, in spite of wind and
rain, my little tenement was never free frog the intrusion
of Uncle Joe’s wife and children. Their house stood
about a stone’s-throw from the hut we occupied,'in the
same meadow, and they seemed to|look “upon' it still as
their own, although we had literally paid for it twice over.
Fine strapping girls they were, from five years old to
fourteen, but rude and unnurtured as so many bears. They
would come in without the least cexj’eniony:, and, young-as

they were, ask me a thousand impertinent questions ; and

when I civilly requested them. to leave the room, they
would range themselves upon the door-step, watching my -
motions, with their black eyes gleaming upon me through

" -their tangled, uncombed locks. Their company was a

great annoyance, for it obliged me to put a painful restraint
upon the thoughtfulness in which it was so delightful to
me to indulge. ~Their visits were not visits of love, but
of mere -idle curiosity, not unmingled with malicious
pleasure at my-awkward attempts ‘at Can&dmn house-

wiferies.

For a week I was alone; my good Scotch gu-l having
left me to visit her father. Some small baby-artlcles
were needed to be washed, and after making a great, pre-

- paration, I determined to try my unskilled. hand upon the

operation. The fact is, I knew nothing about the task I
bad imposed upon myself, and in a few minutes rubbed

~




UNCLE JOE AND HIS FAMILY. 165

The door was oi)én, as it generélly was, even duﬁng the
coldest winter days, in order to let in more light, and let
out the smoke, which otherwise would have enveloped us

like a cloud. I was so busy that I did not. perceive that -

I was watched by the cold, heavy, dark eyes of Mrs Joe,
“who, with a sneering laugh, exclaimed,

“Well! I am glad to see you brought to work at
| last. I hope you may have to’ work as hard as I have.
I don’t see, not I, why you, who are no better than me,
“should sit still all day, likea lady r

« »

—,” said I, not a. httle anneyed at- her pre-

sence, “ what concern is it of yours whether I work or sit
still 7 T mever interfere with \you If you took it into
_your head to lie in bed all day, I should never trouble
- myself about it.”"

“Ah, I guess you don’ t look upon us as fellow-crltters
-you are so proud and grand. I's'pose you Britishers -are
not made of flesh and blood, like us. You don’t -choose
to sit down at meat with your helps. Now I calculate,
we think them a great-deal better nor you.”

“ Of course,” said I, “ they are more suited to you than

we are ; they are uneducated andso are you. Thisisno

- fault in either; but it might teach you to.pay a little .

_more respect to-those who are possessed of superior- ad-
‘ vantages. But, R——, my helps, as you call them,
" are civil and obliging, and never .make unprovoked and
malicious speeches. If they could so far forget them-
selves, I should order them to leave the house.”.
“Oh, I see what you are up to,” replied the insolent

o PR P AN S AN R G T
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dame ; “you mean to say that if I were your help, you
would turn me out of your house; but I'm a free-born
American, and I won’t go at your bidding. Don’t -think .
I come here out of regard to you. No, I hate you all;
anid I rejoice to see you at the- wash-tub; and I wish that
, you may be brought down upon your knees to scmb the
~ floors.” :

_ This speech only caused a-smile, and yet I felt hurt and
astonished that a woman whom I had never done any-
‘thmg to offend should be so cn‘atultously spiteful.

‘Inthe evening she sent two of her brood over to bor-

row my “long iron,” as she called an Italian iron. I was

“just getting my baby to sleep, sitting upon a low stool by
the fire. I pointed to the iron upon the shelf, and told -
the girl to take it. She did so, but stood beside me, hold- |
ing it carelessly in her hand, and staring at the baby, who
bad just sunk to sleep upon my lap.

The next momeént the heavyiron fell from her relaxed
grasp, giving e a severe blow upon my knee and. foot ;
and -glanced so near’ the Chlld s head that it drew from me °

_ a cry of terror. ’ e
“I guess that was mgh brammg the child,” quot.h Miss
. Amanda, with the greatest coolness, and w;thout making
the lea;s.tv apology. Master Ammon burst into a loud .
* laugh. “If it had; Mandy, I guess we'd have cotched it.”
Provoked at their 1nsolence, I told them to lea.ve the
house. The tears were in my eyes, for I felt certain that
had they injured the child, it would not have ca.used them
the least regreh h
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The next day, as we were standing at the door, my hus-
. band was greatly amused by seeing-fat Uncle Joe chasing
‘the rebellious Ammon over the meadow in front of the
house. Joe was out of breath, panting and puffing like a
steam-engine, and his face flushed to deep red with
-excitement and passion. . “-You young scoundrel "
be cried, half choked with fury, “if I catch up to you It
take the skin off you!” - /
“You old scoundrel, you may bave my skin if yo
can get at me,” retorted the precocious child, as he j Jump d
~ up upon the top of the high fence, and doubled hls fist /m ‘
a menacing manper at his father. - o / -
- “That boy is growing too bad,” said “Uncle Joe, conimg
up to us out of breath, the persplmtlon streaming down
_his face.” “Itis tlme to break him in, or.he’ll get the
master of us a )
" “You should ‘have begun that before, g sa._id Moodie.
“He seems a hopeful pupil.” )
"+ “Oh, as'to that, a little swearing is manly,, returned

the father; “ I swear ‘myself, I know, and as the old cock _° '

crows, so crows the young one. It is not his swearing
that I care a pin for, but%e will not doa thmg I tell him

- to” - .-

- “Swearing is a-dreadful vice,” said I, “and, wicked as

. it is in the mouth of a° grown-up person, it is perfectly

shocking in a child ; it painfully tells he has been brought h
. up without-the fear of God ” i .
" “Pooh ! pooh’ that's a.llcant .there is" no harm in a
few oaths, and I cannot drive oxen and horses without
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) sweé,ring. I dare. say that you can swear, too, when you
are riled, but you are too cunning to let us hear you.”
I could not help laughing outright at this supposition,-
but replied very quietly, “ Those who practise such iniqui- -
- ties never take any pains to conceal them. The conceal-
ment would infer afeeling of shame; and when- people
* “are consclous of their guilt, they are in the road to im-
provement.” The man walked whistling away, a.nd the
wicked child returned unpunished to his home.

The next minute the old woman came in. “I guess
_you can give me a piece of silk for a hood,” sald she, “the
weather is growing considprable cold.” '

“ Surely it cannot well be-colder than it is-at presentr”

-said I, giving her the rocking-chair by the fire.

: “ Wait a while ; you know nothing of a Canadian win-
ter. This is only November ; after the Christmas thaw,
- you'll know something about.' cold. Itisseven-and-thirty
years ago since I and my man left the U-ni-ted States.
- It was called-the year of the great winter. I tell you,
. woman, that the snow lay so deep on the earth, that it
blocked up all the , and we could drive a sleigh
whither we pleased, t over the snake fences. All the -
- cleared land was one wide white level plain; it wasa year
of scarcity, and we were ha,lf starved ; but the severe cold
was far worse nor the wart of provisions. A long and
bitter journey we had of it ; but T was young then, and. -
pretty well used totrouble and fatigue ; my man stuck °
to the British government: More fool he!" I was an
American born, and my heart Was with the true cause.
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But his father was English, and, says he, ‘T'll live and die
under their flag’ So he dragged me from my comfortable
fireside to seek a home in the far Canadian wilderness.
Trouble! I guess you think you have your troutles ; but
what are they to mine ¥ She paused, took a pinch of
snuff, offered me the box, sighed painfully, pushed the red
handkerchief from her high, narrow, wrinkled brow, and
continued :—* Joe was a baby then, and I had another
helpless critter in my lap—an adopted child. My sister
had died from it, and I was nursing it at the same breast
"with my boy. Well, we had to perform a jourr{ey of four

hundred miles in an ox-cart, which carried, besides me

and the children, all our houseliold stuff. Our way lay
chiefly through the forest, and we made but slow pro-
gress. Oh! what a bitter cold night it was when we
~reached the swampy- woods where the city of Rochester

now stands. The oxen were covered with icieles, and. .

their breath sent up clouds of steam. ‘Nathan,’ says Ito
my man, ‘you must stop and kindle a fire; I am dead
with cold, and I fear the babes will be frozen.” We began

looking about for a good spot to camp in, when T spied‘a |

light through the trees.. It was a lone shanty, occupied

by two French lumberers. The men were kind; they

rubbed our frozen'limbs with snow, and shared w1th us
their supper and buffalo-skins. On that very spot where
" we campecf that night, where we heard nothing but the
wind seughing amongst the trees, and the rushing of ‘the
river, now st.ands the great city of Rochester I went
|t there two years ago, to the funeral ofa bmther It seem-

TR S AN WAL TN
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ed to me like a dream. Where we foddered our beasts
by the shanty fire, now stands the largest hotel in the
city ; and my husband left this fine growing country to
starve here.” .

I was so much interested in the old woman’s narrative
—for she was really possessed of no ordinary capacity,
and, though rude and uneducated, might have been a very
superior .person under different circumstances—that I
rummaged among my stores, and soon found a piece of
black silk, which I gave her for the hood she required.

The old woman examined it carefully over, smiled to
~ herself, but, like all her people, was too proud to return a
-word of thanks. One gift to the family always involved -

another. -

“Have you any cotton-batting, or black sewing-silk, to

give me, to quilt it with ¢’
“ No.” .
“ Humaph !” returned the old dame, in a tone which
seemed to contradict my #assertion. She then settled her-
“self in her chair, and, after shaking her foot awhile, and
fixing her piercing eyes upon me for some minutes, she
commenced the following list of interrogatories :—
“Is your father alive ?” )

“No; he died many years ago, when I was a young

il

“Is your mother alive ?”

“Yes.” ‘
“ What is her name ?’ °I satisfied her on this point.
“ Did she ever marry again ?’ )

3

-
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“She might have done so, but she loved her husband
too well, and preferred living single.”

“Humph! We have po such notionshere. What was
your father ¢’ ,

“A gentleman, who lived upon his own estate.”

“Did he die rich ¥

“ He lost the greater part of his property from being
surety for another.”

“That’s a foolish business. My man burnt his fingers
with that. And what brought you out to this poor coun-
try—you, who are no more fit for it than I am to be a fine .
lady ?° "3

“ The promise of a large grant of land, and the false
statements we heard regarding it.”

. “Do you like the country ¢’

“No; and I fear I never shall” '

“T thought not ; for the drop is always on your cheek,
the children tell me ; and those young ones have keen
eyes. Now, take my advice: return while your money -

lasts ; the longer you remain-in Canada the less you will
" like it ; and when your money is all spent, you will be
like a b1rd in a cage you may beat your wings against
the bars, but you ‘o't get out.” There was a long pause.
I hoped that my guest had sufficiently gratified her curi-
osity, when she again commenced :—

“How do you get your money ? Do you draw it from ]
the old country, or have you it with you in cash ?”

Provoked by her pertinacity, and seeing no end to her
cross-questioning, . I replied, very impatiently, “Mrs,
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R——, is it the custom in your: country to catechise
strangers whenever you meet with them ?” .

“ What do you mean ?’ she said, colouring, I beheve
for the first time in her life. i

“T mean,” quoth I, “anevil habit of asking impertinent
questions.” -

The old womuman got up, and left the house without
spea.kn,_lg another word. % -

~

THE SLEIGH-BELLS.*

"Pis merry to hear, at evening time,

By the blazing hearth the sleigh- “bells chime ;
To know the bounding steeds bring near

“The loved one to our bosoms dear.

Ah, lightly we spring the fire to raise,

Till the rafters glow with the ruddy blaze ; H
Those merry sleigh-bells, our hearts keep time
Responsive to their fa.lry chime.

Ding-dong, ding-dong, o’er vale and hill,
Their welcome notes are trembling still.
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’Tis he, and blithely the gay bells sound,

As his sleigh glides over the frozen ground ;
Hark ! he has pass’d the dark pine wood,

He crosses now the ice-bound flood,

And hails the light at the open door

That tells his toilsome jourpey’s o’er.

The merry sleigh-bells! My fond heart swells
And throbs to hear the welcome bells ;
Ding-dong, ding-dong, o’er ice and snow,

A voice of gladness, on they go.

Our hut is small, and rude our cheer,

But love hag spread the banquet here ;

And childhood springs to be caress’d

By our beloved and welcome guest.

‘With a smiling brow his tale he tells, -
The urchins ring the merry slelgh-bells PR

* Many versions have been giveu of this song, and it has been set to music in
States. I here give the origm;l copy, written whilst leaning on the open door of
shanty, and watching for the return of my husband.
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The merry sleigh-bells, with shout and song
They drag the noisy string along ;
Ding-dong, ding-dong, the father’s come
The gay bells ring his welcome home.

From the cedar swamp the ga.unt wolves howl,
From the oak loud whoops the felon owl ;

The snow-storm sweeps in thunder past,

The forest creaks beneath the blast ;

No more I list, with boding fear,

The slelgh-bel]s distant chnne to hear.

The merry sleigh-bells with soothing power
Shed gladness on the evening hour.
Ding-dong, ding-dong, what rapture swells
Tke music of those joyous bells !




CHAPTER VIIL
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JOHN MONAGHAN.

Dear mother Nature ! on thy ample breast "

Hast thou not room for thy neglected son ?

A stern necessity has driven him forth

Alone and friendless. He has naught but thee,

And the strong hand and stronger heart thou gavest, -

To win with patient toil his daily bread. .

FEW days after the old woman’s visit to the cot-

“tage, our servant James absented himself for a week

7 without asking leave, or giving any intimation of
his intention. He had under his care a fine pair of hor-
ses, a yoke of oxen, three cows, and a numerous family of
pigs, besides having to chop all the firewood required for
our use. His unexpected departure caused no small
trouble in the family ; and when the truant at last made
his appearance, Moodie discharged him altogether.

The winter had now fairly ‘set in—the iron winter of
1833. The snow was unusually deep, and it being our
first winter in Canada, and passed in such a miserable dwel-
ling, we felt it very severely. In spite of all my boasted
fortitude—-and I think my powers of endurance have been
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tried to the utmost since my sojourn in this country—
the rigour of the climate subdued my proud, independent
English spirit, and T actually shamed my-womanhood,
and cried with the cold. Yes, I ought to blush at confess-
ing such unpardonable weakness ; but I was foolish and
inexperienced, and unaccustomed to the yoke. e

My husband did not much relish performing the menial :
duties of a servant in such weather, buf he did not com-
plain, and in the meantime commenced an active inquiry
for a man to supply the place of the one we had lost ; but
at that season of the year no one was to be had. )

‘Tt was a bitter, freezing night. A sharp wind howled
without, and drove the fine snéw through the chinks in
the door, almost to the hearthstone, on which two im-
mense blocks of maple shed forth a cheering glow, bright-
ening the narrow window-panes, and making the black-
ened rafters ruddy with the heart-invigorating blaze.

The toils of the day were over, the supper things cleared
away; and the door closed for the night. Moodie bad ta-
ken up his flute, the sweet.companion of happier days, at
the earnest request of our home-sick Scotch servant-girl,
to cheer her drooping spirits by playing some ef the touch-
ing national airs of the glorious mountain land, the land
of chivalry and song, the heroic North. Before retiring
to rest, Bell, who had an exquisite ear for music, kept
time with foot and hand, while large tears gathered in her
soft blue eyes.

«Aly, ’tis bonnie thae songs; but they mak’ me greet,,_
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an’ my puir heart is sair, sair when I think on the bonnie
braes and days o’ lang syne.”

Poor Bel(! Her heart was among the hills, ﬁ,n‘d mine
hh%v:zndered far, far away to the green groves and ggead-
ows df my own fairland. The musicand our reveries were
alike abruptly banished hy a sharp blow upon the door. .
Bell rose and openea it, when a strange, wild-]Jooking lad,

- barefooted, and with no other covering to his head than

the thick, matted locks of raven blackness that hung like
a cloud over his swarthy, sunburnt visage, burst into the
room. ’ -
“Guidness defend us! Wha ha'e we here ¥’ gereamed
Bell, retreating into a corner. “The puir callant’é no
cannie.” :
My busband turned hastlly rou@d\go meet the intruder,
and I raised the candle from th% tble the better to dis-
tinguish his face ; while Bell, fram™her hiding- plaoe, Te-
garded him with unequivocal glances of fear and mistrust,
waving her hands to me, and pointing significantly to the
open door, as if silently-beseeching me to tell her master
to turn him out. 2 -
“Shut the door, man,” sardMoodle whose long scrutiny
of the strange being before us seemed, upon the whole
~satisfactory ; “we shall be frozen.” )
“ Thin, faith, sir, that’'s what I am,” said the lad, in a
rich brogue, which told, without asking, the country to .
which he belonged. Then, stretching his bare hands to
the fire, he continued;“ By Jove, s1r I was never so near
gone in my life !” ™

b4 . -
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.. “|Where do you come from, and what is your busmess
heré ? You must be aware that this is a-very la,te hour
to take & house Ly storm in this way.”

4 Thrue for you, sir. But necessity knows no law ; and
the condition you see me in must plade for me. First,
thin, sir, I come from the township of D > , and want
a masther ; and next to that, bedad! I want something

0 ate. As I'm alive, and ’tis a thousand pities that I'm
‘afive at all at all, for shure God Almighty never made
gich a misfortunate crather afore nor sirice—I have had
pothing to put in my head since I ran away from my
ould masther, Mr. F , yesterday at noon. Money I
have none, sir; the divil a cent. :I have neither a shoe
to my foot nor a hat to my head, and if you refuse to
- shelter me the night, I must be contint to perish in the
snow, for I have not a frind in the wide wurld.”

The lad covered his face with his hands, and sobbed
aloud o -

“Bell,” Iwhispéréd:" “go to the cupboard and get the

poor fellow something to eat. The boy is starving.”
" “Dinna heed him, mistress, dinna credit his lees. Heis
ane o’ thae wicked Papists wha ha'e just stepped in to
rob and murder us” '

“ Nonsense! Do as I bid you.”

“I winna be fashed aboot him. An’ 1f he bldes here,
Tll e’en flit by the first blink o’ the morn.’

“Isabel, for shame ! Is this acting like a Christian, or
doing as you would be done by ?” '

Bell was as obstinate as a rock, not only refusing to put
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down any food for the famished lad, but reiterating her
threat of leaving the house if he were suffered to remain.
My husband, no longer able to endure her selfish and: ab-
surd conduct, got angry in good earnest, and told her that
she mighit please herself; that he did not mean to ask her -
leave as to whom he received into his house. I, for my
part, had no idea that she would realise her threat. She
was an excellent servant, clean, honest, and industrious, .
and loved the dear baby. -
“ You will think better of it in the morning,” said I, as
I rose and placed before the lad some cold beef and bread,
and a bowl of mllk to wh.lch the runaway did ample
Justlce
“Why did you quit your raster, my lad ?’ said Moodle
“ Because I could live wid him no longer. You see,
sir, I'm a poor foundling from the Belfast Asylum, shov-
ed out by the mother that bore me, upon the wide wurld,
long before I knew that I was in it. As I was too young
to spake for myself intirely, she put me into a basket,
wid a label round my neck, to tell the folk¢ that my.
name was J ohn Monaghan. This was all T ever got from
-my parents; and who or what they were, I never knew,
not I, for t:hey never claimed me; bad cessto them! But
T've no doubt it’s a fine illigant gintleman he was, and
herself a handsome rich young lady, who dared not own
me for fear of affronting the rich jintry, her father and
mother. Pooy folk, sir, are never ashamed of théir chil- -
dren; ’tis all the threasure they have, sir; but my parents
-7 were ashamed of me, and they thrust me out to the

/
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" stranger and the hard bread of depingence.”” The poor
lad sighed deeply, and I began to feel a growing interest
in his sad history.

“Have_you been in the country long ¥ ‘

“Four years, madam. You know my masther, Mr.
F ; he brought me out wid him as his apprentice,

and urmg the voyage he trated me well But the
- youpg men, his sons, are tyrants, and full of durty pride;
~and{I could not agree wid them at all at all. Yesterday,
I forgot to take the oxen out of the yoke; and Musther
i tied me up to a stump, and bate me with the
Shure the marks are on my showlthers yet. I
en and the yoke, and turned my back upom
them all, for the hot blood was bilin’ widin me; and I
" felt, that if I stayed it would be him that would get the
worst of it. No one had ever cared for me since I was
born, s0 I thought it was hwh time to take care of my-
self. ‘I bad heard your name, sitr, and I thouuht 1 would
find you out; and if you want a lad, I will work for you
for my kape, and a few dacent clothes.” «

A bargain was soon made. Moodie agreed to give
Monaghan six dollars a month, which fhe thankfully ac-
cepted ; and I told Bell to prepare his bed in a corner of
the kitchen. But mistress Bell thought fit to rebel
Having been guilty of one act of insubordination, she
~ determined to be consistent, and throw off the yoke alto-
gether. She declared that she would do no such thing ;
that her life and that all our lives were in danger; and
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that she would never stay another night under tae same -
~ roof with that Papist vagabond.

S« Papist I cried the indignant lad, his dark eyes flash-
ing fire, “ I'm no Papist, but a Protestant like yourself;
and I hope a deuced dale better Christian. You take me
for a thief; yet shure a thief would have waited till you
were all in bed and asleep, and not stepped in forenint
you all in this fashion.”

Theré was both trutk and nature in the fgd’s argu-
ment ; but Bell, like an obstinate women as she was,
chose to adhere to her own opinion. . Nay, she even car-
ried her absurd prejudices so far that she brought her
mattress and laid it down on the floor in my room, for
fear thdt the Irish vagabond should murdér her during
the night. By the break of day she was off; leaving me
for the rest of the winter without a servant. Monaghan
did all in his power to supply her place; he lighted the
fires, swept the house, milked the cows, nursed the baby,
and often cooked the dinner for me, and endeavoured by
a thousand little attentions to shew the gratitude he
really felt for our kindness. To little Katie he attached
‘himself in an extraordinary manner. All his spare time
he spent in making little sleighs and toys for her, or in
dragging her in the said sleighs up and down the steep
hills in front of the house, wrapped up in a blanket. Of
a night, he cooked her mess of bread and milk, as she sat
by the fire, and his greatest delight o7as to feed her him-
self. After this operation was over, he would carry her
round the floor on his back, and sing her songs'in native
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Irish. Katie always gréeéted, his return from the woods

with a scream of joy, holding up her fair arms to cla.sp
the neck of her dark favourite.

« Now the Lord love you for a darlint!” he would cry,
as he caught her to his heart. “Shure you are the only
one of the crathers he ever made who can love poor John
Monaghan.. Brothers and sisters I have none—I stand

one in the wurld, and your bonny wee face is the sweet-
est thing it contains for me. Och, jewil! I could lay
down my life for you, and be proud to do that same.”

Though careless and reckless about everything that
concerned himself, John was honest and true. Ie loved
us for the compassion we had shown him ; and he would
have resented any injury offered to our persons with his
best blood. '

But if -we were pleased with our new servant, Uncle
Joe and his family were not, and they commenced a series
of petty persecutions that annoyed him greatly, and
kindled into a flame all the fiery. partlcles of his irritable
nature.

Moodie had purchased several tons of hay of a neigh
bouring farmer, for the use of his cattle, and it had to be
stowed into the same barn with some flax and straw that -
belonged to Uncle Joe. Going early one morning to fod- -
der the cattle, John found Uncle Joe feeding his cows
with his master’s hay, and as it had diminished greatly
in a very short time, he accused him in no measured
terms of being the thief. The other very coolly replied
that he had taken a little of the hay in order to repay

~
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himself for his flax, that Monaghan had stolen for the
oxen “ Now by the powers!” quoth John, kmdlmg into
wrath, “that is adding a big lie to a dhirty petty larceny. .
I take your flax, you owld villain! Shure I know that
" flax is grown to make linen wid, not to feed oxen. God
Almighty has gaen the crathers a good warm coathof
their own ; they neither require shifts nor shirts.”

“I saw )ou take it, you ragged Insh vagabond, with
my own eyes.” .
#Thin yer two eyes showed you a chked illusion.
You had betther shut up yer head, or l’]l give you that
for an eye—salve that shall ma.ke you see thrue for the

time to come.”

Relying upon his great size, and thinking: that the
slight stripling, who, by-the-by, was all bones and sinews,
was no match for him, Uncle Joe struck Monaghan over
the head with the pitchfork. Tn a moment the active lad
was updn him like a wild cat, and in spite of the differ-
ence of his age and weight, -gave the big man such a
thorough dressing that he was fain to roar aloud for
mercy. '

“ Own that you are a thief and a liar, or T'll murther
you !”

“Tll own to anything whilst your knee is pressmg me
into a pancake. Come now—there’s a good lad—let me
get up.” Monaghan felt irresolute, but after extorting
from Uncle Joe a promise never to purloin any of the
hay a.gam he let him rise.
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—~ “For shure,” he said, “ he began to turn so black in the
face, I thought he’d burst intirely.”

The fat man neither forgot dor torgave this injury ;
and though he dared not attack John personally, he set
the childrea to insult and affront him upon all occasions.
The boy was without socks,-and I sent him to old Mrs.
R , to inquire of- her what she would charge for
knittmg ‘him two pairs of socks. The reply was a dollar.
This was agreed to, and dear enough they were ; but the
weather was very cold, and the lad was barefooted, and
there was no other alternative than glther to accept her
offer, or for him to go without.

In a few days, Mgnaghn brought them home ; but I
found upon inspecting them that they were old socks
new-footed. This was rather too glaring a cheat, and I
sent the lad back with them, and told him to inform Mrs
R—— that as he had agreed to give the price for new
socks, he expected them to be new altogether:- .

The avaricious old woman did not deny the fact; but- ¥,
she fell “to cursing and swearing in'an awful manner, and
wished so much evil to_the lad, that, with the superstx-”
tious fear so commor to the mnatives of his country, he
left her under th pressxo'h that she was gifted with the
evil eye, and was an “ owld witch.” He never went out
_of the g‘ay/wnh the waggon and horses, but she_rushed
“to the or, and cursed him for a bare-heeled Irish;black-
guard, and wished that he might overturn the waggon,
kill the horses, and break his own worthless neck.

- y?m,” said John to me ong~day, after returning”

-
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from C—— with the team, “it would be betther for me
to lave the masther intirely ; for shure if I do not, some
mischief will befall me or the crathers. That wicked
owld wretch ! I cannot thole her curses. Shure it’s in
purgatory I am. all the while.”

“ Nonsense,” Monaghan! you are eot a Catholic, and
need not fear purgatory.” The next time the old woman
commences her reprobate conduct, tell her to hold her
tongue, ahd mind her own business, for curses, like
chickens, come home to roost.”

The boy laughed heartily at the old Turkish proverb,
but did not reckon much on its efficacy to still the clam-
orous tongue of the ill-natured old jade. The next day
he ‘had to pass her door with the horses. * No sooner did
she hear the sound of tke wheels, than out she hobbled,
. and commenced her usual anathemas. - .

“Bad luck to yer croaking, yer ill-conditioned owld
raven. It is not me you are desthroying shure, but yer

 own poor miserable sinful sowl. The owld one has the

grip of ye already, for ‘ curses, like chickens, come home
to roost ; so get in wid ye, and batch them to yerself in
- the chimley corner. They’ll all’ bé roosting wid- ye by-
and-by; and a nice warm pest they’ll make for you, con-
sidering the brave brood that belongs to you.”

Whether the old woman. was as superstitious as John,
I know not; or whether she was impressed with the
moral truth of the proverb—for, as I have before stated,
she was no fool—is difficult to tell ; but:she shrunk back
into her den, and never attatked the lad a.gam
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Poor John bore no malice.in his l;aart, not he; for,in _
spite of all the ill-natured things he had to endure from <
Uncle Joe and his family, he never attempted to return
evil for evil. In proof of this, he was ounc day chopping
firewood in the bush, at some distance from Joe, who was .
engaged in the same employment with another man.
tree in falling caught upon another, which, although a
very large maple, was hollow, and very much decayed,
anddiable to be blown down by the least shock of the
wind. The tree hung directly over thepath that Uncle
Joe was™obliged to traverse daily .with his team. He
looked up. and perceived, from the situation it occupied,
that it fwas necessary for his own safety to cut it down;
but he lackec courage to undertake so hazardous a job -
which :might be attended, if the supporting tree gave way
during the operation, with very serious consequences. In
. a careless tone, he called to his companion to cut down
the tree. : .

« Do it yourseH', H " said the axe man, with a grin.
“My wife and children want their man as much as your
Hannah wants you.” oo

“T1l not put axe to it,” quoth Joe. Then, making
signs to his. comrade to hold his tongue, he shouted to
Monaghan, “ Hollo, boy! you're wanted here to cut down -
_ this tree. Don’t you see that your master’s cattle might
be killed if they should happen to pass under it, and it
—should fill upon them.” _

“Thrae for’ you, Masther Joe; but your own cattle
would have the first chance. Why should I risk my life
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and limbs, by cutting down the tree, when it ‘was yerself
that threw it so awkwardly over the other ?”

“ Oh, but you are a boy, and have no wife and children
to depend upon you for bread,” said Joe, gravely. “We
are both family men. Don’t you see that 'tis your duty

‘to cut down the tree ?”

The 1ad swung the axe to and fro im histar
"Joe and the tree altérnately ; but the natural kind-heart-
edness of the creature, and his reckless courage, overcame
all idea of self-preservation, and raising aloft his slender
but muscular arm, he cried out, “If it’s a life that must
be sacrificed, why not mine as well as another? Here
- goes! and the Lord have mercy on my sinful sowl !’

The tree fell, and, contrary to their expectations, with-
out any injury to John. The knowing Yankee burst into
. a loud laugh. “Well if you arn’t.a tarnation soft fool, I

never saw one.”

“ VVhat do you mane # exclaimed John, his dark eyes
ﬁashlng fire. “If ’tis to insult me for doing that which
neither of you dared to do, you had better not thry that
same. You have just seen the strength of my spirit.
You bad better not thry again the strength of my arm,
or, may be, you and the tree would chance to share the
same fate ;” and, shouldering his axe, the boy strode down

_the hil}, to get scolded by me for his foolhardiness.

The first week in March, all the people were busy mak-
ing maple sugar. “ Did you ever taste any maple sugar,
ma’am ?” asked Monaghan, as he sat’ feeding Katie one
evening by the fire. -

“ No, Jo.
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“ Well, then, you've a thrate to come ; and it's myself
that will make Miss Katie, the darlint, an illigant lump of
that same.”

Early in the morning John was up, hard at work, mak-
ing troughs for the sap. By noon he had completed a
dozen, which he showed me with great pride of heart. I
felt a little curious about this far-famed maple sugar, and
. asked a thousand questions about the use to which the
troughs were to be applied; how. the trees were to be
tapped, the sugar made, and if it were really good when
made ?

To all my queries, John responded, “ Och ! ’tis illigant.
It bates all the sugar that ever was made in Jamaky.
But you'll see before to-morrow night.”

Moodie was away at P . and the prospect of the
maple sugar relieved the dulness occasioned by his ab-
sence. 1 reckoned on showing him a piece of sugar of
our own making when he came home, and never dreamt
of the possibility of disappointment.

John tapped his trees after the most approved fashion,
and set his troughs to catch the sap; but Miss Amanda
and Master Ammon upset them as fast as they filled, and
spilt all the sap. With great difficulty, Monaghan saved
the contents of one large iron pot. This he brought in
about nightfall, and made up a roaring fire; in order to
boil it down into sugar. Hour after hour passed away,
and the sugar-maker looked as hot and black as the
stoker in a steam-boat. “Many times I peeped into the
large pot, but the sap never seemed to diminish.

. :
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“This is a tedious piece of business,” thought I, but
seeing the lad so anxious, I said nothing. About twelve
o’clock, he asked me very mysteriously for a piece of pork
to hang over the sugar.

“ Pork I” said I, looking into the pot, which was half
full of a very black-looking liquid; “what do you want
with pork ¢’

“Shure, an’ 'tis to keep the sugar from burning.”

“ But, John, I see no sugar !”

“Och, but ’tis all sugar, only ’tis molasses jist now.
See how it sticks to the ladle. Aha! but Miss Katie
will have the fine lumps of sugar when she a,wa,kes in
the morning.”

I grew so tired and sleepy that I left John to finish his
job, went to bed, and soon forgot all about the maple
sugar. At breakfast I observed a small plate upon the
table, placed in a very conspicuous manner on the tea-
tray, the bottom covered with a hard,- black substance,
which very much resembled pitch. “What is that dirty-
looking stuff, John ?” '

« Shure an ’tis the maple sugar.”

“ Can people eat that ?”

“By dad, an’ they can ; only thry 1(;, ma/’ am

“ Why, ’tis so hard, I cannot cut it.” : R

With some difficulty, and not without cutting hxs fin-
ger, John broke a piece off, and stuffed it into the baby’s
mouth. The poor child made a horrible face, and reject-
ed it as if it had been poison. For my own part, I never
tasted anything more nauseous. It Pasted like a com-

~
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pound of pork-grease and tobacco juice. “ Well, Mona-
ghan, 1f this be maple sugar, I never wish to taste any
again.”

“Och, bad luck to it said the lad, ﬂmgmg it away,
plate and all. “It would have been first-rate but for the
dhirty pot, and the blackguard cinders, and its burning
" to the bottom of the pot. That, owld hag, Mrs. R——
b}w ched it with her evil eye

he is not so clever as you thmk John,” said I

laughing. “You have forgotten how to make the sugar,

since you left D—; but let us forget the maple sugar,
and think of something else. Had you not better.get
old Mrs. R—— to, mend that jacket for you; it i.s.too
ragged.”

v

“Ay, by dad! an’ it's mysel’ is ‘the illigant - tallor
Wasn't I brought up to the thrade in the Foundhng"’
Hospital ?”

“And why did you quit-it?*-

“ Because it's a low, mane thrade for a jintleman’s

- “ But, J ohn who told you that you were a gentlema.n s
son ¥’
“Och ! but I'm shure of it, thin. All my pxopensntles
“are gintale. I love horses, and dogs, and fine clothes, and
money. Och! that I was but a jintleman! I'd show
them what life is intirely, and I'd challenge Masther Wil-
_liam, and have my revenge out of him for the blows he
gave me.” -
“You had better mend your trousers,” said I, giving
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him & tailor’s needle a pair of scissors, and soine.strong
thread. = - )

“ Shure, an’ I'll do that same in a brace of shakes,”
and sitting down upon a ricketty three-legged stool of
his own manufacturing, he commenced his tailoring, by
tearing off’ a piece of his trousers to patch the elbows of
his jacket. And this trifling act, simple as it may appear,
was a perfect type of the boy’s general conduct, and
marked his progréss through life. The present for him
was- everything; he had no fi ture. While he supplied
stuff from the trousers to repairthé fractures in the jack-
et, he never reflected that both Would be required on the

how often have I recalled that/foo ish act of his. It now
appears to me that his whole Iife was spent in tearing his
trousers to repair his Jacket; . S

In the evening John aske/d me for a piece of soap.

“ What do you want with soap, John ?’

“To wash my shirt, ma’am. Shure an’ I'm a baste to

be seen, as black as the pots. Sorra a shirt have I but-

the one, an’ it has stuck on my back so long that I can
thole it no longer.”

I looked at the wrists and collar of the condemné#t-gar-
ment, which was all of it that John allowed to be vigible.
They were much in need of soap and water.

“Well, John, I will leave you the soap; but can you>

wash ¢’ , .
“ Och, shure, an’ I can thry. If I soap it enough, and
rub long enough, the shirt must come clane at last.”

. morrow. Poor John! in his brief and reckless career,-
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1 th:mght the matter rather doubtful ; but when I went
to bed I left what he required, and soon saw through the
chinks m %he boards a roaring fire, and heard John
whlsthng o{er the tub. - He whistled and rubbed, andr,f
washed and scrubbed, but as there seemed no end to the
job, and-he was as long washing this one garment as Bell
would have been performing the same operation on fifty,

I laughed to myself, and thought of my own abortive at-
tempts in that way, and went. fast asleep. In the morn-
ing John came to his breakfast, with his jacket buttoned -
up to his-throat.

“Could you not dry your shirt by the fire, John?
You will get cold wanting it.”

« Aha, by dad ! it’s dhry enough now. The divil has
made tinder of it long afore this.”

“ Why, what has happened to it? I heard you wash-
ing all night.” ; :
“ Was}gno' Faith,” an), I did scrub it t111 my hands

were all ruined intirely, and thin I took the brush to it
but sorra a bit of the dhirt could I get out of it. 'llhe—~ﬂ
more I rubbed the blacker it got, until I had used up all
the soap, and the perspiration was pouring off me like
rain:  ‘You dhirty owld bit of a blackguard of a rag,’
say‘é I, in an exthremity of rage, ‘you're not fit for the
biack of a dacent lad an’ a Jmtleman The divil may
. fake ye to cover one of his imps; an’ wid that I sthirred
[up the fire, and sent it plump into the middle of the
¢ blaze.”
“And what will you do for a shirt 7
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“Faith, do as many. a betther man has done afore me,
go widout.”

T looked up two old shirts of my husband’s, which
John received with an ecstacy of delight. He retired
instantly to the stable, but soon returned, with as mich
of the linen breast of the garment displayed as his waist-
“coat would allow. No peacock was ever prouder of his
‘tail than the wild Irish lad was of the old shirt.

"John had been treated very much like a spoﬂed chlld
‘and, like most spoiled children, he was rather fond of
having his own way. Moodie had set him- to do some-
thing which was rather contrary to his own inclinations ;
he dig@mot object to the task in words, for he was rarely
\saucl; his employers, but he.left the following stave
upon the table, written in pencil upon a scrap of paper
torn from the back of an old letter :—

¢ A man alive, an ox may drive ’
Unto a springing well ;
To make him drink, a.she may think,
No man can him compel

, oo Joxx. MoNAGHAN.”




CHAPTER IX.

PHEBE R——, AND OUR SECOND MOVING.

She died in early womanhood,
Sweet scion of a stem so rude ;

+ A child of Nature, free from art,
‘With candid brow and open heart ;
The flowers she loved now gently wave
Above her low and na.me}gss grave.

2

i:[}iT was during the fonth of March that Uncle Joe’s -
eldest daughter, Pheebe, a very handsome girl, and
the best of the family, fell sick. I went over to see her.
The poor girl was very depressed, and stood but a slight
chance for her life, being under the medical treatment of
three or four old women, who all recommended different -
treatment and administered different nostrums. Seeing
that the poor girl was dangerously ill, I took her mother
aside, and begged her to lose no time in procuring -proper
medical advice. Mrs. Joe listened-to me very sullenly,
and said there was no danger ; that Pheebe had caught a
violent cold by going hot from the .wash-tub. to fetch a
pail of water from the spring; that the neighbours knew
the nature of her complaint, and would soon cure her.

The invalid turned upon me her fine dark eyes, in
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which the light of fever painfully burned, and motioned
me to come near her. I sat down by her, and took her
burning hand in mine. '

“I am dying, Mrs. Moodie, but they won’t believe me.
I wish you would talk to mother to send for the doctor.”

-“I will. Is there anything I can do for you ?—any-
thing I can make for you, that you would like to take ?’

She shook her head. “I can’t eat. But I want to ask
you one thing, which I wish very much to know.” She
grasped my hands tightly between her own. Her eyes
looked darker, and her feverish cheek paled. “ What be-
comes of people when they die ?”

« My poor girl ” T exclaimed involuntarily ; “can you
be ignorant of a future state 2’

“ What is a future state ?’ ,

I endeavoured, as well as I was, able, to explain to her
the nature of the soul, its endless duration, and responsi-
bility to God for the actions done in the flesh ; its natural
depravity and need of a Saviour ; urging her, in the gent-
lest manner, to lose no time in obtaining forgiveness of her
sins, through the atoning blood of Christ.

The poor girl looked at me with surprise and horror.
These things were all new to her. Sbe sat like one in a
dream; yet the truth seemed to flash upon her at once.

“How can I speak to God, who never knew Him ?
How can I ask Him to forgive me ?”

“You must pray to Him 2’

“Pray! Idont know how t6 pray I never sa.ld a
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prayer in my life. Mother, can you teachi me how to
pray ' '

« Nonsehse " said Mrs. Joe, hurrying forward. “Why
should yéu trouble yourself about such things? Mrs.

Moodie, I desire you not to put such thoughts into my .

daughter’s head. We don’t want to know anything about
‘Jesus Christ here.”

“Oh, mother don’t speak so to the lady! Do, Mrs.
Moodie, tell me more about God and my soul. I never
knew until now that I had a soul.”

Deeply compassionating the ignorance of the poor girl,
in spite of the menaces of the heathen mother—for she
was no better, but rather worse, seeing that the heathen
worships in ignorance a false god, while this woman lived
without acknowledging a God at all, and therefore consid-
ered herself free from all moral restraint—I bid Phcebe
good-bye, and promised to bring my bible, and read to
her the next day.

The gratitude manifested\by this sick girl was such a
contrast to the rudeness and brutality of the rest of the
family, that I soon felt a powerful interest in her fate.

The mother did not actually forbid me the house, be-
cause she saw that my visits raised the drooping spirits
of her child, whom she fiercely loved, and, to save her
life, would cheerfully have sacrificed ber own. But she
. never failed to make all the noise she could to disturb my
- reading and conversation with Phcebe. She could not be
persuaded that her' daughter was really in any danger,
until the doctor told her that her case was hopeless; then

. %
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the gnef of the mother burst forth, and she gave way to
the most frantic and imyious complainings.

The rigour of the winter began to abate. The beams
of the sun during the day were warm and | penetrating,
and a soft wind blew from the south. I watched, from
day to day, the snow disappearing from the earth, with
indescribable pleasure, and at length it ‘wholly vanished;
not even asolitary patch lingered under the shade of t.he
forest trees ; but Uncle Joe gave no sign of retaqving his
family. - -

“ Does he mean to stay all the suramer ?” thought L
“ Perhaps he never intends going at all. I will ask him, -
the next time he comes to horrow whiskey.”

In the ‘afternoon he walked %in to light his pipe, and,
with some anxiety, I made the inquiry.

“Well, I guess we can’t be moving afore the end of
May. My missus expects to be confined the fore part of
the month, and. I shan't move till she be quite smart
agin”

“You are not using us well, in keepmg us out of the
house so long.”” e

“Oh, I don’t care a curse about any of you. It is my ‘
house as long as I choose to remain in it, and you may -
put up with it the best way you can;” and, humming a
YYankee tune, he departed. - “}j‘ .

/ I had borne patiently the odious, cribbed-up place dur- |
ing the winter, but now the hot’.weather was coming, it |
seem most insupportable, as ivg were obliged to have
a fire in thd close room, in order to cook our provisions. -

-
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I consoled myself as well asi] could by roa.mmg about the
fields and woods, and makmg acquaintance” with every
wild flower as it blossomed, and in writing long letters to
home friends, in which I-abused one of the finest coun-
tries in the world as the worst that God ever called out
-of chaos. I can recall to memory, at this moment, the _
- few lines of a poem which commenced in this strain ; nor
am I sorry that the rest of it has passed into oblivion :— .-

Oh ! land of waters, how my spirit tires
In the dark prison of thy boundless woods ;

-- ‘No rural charm poetic thought inspires,

No music murmurs in thy mighty floods ;

Though vast the features that compose thy frame,
Turn where we will, the landscape’s still the same.

ghe swampy margin of thy inland seas, -

The éternal forest girdling either shore, ———
Its belt of dark pines sighing in the bree

And rugged fields, with rude huts dot d o Yer,
Show cultivation unimproved by art,
That sheds a barren chillness on the heart.

How many home-sick einigrants, during their hrét win-
ter in Canada, will respond to this gloomy-picture{ Let
them- wait a few years; the sun of hope will arise and
beautify the landscape, and they will proclaim the coun-

try ore of the finest in the world.

[~ The middle of May at length arrived, and, by the" hum-
“ber of long, lean women, with handkerchiefs of all colours

tied over their heads, who passed my door, and swarmed
" into Mrs. Joe’s house, I rightly concluded that another
young one had been added to the tribe; and, shoftly
after, Uncle Joe himself announced the important fact,
by patting his jolly red face in at the door, and telling,
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me, that his missus had got a chopping boy ; and he was

right glad of it, for he was tired of so many gals, and

that he should move in a fortnight, if his woman did
) kmdly 7

I had been so often dlsappomted that T p:ud very little
heed to him, but this time he kept his word.

The last flay of May, they went, bag and baggage, the
poor sick Fheebe, who still lingered on, and the new-horn
infant ;And right joyfully I sent a Scotch girl (unother
Bell, whom I had hired in licu of her I had lost), and
Monaghan, to clean’&lt the Augean stable. In a,flaw
minutes John returned, panting with indignation.

“ The house,” he said, “was more filthy than a pig-sty.”
But that .was not the worst of it: Uncle Joe, before he

‘. went, had undermined the brick chimuey, and let al
water into the house. “Oh, but if he comes here agin,”
he continued, grinding his teeth and doubling his fist, “I'll
—thrash him for it. Andthin, ma’am, he has girdled round
all the best graft apple-trees, the murtherin’ owld villain,
as if it could spile his digestion our ating them.” -

“It would require a strong stomach to digest apple-
trees, John ; but never mind, it can't be helped, and we
may be very thankful that these people are gone at last.”

John and Bell scrubbed at the house all day, and in the
evening they carried over ?w furniture, and I went to in-
spect. our new dwelling. .

It looked beautifully clean and neat Bell had white-
washed all the black, smoky walls and boarded ceilings,
and scrubbed the dirty window-frames,.and polished the
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fly-spotted panes of glass, until they ";Jctually admitted a
glimpse of the clear air and the blue sky. Snow-white
fringed curtains, and a bed, with furniture to correspond,
a carpeted floor, and a large.pot of green boughs on the
hearth-stone, gave an air of comfort and cleanliness to a, .
room which, only a few’ hours before, had been a loath-
some den of filth and impurity.

This change would have been very gratifying, had not
a strong, disagreeable odour almost deprived me of my
breath as I euntered the room. It was unlike anything I
had ever smelt before, and turned me so sick and faint
that I had to cling to the door-post for support.

“ Where does this dreadful smell come from ?”

“ The guidness knows, ma’am ; John.and I have search-
ed the ‘house from the loft to the cellar, but we canna
. find out the cause of thae stink.”

«“It mast be in the foom, Bell ; and it is impossible to
remain here, or live in this house, until it i§'removed.”

Glancing my eyes all round the- place, I spied what
seemed to me a little cupboard, over the mantel-shelf,
and I told John to see if T was right. The lad mounted |
upon a chair, and pulled open a small door, but almost '
fell to the ground with the dreadful stench which seemed' :
to rush from the closet. '

“ What is it, John ?” 1 cried from the open door,

“A skunk! ma'am, a skunk! Shure, I thought the
divil had scorched his tail, and left the grizzled hair be-_
hind him. What a strong perfume it has!” he continued
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holding up the beautiful but odious.little creature by the
tail.

“By dad' I know all about it now. I saw Ned Lay-
ton, only two days ago, crossing 'the field with Uncle Joe,
with his gun on his shoulder, and this wee bit, baste in
his hand. They were both laughing like sixty. ~* Well,
if this does not stink the Scotchman out of the house/
said Joe, ‘ I'll be contint to be tarred and feathered; and
thin they both laughed until they stopped to draw
breath.”

I could bhardly help laucrhmg myself; but I begged
Monaghan to convey-the horrid creature away, and put-
ting-some salt and sulphur into%ex tin plate, and setting
fire to it, I placed it on the floor in the middle of the
room, and closed all the doors for an hour, which greatly
assisted in purifying the house from the skunkification.
Bell then washed out the closet with strong ley, and in a -
_short time no vestige remained of the malicious tnck that
Uncle Joe had played off upon us.

The next day, ‘we took possession of our new mansion,
and no one was better pleased with the change than little
Katie. She was'now fifteen months old, and could just
begin t§ prattle, but she dared not venture. to step alone,
although she would stand by a chair all day, and even .
climb upoh it. She crept from room to room, feeling and
admiring everything, and talking to it in her haby lan-
guage.” So fond was the dear child of flowers, that her
father-used to hold her up to the apple-trees, then rich in
their full spring beauty, that she might-kiss the blossoms.
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She would pat them with her soft, white hands, m/:]rmui\i; s
ing like a bee in the branches. To keep her quiqﬁwhilst

I was busy, I had only to give her a bunch of wild flow-
ers. She would sit as still as a lamb, looking ﬁl;rt at one -
and then at another, pressing them to her little breast in

a sort of ecstacy, as if she comprehended the worth of this
most beautiful of God’s gifts to man.

She was a sweet, lovely flower herself, and her charm-
ing infant graces reconciled me, more than aught else, to
a weary lot. Was she not ‘puiely British 2 Did not her
soft blue eyes, and sunny. curls, and bright rosy cheeks
forever remind me of her Saxon origin, and bring before
‘me dear forms and faces I could never hope to behold
again ?

The . first night we slept in the new house, a.demon of
unrest had taken possession of it, in the shape of a count~
less swarm of mice. They scampered over our pillows,
and jumped upon our faces, squeaking and cutting a thous-
and capers over the floor. I never could realize the true
value of Whittington’s invaluable cat until that nigbt.
At first we laughed until our sides ached, but in reality it -
was no laughing matter. Moodie remembered that we

_ had left a mouse-trap in the old house; he went and .
brought it over, ‘baited it, and set it on the table near the
- bed. During the night no less than fourteen of the pro-
voking vermin were ca.pf:ured ; and for several succeeding
“nights the trap did equal execution. How Uncle Joe’s’
family could have allowed such a nuisance.to exist aston-
ished me ; to sleep with these creatures continually run-
N ! J
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ning over us was impossible ; and they were not the only
evils in the shape of vermin we had to contend with.’
The old logs which composed the walls of the house were
full of bugs and large black ants; and the place, owing to
the number of dogs that always had slept under the beds
with the children, was infested with fleas. 1t required
the utmost care to rid the place of these noisome and dis-
gusting tenants.

Arriving in the country in the autumn we had never
experienced any inconvenience from the mosquitoes, but
after the first moist, warm spring days, particularly after
the showers, these tormenting insects annoyed us greatly.
The farm lying in a valley cut up with little streams in
every direction made us more liable to their. inflictions.
The hands, arms and face of the poor babe were covered
every morning with red inflamed bumps, whlch often
threw out blisters.

The.banks of the little streams abounded with wild
strawberries, which, although small, were of a delicious
- flavour. Thither Bell and I, and the baby, daily repaired
to gather the biight red berries of Nature’s own provid-
ing. Katie, young as she was, was very expert at help-
ing herself, and we used to seat her in the middle ofafine .
bed, whilst' we gathered farther on. Hearing her talking
very lovingly to something in the grass, which she tried -
to clutch between her white hands, callmg it “Pitty,
pitty ;" I ran to the spot and found that it was a large
- - garter-snake that she was so aﬁ'eétlonately courting to her
embrace. Not then aware that this formldable-loo]nng '
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reptile was perfectly harmless, I snatched the child up in
_‘my arms, and ran with her home ; never stopping until I
“gained the house, and saw her safely seated in her cradle.

It had been a very late, cold spring, but the trees had
fully expanded into leaf, and the forest world was glorious
in its beanty. Every patch of cleared land presented a
vivid green to the eye; the brook brawled in the gay
sunshine, and the warm air was filled with soft murmurs.
Gorgeous butterflies floated about like winged flowers,
and feelings allied to poetry and gladness once more per-
vaded my heart. In the evening we wandered through.
the woodland paths, beneath the glowing Canadian sun-
set, and gathered rare specimens of strange plants and
flowers. Every object that met my eyes was new to me,
and produced that peculiar excitement which has its origin
in a thirst for knowledge, and a love of variety.

We had commenced gardeﬁ'u\)g\too, and my vegetables
did great credit to my skill and care; and, when once the
warm weather sets in, the rapid advance of vegetation in
Canada is astonishing. . .

Not understandmg much about farmlng, especially in a
climate like Canada; Moodie was advised by a neighbour-
ing settler to farm his farm upon shares. This advicé
seemed very reasonable ; and had it béen given disinter-
estedly, and had the persons recommended (a.man and his
wife) been worthy or honest people, we might have done
very well. But the farmer had found eut their encroach-
ing ways, Was“mnxwus to get 1id of them himself, and saw -
no better way of domg so than.by pa]mmg them upon us.
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From our engagement with these people commenced
that long series of losses and troubles to which their con-
duct formed the prelude.” “They ‘were to live in the little
shanty that we had just left, and work the farm. Moodie
was to find them the land, the use of his implements and
cattle, and all the seed for the erops; and to share with
them the returns. Besides this, they unfortulnately were
allowed to keep their own cows, pigs, and poultry. The
produce of the orchard, with which they had nothing to
do, was reserved for our own use.

. For the first few weeks, they were civil and obliging
enough ; and had the man been left to himself, I Believe
we should have done pretty well; but the wife was a
coarse-minded, bold woman, who instigated "him to every
mischief. They took advantage of us in evéry way they.
could, and were constantly committing petty depredations.

From our own experien¢e of this mode of farming, I

would strenuous advise all new settlers never to em-

> brace any such offer, without they are well acquainted -

with the parties, and, can thoroughly rely upon their
honesty ; or else, like Mrs. O——, they may impudently
tell you that they can cheat you as they please, and defy

. you to help yourself. All.the money we expended upon

the farm was entirely for these people’s benefit, for by
the joint contrivances very little of the crops fell to our
share; and when any division was made, it' was always
when Moodie was absent from home ; and there was no
person present to see fair play. They sold what’apples
and potatoes they pleased, and fed their hogs ad libitum. -
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But even their roguery was more tolerable than the irk- -
some restraint which their near vicinity, and constantly
having to come into contact with them, imposed. We
had no longer any privacy, our servants were cross-ques-
tioned, and our family affairs canvassed by these gossiping
. people, who spread about a thousand falsehoods regarding
cus. I was so much disgusted with this shareship, that
I would gladly have given them all the proceeds of the -
farm to get rid of them, but the bargain was for twelve
months, and bad as it was, we could not break our en-
gagement.

One little trick of this woman’s will serve to illustrate
her general conduct. A neighbouring farmer’s wife had
presented me with some verj} pretty hens, who followed to
the call of old Betty Fye’s handsome game-cock. I was.
always fond of fowls, and the innocent Katie delighted in
her chicks, and would call them round her to the sill of
the door to feed from her hand. Mrs, O——— had the
same number as I had, and I often admired them when
-marshalled forth by her splendid black rooster. -One
morning I saw her eldest son chop off the head of the
fine bird; and T asked his mother Why she had allowed
him to kill the beautiful creature. ~She laughed, and
. merely replied that she wanted it for the pot. The next
- day my sultan walked. over to the widowed hens, and
took all his seraglio with him. _From that hour I never
: gathered a single egg ; the hens deposited all their eggs in
‘Mrs. O0——'s hen-house. She used to boast of thxs as an
excellent Joke among her neighbours.

3

R 1
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On the 9th of June] my dear little Agnes was born.
A few days after this joyful event, I heard a great bustle
in the room adjoining to mine,,and old Dolly Rowe, my
Cornish nurse, informed me thiat it was occasioned by the

people who came to attend 'th%juneral of Pheebe R

She only survived the removal of the family a week ; and
at her own request had been breught all the way front

_ the lake plains to be interred in the burying ground
. on'the hill which overlooked the stream.

As T lay “upon my pillow I could distinctly see the spot

and mark the long funeral procession, as it wound along
_the banks of* the brook. It was a solemn apd imposing

spectacle,  that humble funeral. ~Whenr the waggons

.reached the rude enclosure, ‘the coffin wys carefully lift-
. ed'to the ground, the door in the lid opened, arid old and.

young approached, one after another, to take a last look
at the dead, before consigning her to the obhvmn of the
grave :
Poor Pheebe ! Gentle child of coarse, unfeelmg parents,

‘few shed more sincerely a tear for thy early fate than the

stranger whom they hated and- despised. Often have T

-stood beside tha,t humblé mound, when the song of the

lark was above me, and the bee’ murmuring at.my feet,
and thought that it was well for thee that God opened
the eyes of thy soul, and called thee out of the darkness
of ignorance and sin to glory in His marvellous light.

_ Sixteen years have passed away since I heard anything
- of the family or .what had become of them, when I was

told by Q/\elghbour of theu's whom I acc1dent1y met

\
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last winter, that the old woman, who no\‘n7 nearly num-

bers a hundred years is still living, and inhabits a corner:
of he¥ son’s barn, as she still quarrels too much with his

wife to reside with Joe ; that the girls are all married arid
gone’; and that Joe himself, although he does not know a

letter,” has commenced ‘travelling preacher. .After this,

who-can doubt the existence of miracles in ‘the mneteenth_
century ?
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CHAPTER X.

BRIAN, THE STILL-HUNTER.

O’er memory’s glass I see his shadow flit,
Though he was gathered to the silent dust
Long years ago. A strange and wayward man,
That shunn’d companionship, and lived apart ;
The leafy covert of the dark brown woods,

The gleamy lakes, hid in their gloomy depths,
Whose still, deep waters never knew the stroke

Of cleaving oar, or echoed to the sound

* Of social life, contained for him the sum
Of human happiness. With dog and gun

_ Day after day he track’d the nimble deer
Through all the tangled mazes of the forest.

T‘T was early day.- I was alone in the old shanty, pre-
paring breakfast, and now and then stirring the
cradle with my foot, when a tall, thin, middle-aged man
walked into the house, followed by two large, strong
dogs. -
Placing the rifle he had carried on his shoulder, in a
cor/x'ler of the room, he advanced to the hearth, and with-
out speaking, or seemingly looking at me, lighted his pipe
and commenced smoking. The dogs, after growling and
s;éapping at the cat, who had not given the strangers a
/{’ery courteous reception, sat down on the hearth-stone
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on either side of their taciturn master, eyeing him from
time to time, as if long habit had made them understand
all his mol-t:lions. There was a great contrast between the
dogs. The'one was a brindled bull-dog of the largest size,
" a most formidable and powerful brute; the other a stag-
hound, tawny, deep-chested, and strong-limbed. I regard-
ed the man and his hairy companions with silent curi;
osity. :

He was between forty and fifty years of age ; his head,
nearly bald, was studded at the sides with strong, coarse,
black curling hair. His features were high, his complex-
ion brightly da\gg, and his eyes, ih size, shape, and colour,
greatly resembldd the eyes of a hawk. The face itself
was sorrowful and taciturn ; and his thin, compressed lips
looked as if they were not much accustomed to smile, or
often to unclose to hold social communion with any one.
He stood at the side of the huge hearth, silently smoking,
his eyes bent on the fire, and now and then he patted the
heads of his dogs, reproving their exuberant expressions
of attachment, with—-Down, Music; down, Chance !”

“ A cold, clear morning,” said I, in order to attract his
attention and draw him into conversation.

A nod, without raising his head, or withdrawing his
eyes from the fire, was his only answer; and, turning
from my unsociable guest, I took up the baby, who just
then awoke, sat /dgvzrrl ona low_ Wd
‘began feeding her. During this operation, I once or twice
caught the stranger’s hawk-eye fixed upon me and the
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child, but word spoke he none; and presently, after whist-
ling to his dogs, he resumed his gun, and strode out.

When Moodie and Monaghan came in to breakfast, I
told them what a strange visfigor T'had had; and Moodie
langhed at my vain attempt to induce him to talk.

“ He is a strange being,” I said ; “I must find out who
and what he is.”

In the afternoon an old soldier, called Layton, who had
served during the American war, and got a grant of land
about a mile in the rear of our location, came in to trade
for a cow. Now, this Layton was a perfect ruffian ; a man
whom no one liked, and whom all feared. He wias a deep

rinker, a great swearer, in short, a perfect reprobate ;
who never cultivated his land, but went jobbing about
from farm to farm, trading horses and cattle, and cheating
in a pettifogging way. Uncle Joe had employed him to
sell Moodie a young heifer, snd he had brought her over
for him,to look at. When he came in to be paid, I de-
scribed the stranger of the morning ; and as I knew that
he was familiar with every one in the neighbourhood, I
asked if he knew him.

“ No one should know him better than myself,” he said ;
“’tis old Brian B——, the still-hunter, and a near neigh-
bour of your'n. A seur, morose, queer Thap he is, and as
mad as a March hare! He’s from Lancashire, in England,
and came to this country some twenty years ago, with his
wife, who was a pretty young lass in those days, and slim
epough then, though she’s so awfully fleshy now. He~
had lots of money, too, and he bought four hundred acres
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of land, just at the corner of the conc;gsmh line, where it
meets the main road. And excellent land it is; and a
better farmer, while he stuck to his business, never went
into the bush, for it was all bush here then. He was a
dashing, handsome fellow, too, and did not hoard the
money either ; he loved his pipe and his pot too well;
and at last he left off férming, and gave himself to them
altogether. Many a jolly booze he and I have had, I can
tell you. Brian was an awful pz';ssionate-man, and, when
the liquor was in, and the wit was out, as savage and as”
quarrelsome as a bear. At such times there was no one
but Ned Layton dared go near him. We once had a
pitched battle, in which I was conqueror; and ever arter
he yielded a sort of sulky ob&dience to all I said to him.
Arter being on the spree for a week or two, he would take
fits of remorse, and return home to his wife ; would: fall
down at her knees, and ask her forgiveness, and cry like
a child. At otlrer times he would hide himself up in the
woods, and steal home at night, and get what he wanted
out of the pantry, without speaking a word to any one.
He went on with these pranks for some years, till he took
a fit of the blue devils. '

“<Come away, Ned, to the lake, with me,’ said
he ; I am weary of my life, and I want a change.’

“‘Shall we take the fishing-tackle ? says'I} ‘The black
bass are in prime season, and F will lendl us the old
canot. He’s got some capital rum up from Kingston.
We'll fish all day, and have a spree at nigh#

“‘It’s not to fish I'm going, says he. 3
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““To shoot, then ? I've Bought Rockwood’s new rifle.”
“ ‘It geither to fish nor to shoot, Ned : it's a new game

I'm gomg o try; so come along.’”
“Well, to thé- lake we went. The day was very:

hot, and our pat,h la,y through the woods, and over those .

scorchipg plains, foreight lono' miles. I thought I should
have dropped by the way ; but during our lons walk my
companion never opened his lips.© He strode on before
me, at a half-run, never once turning his head.

“The man must be the devil ! says I, ‘and accustomed
to a warmer place, or he must feel this. Hollo Brian !
Stop there! Do you mean to kill me ?

“‘Take it easy, says he ; ‘ you'll see another day arter -

this—I’ve business on hand and cannot wait.’

“ Well, on we went, at the same awful rate, and it Wa's—"-:

mid-day when we got to the little tavern on the lake
shore, kept by one F » Who had a boat for the conve-
nience of strangers who came to visit the place. Here
we got our dinner, and asglass of rum to wash it down.
_ But Brian was moody, and to all my jokes he only re-
turned a sort of grunt; and while I was talking with

"F , he steps out and a few minutes arter we saw him _

" crossing the lake in the old canoe.

““What’s the matter with Brian ¢ says F—=—; ‘all does
not seem right with him, Ned. You had better take the
boat, and leok arter him.

“‘Pooh! says I; ‘he’s often so, and grows’ so glum

now-a-days that I wﬂl cut his acqua.mta.nce altogether if

he does not i improve.’

5 .
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“‘He drinks awful hard, says F ; ‘may be he’s . .
got a fit of the delirium-tremulous. There is no telling
what he may be up to at this minute’

“ My mind misgave me too, so I e’en takes the oars,
and pushes’out, right upon Brian’s track ; and by the
Lord Harry ! if I did not find him, upon my landing on
the opposite shore, lying wallowing in his blood, with his.
throat cut. ‘Is that you, Brian ¥ says I, giving him g..
kick with my foot, to see if he was alive or dead. ‘What
upon earth tempted you to play me and F such a
dirty, mean trick, as to go and stick yourself like a pig,
bringing such a discredit upon the house %—and you so
far from home and those who should nurse you.’

“I was so mad with him, that (saving your presence,
ma’am) I swore awfully, and called him names that would
be ondacent to repeat here ; but he only answered with
groans and a horrid gurgling in his throat. ‘It's a
choking you are,’ said I ; ‘ but you shan’t have your own
way, and die so easily eltber ‘if I can punish you by
keeping you alive’ So I just turned him upon ‘his
stomach, with his head down the steep bank ; but he still
kept choking and growing black in the face.”

Layton then detailed some particulars of his surgical
practice which it is not necessary to repeat. He con-
tinued,

“I bound up his throat with my handkerchief, and
took him neck and heels, and threw him into the bottom
of the boat. Presently he came to himself a little, and
sat up-in the. boat ; and—would you Hel{eve it %—made
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several attempts to throw himself into the water. *This
will not do,’ says I; ¢ you've done mischief enough al-
ready by cutting your weasand! If you dare to try that
again, I will kill you with the oar’ I held it up to
threaten him ; he was scared, and lay down as quiet asa
lamb. I put my.foot upon his breast. *Lie still, now !
or youll catch it.” He looked piteously at me; he could
not speak, but his eyes seemed to say, ‘ Have pity upon
me, Ned ; don’t kill me.’

“Yes; ma’am, this man, who had just cut his throat,
and twice arter that had tried to drown himself, was
afraid that T should knogk him on the head and kill him.
Ha! ha! I never-shall forget the work that F and I
had with him arter I got him up to the house.

“The doctor came and sewed up his throat; and his
wife—poor crittur —came to nurse him. Bad ds he was,
she was mortal fond of him. He. lay there, sick and un-
able to leave his bed, for three months, and did nothing

~ but pray to God to forgive him, for he thought the devil

would surély have him for cutting his own throat ; and
when he got about again, which is now twelve years ago,
he left off drinking entirely, and wanders about the
woods with his dogs, hunting. He seldom speaks to any
one, and his wife’s brother carries on the farm for the
family. He is so shy of strangers that ’tis a wonder he
came in here. The old wives are afraid of him ; but you
need not heed him—his troubies are to himself, he harms
no one.” .

Layton departed, and left me brooding over t-_he sad tale |
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which he had told in such an absurd and jesting manner.
It was evident from the account he had given of Brian’s
attempt at suicide, that the hapless hunter was not whol-
ly answerable. for his conduct—that he was a harmless
maniac. ¢

The next morning, at the very same hour, Brian again
‘made his appearance ; but instead of the rifle across his
shoulder, a large stone jar occupied the place, suspended
-by a stout leather thong. Without saying a word, but
with & truly benevolent smile, that flitted slowly over his
stern features, and lighted them wup, like a sunbeam
breaking from beneath a stormy cloud, he advanced to
the table, and unslinging the jar, set it down before me,
and in a low and gruff, but, by no means an unfriendly,
véice, said, “ Milk, for the child,” and vanished.

“How good it was of him! How kind !” I exclaimed,
as I poured the precious gift of four quarts of pure new
miik out into a deep pan.. I had not asked him—had
never. saldjhamthpﬂueanlmg_wani,ed—mﬂk—{t was
the courtesy of a gentleman—of a man of benevolence
and refinement.

For weeks did my strange; silent friend steal in, take
up the empty jar, and supply its_place with another re-
plenished with milk. The baby knew his step, and would - -
"hold out her hands to®hiri and cry “Milk!” and Brian
would stoop down and kiss her, and his two great dogs
lick her face. n '

"« Have you any children, Mr. B—— ?”

“Yes, five ; but none like this,” .

£3
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“My httle girl is greatly indebted to you for your
kindness.”

« She’s” welcome, “or she would not get it. You are

strangers ; but I like you all You look kind, and I
would like to know more.about you.”
_ Moodie shook hands with the old hunter, and assured
him that we should always be glad to see him. After
this invitation,” Brian became a frequent guest. He
would sit-and listen with delight to Moodie while he .|
described to him elephant-hunting at the Cape ; grasping
his rifle in a determined manner, and whistling an en-
couraging air to his dogs. I asked him one evening what
made him so fond of hunting.

“"Tis ‘the excitement,” he said; “it drowns thought,
and I love to be alone. I am sorr) for the creatures, too,
for they are free and happy ; yet I am led by an instinct

‘T cannot restrain to kill them. Sometimes the sight of

their dying agonies recalls painful feelings ; and then I
lay aside the gun, and do not hunt for days. - But ’tis
fine to be alone with God in the great woods—to watch
the sunbeams -stealing through the thick branches, the
blue sky breaking in upon you in patches, and to know
that all is bright and shiny above you, in spite of the
gloom that surrounds you.” s

After a long pause, he continued, with much solemn’
feeling in his look and tone, '

“ 1 lived a life of folly for ye;Lrs for T was respectably

~ born and educated, and had seen something of the world,

perhaps more than was good, "before I left home for the '
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woods ; and from the teaching I had received from kind
relatives and parents I should have known how to have
conducted myself better. But, madam, if we associate
long with the depraved and ignorant, we learn to become
even worse than they. I felt deeply my. degra/dation,‘
-«—felt that I had become the slave to low vice ; and, in
order to emancipate myself from the hateful tyranny of
- evil passions, I did a very rash and foolish thing. T need:
not mention the manner in which I transgressed God's
holy laws; all the neighbours know it, and must have
told you long ago. I could have borne reproof, but- they
turred my sorrow into indecent jests, and, unable to bear
thelr coarse ridicule, I made companions of my degs and
gun, and went forth into the wilderness. Hunting be-
came a habit. I could no longer live witliout it, and it
supphes the stimulant which T lost. when I renounced the
~ cursed whisky-bottle.

“1 remember the first huntmg excursion I took alone
in the forest. How sad and gloomy I felt’ I thought
that there was no .creature in the,world so miserable as
myself. I was tired and hungry, and I sat down upon a
fallen tree to rest. = All was still as death around me, and

I was fast sinking to sleep, when my attention was
aroused by a long, wild cry. My dog, for I had not
Chance then, and he’s no hunter, pricked up his ears, but
instead of answering with a bark of defiance, he.crouched

" down,. trembling, at my feet. ‘What does this mean ?.
I cried, and I cocked my rifle and sprang upon the log.

_The sound came nearer upon the wind. .It was like the
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deep baying of a packof hounds in full cry. Presently
a noble 'deer rushed past me, and fast upon his trail—I
see them now, like so many black devils—swept by a
pack of ten or fifteen large, fierce wolves, with fiery eyes
and bristling hair, and paws that seemied hardly to touch
the ground in-their eager haste. I thought not of dan-
" ger, for, with their prey in view, I was safe; but I felt
every nerve within me tremble for the fate of the poor
deer. The wolves gained upon him at every bound. A
close thicket intercepted his path, and, rendered desperate,
he turned at bay. His nostrils were dilated, and his eyes
seemed to send forth long streams of light. Jdt was won-
derful to wit the courage of the beast. How brayely
he repelled the attacks of his deadly enemies, hoWw gal-
lantly he tossed them to the right -and left, and spurned
them from beneath his hoofs; yet all his struggles were
_ useless, and he was quickly overcome and torn to pieces
. by his ravenous foes. At that moment he seemed more
unfortunate even than myself, for I could not see in what
manner he had deserved his fate. All his speed and
energy, his courage and fortitude, had been exerted in
vain. I had tried to destroy myself; but he, with every
effort vigorously made for self-preservation, was doomed
to meet the fate he tilreeaded1 Is God just to his ‘crea-
tures 7’
“'With this sentencé on his hps, he started abruptly from
his seat and left the house. .
One day he found me painting some wild flowers, and
was greatly interested in watching the progress I made in
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the group.. [Late in the afternoon of the following day he
brought me a large bunch’of splendid spring flowers./
" «Draw these,” said he; “I have been all the way to
the —— lake plains to find them for you.”
- Little Katie, grasping them one by one, with infantile
joy, kissed every lovely blossom. 2.': :
“These are God’s pictures,” said the hunter, «and“the
-child, who is all nature, understands them in a minute:
Is it not strange that these beautiful things are hid away

in the wilderness, where no eyes but the birds of the-air ~ *

and the wild beasts of the wood, and the insects that live .
upon them, ever see them ? Does God provide, for the
pleasure of such creatures, these flowers ? Isrgia benevo-
lence gratified by the admiration of animals whom we
have been taught to consider as having neither thought
nor reflection? When I am alone in the forest, these
thoughts puzzle me:” .

- Knowing that to aygue with Brian was only to call in-
to action the éring fires of his fatal malady, I turned .

He was a mere gkeleton. At first T took him for a wolf,
but the shape of his head undeceived me. I opened my -
wallet, and called him to me. He came slowly, stopping
and wagging his tail at every step, and looking me wist-"
fully in the face. I offered him a bit of dried venison,,
and he soon became friendly, and followed me home, and
has never left me since. I called him Chance, after the
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manner I liappened with him ; and' I would not part with
him for twenty dollars.”

Alas, for poor Chance ! he had, unknown to his mas-
ter, contracted a private liking for fresh mutton, and one
night he killed no less than eight sheep that belonged to
Mr. D——, on the front road ; the culprit, who had been
long suspected, was caught in the very act, and this mis-
> chance cost him his life. ~ Brian was sad and gloomy for
many weeks after his favourite’s death.

“ I would have restored the sheep fourfold,” he said, “if
_ he would but have spared the life of my dog.? '

My recollections of Brian seem more particularly to
concentrate in the adventures of one night, when I hap-.
pened to be left alone, for the first time since my arrival
in'Canada. I cannot now imagine how I could have been
such a fool as to give way for four-and-iwenty hours to
such childish fears ; but so it was, and I-will not disguise
my weakness from my indulgent reader.

Moodie had bought a very fine cow of a black man,
named Mollinewx, for which he was to give twenty-seven
dollars. The man lived twelve miles back in/the woods ;
and one fine frosty spring day—(don’t smile at the term
frosty, thus connected with the genial season of the yeat; .
the term is perfectly. correct when applied to the Cana-
dian spring; which, until the middle of May, is the most
dismaf season in the year)—he and John Monaghan took
a rope, and the dog, and sallied forth to fetch the cow
home. - Moodie said that they should be back by six
o'clock in the evening, and charged me to have some-
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thing cooked for supper when they refurned, as he.
doubted not their long walk in the sharp air would give
them a good appetite. This was during the time that I
was without a servant, and living in old Mrs. —’s
shanty.

The day was so bright and clear, and Kgtie was so full
of frolic and play, rolling upon the floor, of toddling from
chair to chair, that the day passed on without my feeling
remarkably lonely. At length the evehing drew nigh,
and I began\to expect my husband’s return, and to think
of the supper that I was to prepare for his reception.
The red ‘heifer that we had bought of Layton, came low-
ing to the door to be milked ; but I did not know how to
milk in those days, and, besides this, I was terribly affaid
of cattle. Yet, as I knew that milk would be required
for the tea, I ran across the méadow to Mrs. Joe, and
begged that one of her gixr]s would be so kind as to milk
for me. My request wa@; greeted with a rude burst of
~ laughter from the whole set.

. “If you can’t milk,” said Mrs. Joe, “ it’s high time you
should learn. My girls are above being helps.”

“I would not ask you but as a great favour; I am
afraid of co®s.”

. “Afraid of cows! Lord bless the woman! A far-
mer’s wife and afraid of cows!” :

Here followed another laugh at my expense; and, in-
dignant at the fefusal of my first and last request, when
they had all borrowed so much from me, I shut the in-
hospltable door, and returned home.
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After many ineffectual attempts, I succeeded at last,
and bore my half-pail of milk in triumph to the house.
Yes! I felt prouder of that milk than many an author of
the best thing he ever wrote, whether in verse or prose ;
and it was doubly sweet when I considered that I had
procured it without being under any obligation to my ill-
natured neighbours. I had learned a useful lesson of in-
dependence, to which in after-years 1 had often again to
refer. I fed little Katie and put her to bed, made the
hot cakes for tea, boiled the potatoes, and laid the ham,
cut in nice slices, in the pan, ready to cook the moment I
" saw the men enter the meadow, and arranged the little
room with scrupulous care and neatness. A glorious fire
was blazing on the hearth, and everything was ready for
their supper; and I began to look out anxiously for their
arrival.

The night had c}osed in cold and f 2y, and I could no
longer distinguish any object at mgre that a few yards
from the door. Bringing in as much wood asI thought
would last me for seferal hours, I closed the door; and
for the first time ine(:]y life, I found myself at night in a
house entirely alone. Then I began to ask myself a
thousand torturing questions as to the reason of their un-

usual absence. Had they lost their way in the woods ?
" Could they have fallen in with wolves (one of my early

bugbears) ?  Could any fatal accident have befallen them ?
I started up, opened the door, held my breath, and listen-
ed. The little brook lifted up its voice in loud, hoarse
wailing, or mocked, in its babbling to the stones, the
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sound of human voices. As it became later, my fears in-
creased in proportion. I grew too'superstitious and ner-
vous to keep the door opem; I not only closed it, but
dragged a héavy box in front, for bolt there was none.
" Several’ lll-lookmg men had, during the day, asked their
way to Toronto. I felt alarmed lest stich rude ‘wayfarers
should come to-night and demand a lodging, and find me
alone and unprotected. Once I thought of running across
to Mrs. Joe, and asking her to let one of the girls stay
with me until Moodie returned ; ‘but the way in which I
had been repulsed in the evening prevented me from
making a second-appeal to their charity.
- Hour aftef hour wore away, and the crowing of the
\lc):cdks proclaimed midnight, and yet they came not. I
burnt out all my wood, and I dared not open the
door to fetch in more. The candle was expiring in the
socket, and' I had not courage to go up into the loft
and procure another before it went finally out. Cold,
heart-weary, and faint, I sat and cried. Every now and
then the furious barking of the dogs at the neighbouring
farms, and the loud cackling of the geese upon our own,
made me hope that they were coming; and then I Lis-
tened till the heating of my own heart excluded all other
sounds. Oh, that unwearied brook! how it sobbed and
moaned like a fretful child ;—what unreal terrors and
fanciful illusions my too active mind conjured up, whilst
listening to its mysterious tones !
Just as the moon rose, the howling of a pack of wolves,
from the great ,yswamp in our rear, filled the whole air.

J
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ir yells were answered by the barking of all the dogs
in thé~vicinity, and the geese, unwilling to be behind-
~hand in the general confusion, set up the most discordant
“screams. I had often heard, and even been amused, dur-
ing the winter, particularly on thaw nights, with hearing
the howls of these formidable wild beasts; but I had
never before heard them alone, and when one dear to me
was abroad amid their haunts. They were directly in
the track that Moodie and Monaghan must have taken;
and I now made no d@bt that they had been attacked
and killed on their return through the woods with the
cow, and I wept and sobbed until the cold grey dawn
peered. in upon me through the smalr dim window. I
have passed many a long cheerless night, when my dear
husband was away from me during the rebellion, and 1
was left in my forest home with five little children, and
6nly an old C.[’rish woman to draw and cut wood for my
fire, and attend to the wants of the family, but that was
the saddest and longest night I ever remember.
~ Just as the day broke my friends the wolves set up a
parting benediction, so loud, and wild, and near to the
house, that I was afraid lest they should break through

_Atre-frail window, or come down the low, wide chimney,
and rob me of my child. But their detestable howls died °
away in the distance, and the bright sun rose up and dis-

- persed the wild horrors of ‘the night, and I looked once
more timidly around me. The sight of the t;ablg spread,
and the uneaten supper, renewed my grief, for I could not
divest myself of the idga that Moodie was dead. I open-

e :
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od the door, and stepped forth into the pure air of the.
early day. A solemn and beautiful repose still hung like
a veil over the face of Nature. The mists of night still
rested upon the majestic woods, and not a sound but the
flowing of the waters went up in the vast stillness. The
earth had not yet raised her matin hymn to the throne of
the Creator. Sad at heart, and weary and worn in spirit,
I went down to the spring and washed my face and
head, and drank a deep draught of its icy waters. On
returning to the house, I met, near the door, old Brian
the hunter, with a large fox danghng across his shoulder,
and the dogs following at his heels.

“Why ! Mrs. Moodie, what is the matter 2 You are
early abroad this morning, and look dreadful ill. Is any-
thing wrong at home ? Is the baby or your hu sband sick ?”

“Oh ! I cried, burstmg into tears, “ I fear he is killed
by the wolves.”

The man stared at me, as if he doubtéd the evidence of
h#s senses, and well he might ; but this one idea had ta-
ken such str?gg possession of my mind that I could ad-
mit no other” I then told him, as well as I could find
_ words, the cause of my alarm, to which he listened very
kindly and patiently. r

“Set your heart at rest ; your-husband is safe. It isa
long journey on foot to Mollineux, to one unacquiinted
with a blazed path in a bush road.” They have staid all

night at the black man’s shanty, and you will see them

baek at noon.” .
I shook my head, and continued to weep.

4

2
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« Well now, in order to satisfy you, I -will saddle my
‘mare, and ride over to the nigger’s, and bring you word
as fast as I can” =~ - d

I thanked him sincerely for his kindness, and returned,
* in somewhat better spirits, to the house. At ten o’clock
my good messenger returned with the glad tidings that
all was well,

The day before when half the journey had been accom-
plished, John Monaghan let go the rope by which- he led
the coy, and she had broken away through the woods,
and returned to her old master; and when they again
reached his place, night had set in, and they were obhged
to wait until the return of day. Moodie laughed heartily
at all my fears; but indeed I found them no joke.

Brian’s eldest son, a lad of fourteen, wag not exactly an.
idiot, but what, in the old country, is very expressively -
termed by the poor people a “natural.” =He - could feed
and assist himself had been taught - imperfectly to
read and write, and could go to anﬂ from the town on er-
rands, and carrya message from one farm house to another; -
but he was a strange, wayward creature, and - ewdently
inherited, in no small degree, his father’s malady.

During the summer months he lived, entirely in the
woods, near his father's dwelling, only returning to obtain
food, which was generally left for him in an outhouse.
In the winter, driven home by the severity of the weather,
he would sit for days together moping in tfe chimpey-
corner, without taking the least notice of what was pas-

-
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sing around him. Brian never mentioned this boy—who
had a strong, active figure, a handsome, but very. inex-
pressive face—without a deep sigh; and I feel certain
that half his own dejection was occasioned by the mental
aberration of his child.

One day he sent the lad with a note to our house, to
know if Moodie would purchase the half of an ox that he

was going to kill. There happened to stand in the corner .

of the room an open wood box, into which several bushels
of fine apples had been thrown; aud, while Moodie was
writing an answer to the note, the eyes of the idiot were
fastened, as if by some magnetic influence, upon the
apples. Knowing that Brian had a very fine orchard, I
did not offer the boy any of the fruit. When the note

was finished, T handed it to him. The lad grasped it me-.

chanically, without removing his fixed' gaze from the
apples.

“Give that to your father, Tom

- The boy answered- not—his ears, his eyes, hls whole
soul, were concentrated in the apples. Ten minutes
elapsed, but he stood motionless, like a pointer at a dead
set. )

“ My good boy, you can go

He did not stir.

“Ts there anything you want ¢’

«T want,” said the lad, without moving his eyes from
the objects of his intense desire, and speaking in a slow,
pointed manner, which ought to have been heard to be
fully appreciated, “ I want ap-ples !’

{




228 ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

“ Oh, if that’s all, take what you like.”
The permission once obtained, the boy flung himself
upon the box with the rapacity of a hawk upon its prey,

after being long poised in the air to fix its -certain aim;
thrusting his hands to the right and left, in order to se-
cure the finest specimens of the devoted fruit, scarcely al-
lowing himself time to breathe until he had filled his old
stfaw hat and all his pockets with apples. To helplaugh-
ing was impossible ; while this new Tom o’ Bedlam darted -
from the house; and scampered across the field for dear
life, as if afraid that we should pursue him to rob him of
his prize. .
It was during this winter that our fnend Brian was
left a fortune of three hundred pounds per annum ; but it
was necessary for him to return to his native country, in
order to take possession of the property. This he. posi-
tively refused to do; and when we remonstrated with
him on the apparent imbecility of this resolution, he de-
clared that he would not risk his life, in crossing the At-
lantic twice, for twenty times that sum. What strange
inconsistency was this, in a being who had three times

attempted to take away that which he dreaded’sk much

to lose accidentally !

I was much amused with an account-which he gave me,
in his quaint way, of an excursion he went upon with a
botanist, to collect specimens of the plants and flowers of
Upper Canada.

“ It was a fine spring day, some ten years ago, and I
was yoking my oxen to drag in some oats I had just sown,

K
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when a little, fat, punchy man, with a broad, red, good-
natured face, and carrying a small black leathern wallet. -
across his shoulder, called to me over the fence, and asked
me if my name was Brian B——? I said ¢ Yes; what of
that ¢’

“¢Only you are the man I want to see. They tell me
that you are better acquainted with the woods than any
person in these parts; and I will pay you anything in
reason if you will be my guide for a few days.’

“*Where do you want to go ? said I

“ ¢ Nowhere in particular,” says he. ‘I want to go here
and there, in all directions, to collect plants and flowers’

“That is still-hunting with a vengeance,” thought I.
‘To-day I must drag in my oats. If to-morrow will suit,
we will be off’

. ““And your charge ? said he. ‘Ilike to be certain of
that.’ ’

~ «¢A doHar a day. My time and labour upon my farm,
at this busy season, is worth more than that.’

“¢True,’ said he. <Well, I'll give you what you ask.
At what time will you be ready to start ? )

“ By daybreak, if you wish it.’

«ma§ he went; and by daylight next morning he
was at my door, mounted upon a stout Fremch pony.
‘What are you going to do with that beast? said L
‘Horses are of no use on the road that you and I are to
travel. You had better leave him in my stable.’

«¢T want him to carry my traps,’ said he; it may be
some days that we shall be absent.’

S h
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“ I agsured him that he must be his own beast of bur-
then, and carry his axe, and blanket, and wallet of food
upon his own back. The little body did not much relish
this arrangement ; but s there was no.help for it, he very
good-naturedly complied. Off we set, and soon climbed
the steep ridge at the back of your 'farm, and got upon

lake plains. The woeds<were flush” with flowers,
_ and the little man grew into such an ecstasy, that at every
fresh specimen he uttered a yell of joy, cut a caper in the
air, and flung himself down upon them, as if he was drunk
with delight. .<Oh, what treasures! wha!: treasures I he
cried. ‘I shall make my fortune !
_ «TIt is seldom I laugh,” quoth Brian, “but I could not
help laughing at this odd little man ; for it was not the.
beautiful blossoms, such as you delight to paint, that drew
forth these exclamations, but the queer little plants which
he had rummaged for at the roots of old trees, among the
moss and long grass. He sat upon a decayed trunk, which
lay in our path, I do believe fora long hour, making an
oration over some greyish things, spétted with red, that
grew upon it, which looked more like mould than plants,
declaring himself repaid for all-the trouble and expense
he had been at, if it were only to obtain a sight of them.
T gathered him a beautiful blossom of the lady’s’ slipper;
but he pushed it back when I presented it to him, saying, . .
Yes, yes; ’tis very fine. Ihave seen that often before; .
but these lichens are splendid.’ -

“ The man had so little taste that Ithought him a fool
end so.I left him to talk to his dear plants, wh11e I shot
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parhﬁdgeé for our supper. We spent six days in the
woods, and the little ‘man filled: his tin case with all sorts
of rubbish, as if he wilfully shut his eyes to the beautiful
flowers, and chose only to admire ugly, insignificant plants,
that everybody else passes by without noticing, and which,
often as I had been in the woods, I never had observed -
before. I never pursued a deer with such earnestness as
he continued his hunt for what he called ‘specimens.*

“ When we came to the Cold Creek, which is pretty -
deep in places, he was ‘in such a hurry to get at some
- plants that grew under the water, that in reaching after
them he lost his balance, and fell head over heels into the
stream. He got a thorough ducking, and was in a terri-
ble fright; but he held on to the flowers, which had
_caused the trouble, and thanked his stars that he had

saved them, as well as his life. 'Well, he was an innocent
man,” continued Brian ; “a very little made him happy,
and at night he would sing and amuse himself like a
child. "He gave me ten dollars for my trouble, and I
never saw him again; but I often think of him, when
‘hunting in the woods that we wandered through toge-
ther, and I pluck the wée plants that he used to admire,
and wonder why he preferred them to the fine flowers.”
When our resolution was formed to sell our farm, and
take up our grant of land in the backwoods, no one was
. 80 earnest in trying to persuade us to give up this ruinous -
"scheme as our friend Brian B——, who became quite elo-
quent in his description of the trials and sorrows that -
awaited us. During the last week of our stay in the
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township of H , he visitéed us every evening, and
never bade us good-night without a tear moistening his
cheek. We parted with the hunter as with an old friend ;
and we never met again. His fate was a sad one. After
we left that part of the country, he fell into a moping
melancholy, which ended in _self-destruction. But a
kinder or warmer-hearted man, while he enjoyed the light
of reason, has seldom crossed our path.




CHAPTER XIL

. THE CHARIVARL

Our fate is seal’d ! ’Tis in vain ta sigh, »
For home, or¢friends, ¢r country left behind.
Come, dry those tears, and lift the downcast eye
To the high heaven of/hope, and be resign’d ;.
‘Wisdom and time wilt justify the deed,
 The eye will cease {0 weep, the heart to bleed.

Love’s thrilling sympathies, affections pure,
All that endear’d and hallow’d your lost home,
Shall on a broad foundation, firm and sure,
Establish peace ; the wilderness become
Dear as the distant'land you fondly prize,
Or dearer visions that in memory rise.

HE moan of the wind tells 6f the coming rain that -
it bears upon its wings; the deep stillness of the
" woods, and the lengthened shadows they cast upon the
- stream, silently but surely foreshow the bursting of the
- thunder-cloud ; and who that has lived for any time upon

the coast, can mistake the language of the waves—that
| deep prophetic surging that ushers in the terrible gale ?
» So it is with the human heart—it has its mysterions
L warnings, its fits of sunshine and shade, of storm-and
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calm, now elevated with anticipations of joy, now de-
pressed by dark presentiments of ill.

All who have ever trodden this earth, possessed of the
powers of thought and reflection, of tracing effects back
to their causes, have listened to these voices of the soul,
and secretly acknowledged their power; but few, very
few, have had courage boldly to declare their belief in

" them: the wisest and the best have given credence to

% them, and the experience of every day proves their truth;
yea, the proverbs of past ages abound with allusions to,
the same subject, and though the worldly may sneer, and
the good man reprobate the belief in a theory which he
considers dangerous, yet the former, when he appears led

. by an irresistible impulse to enter into some fortunate,
but until then unthought of, speculation ; and the latter,
when he devoutly exclaims that God has met him in
prayer, unconsciously acknowledges the same spiritual
agency. For my own part, I have no doubts upon the
-subject, and have found many times, and at different
periods of my life, that the voice in the soul speaks
truly ; that if we gave stricter heed §p its mysterious
warnings, we should be saved much after-sorrow.

Well do I remember how sternly and solemnly this in-
ward monitor warned me of approaching ill, the last

" night!I spent at home ; how it strove to draw me back
. as from a fearful abyss, beseeching me not to leave Eng-
ldnd and emigrate to Canada, and how gladly would 1
ve obeyed the injunction had it still been in my power.

I had bowed to a.superior mandate, the command of duty;

N
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for my husband’s sake, for the sake of the infant, whose
* little bosom heaved against my swelling heart, I had con-
sented to bid adieu for ever to my native shores, and it
" seemed both useless and sinful to draw back.

Yet, by what _stern necessity were 'we driven forth to-
seek a new home amid the western wilds? We were not
compelled -to emigrate. " Bound to England by a thousand
holy and endearing ties, surrounded by a circle of chosen
friends, and happy in each other’s love, we possessed.all
that the world can bestow of good—but wealth. The
half-pay of a subaltern officer, managed with the most
rigid economy, is too small to supply the wants of a °
family ; and if of a good family, not enough to maintain
his original standing in socidty. True, it may find his
children bread, it may ,clothe them 1ndj?<frently, but it
leaves nothing for the -indispensable /fequirements of

"education, or the painful contingencies of sickness and
misfortune. In such a case, it ﬂs both wise .and right to -
emigrate ; Nature points it out as the only safe remedy
for the evils arising out of an over-dense population, and
her advice is always founded upon justice and truth.

‘Up to the period of which I now speak, we had not -
experienced much inconvenience from our very limited
means. Our -wants were few, and we enjoyed many of .
the comforts and even some of- the luxuries of life ; and

_ all had gone on smoothly and lovingly with us until the
birth of our first child. It was then that pruderce whis-

_pered to the father, “ You are happy and contented now,

but this cannot always last ; the birth of that child, whom
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you have hailed with as much rapture as though she were

born o inherit a noble estate, is to you the beginning of
cafe. Your family may increase, and your wants will in- -
creasein proportion ; out of what fund can you satisfy
their demands ? Some provision must be made for the
future, and made quickly, while youth and health enable

you to combat successfully with’ théﬂls of life. When

you married for inclination, you knew that emigration
must be the result of such an act of imprudence in over-

populated England. Up and be doing, while you still

_ possess the means of transporting yourself to a land

" where the industrious can never lack bread, and where

there is a chance that wealth and independence may re-

ward virtuous toil.” ’

Alas| that truth should ever whisper such unpleasant
realities to the lover of ease—to the poet, the anthor, the
musieian, the man of books, of refined taste and gentle-
manly habits. . Yet he took the hint, and began to bestir -
~ himself with the spirit and energy so'-c‘ﬁara»ctenstxc of '
the glorious North, from whence-he sprung.

“ The sacrifice,” he said, “ must be inade, and the sooner
_ the better. My dear wife, I feel confident that you will
“respond to the call of duty, and hand-in-hand and
_heart-in-heart we will go forth to meet difficulties, and,

by the help of God, *.t.o subdue them.” -
"Dear husband ! I'fake shame to myself that my pur-
pose was less firm, that my -héart lingered so far behind
yours in preparing for this great epoch in our lives; that,
. hke Lot’s w1fe, I st turned and looked back, and clung
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with all my strength to the land I was lea,vmg It was
not the hardships of an emigrant’s life I dreaded. I could -
bear mere physical privations philosophically enough ; it
was the loss of the society in.which I had moved, the
want of congenial minds, of persons engaged in congenial
pursuits, that made me so rcluctant to respond“to my
husband’s call.

I was the youngest-in a family remarkable for their
literary attainments; and, while yet a child, I had seen
riches melt away from our once prosperous home, the -
Canadian snows dissolve before the first warm days of
spring, leaving the verdureless earth naked and bare.

TheR was, however, a spirit in my family that rose su-
perior to the crushing influences of adversity. Poverty,
~ which so often degrades the weak mind, became their

best teacher, the stern but fruitful parent of high resolve
and ennobling thought. The very misfortunes that over-
. whelmed, became the- scurce from-whence they derived
both energy and strength, as the inundation of some
mighty river fertilises the shores over which it first-spreads
ruin and desolation. Without losing aught of their for-
mer position in society, they dared to be poor; to place
mind above matter, and muke the talents with which the °

great Father had liberally endowed them, work out their . -

appointed end. The world sneered, and summer friends
forsook them ; they turned their -backs upon the world,
and upon the ephemeral tribes that live but in its smiles.

From out the solitude in which they dwelt, their names - 7

- went forth through, the crowded cities of that cold, sneer-
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ing world, and were mentioned with vespect by the wise
and good ; and what they lost in wealth, they more than
regained in well-carned veputation.

Brought up in this school of self-denial, it would have
been strange indeed if all its wise and holy precepts had

brought forth no corresponding fruit. I endeavoured

reconcile myself to the change that awaited me, to a'ccom/'
modate my mind and pursuits to the new position in
which I found myself placed.

Many a hard battle had we to tight with old prejudices,

- and many-proud swellings of the heart to subdue, before

we could feel the least intprest in the land of our adop-
tion, or look upon it as our home.

All was new, strange, and distasteful to us; we shrank
from the rude, coarse familiarity of the unedueated people
among whom we were thrown ; and they in return view-
ed us-as mnovatorSv who wished -to curtail their indepen-
dence by expectm(r from them the kindly civilities and
‘gentle courtesies of a more refined community. They con-
sidered us proud and shy, when we were only anxiBis not
to give offence.” The semi-barbarous Yankee squatters,

-who had “left their country for their conntry’s good,” and
by whom we were surrounded in our first settlement, de-

tested us, and with them we could have no feeling in
common. We could neither lie nor cheat in our dealings
with them ; and they despised us for our ignorance in trad-

* .ing and our want of smartness.-

The utter want of that common courtesy with which a

_ well-brought-up European addresses the poorest of_ his
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brethren, is severely felt at first by settlers in Canada. At
the period of which I am now speaking, the titles of sir,”
or “madam,” were very rarely applied by inferiors. They
entered your house without knocking ; and while boast-
ing of their freedom, violated onc of its dearest laws,
which considers even the cottage of the poorest labourer
his castle, and his privacy sacred.

“Is your man to hum ?"—*“Is the woman within ?”
were the general inquiries made t6 me by such guests,
while my bare-legged, ragged Irish servants were always -
spoken to as “sir” and “ mem,” as if to make the distinc-
tion more pointed. by

Why they treated our claims to their respect thh g
marked insult and rudeness, I never could satisfactorily
determine, in any way that could reflect honour on.the

. species, or even plead an exc&)}e for its brutality, until I
found that this Iinsolence was more generally practised by

' the low, uneducated emigrants from Britain, who better
understood your claims to their civility, than by the na-
tives themselves. Then I discovered the secret.

The unnatura.l restraint which society imposes upon
these people at home forces them to treat their more for-

. tunate b;‘ethren with a seryile deference which is repug-
nant to their feelings, and ig thrust upon them by the de--
pendent circumstances in ghlch they are -placed. This _

: homagé to rank and education is mot sincere. Hatred
and envy lie rankling at their heart, although hidden by
outward obsequiousness. Necessity compels their obedi-
ence/; they fawn, and cringe, and flatter the wealth on

S
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which they depend for -bread. But let them once emi-
grate, the clog which fettered them is suddenly removed ;
they are free ; and the deurest privilege of this freedom is
to wreak upon their superiors the long-locked-up hatred
of their hearts., They think they can debase you to their
level by disallowing all your claims to distinction ; while
they hope to exalt themsclves and their fellows into ladies
and gentlemen by sinking you back to the only title you
received from Nature—plain “man” and “ woman.”. Oh,
how ‘much more honourable than their vulgar preten-
sions ! “

I never knew the real dignity of these simple epithets

until they were insultingly thrust upon us by the work-
ing-classes of Canada.
. But from this folly the native-born Canadian is exempt ;
" “it is only practised by the low-born Yankee, or the Yan-
keefied British peasantry and mechanics. It originates
" in the enormous reaction springing out of a sudden eman-
c1pat10n from a state of utter dependence into one of un-
restrained liberty. As such, I not only excuse, but for-
give it, for the principle is founded in nature ; and, how-
_ ever disgusting and distasteful to those accustomed to,
different treatment from their inferiors, it is better than |
a hollow profession of duty and attachment urged upon
us by a false and unnatural position. Still, it is very irk-
some until you think more deeply upon it; and then it
serves to amuse rather than to irritate.

And here I would observe, befere quitting this subject,
that of all follies, that of takmg out servants from the old

,A
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country is one of the greatest, and is surc to end in the
loss of the money expended in their passage, and to be-
come the cause of deep disappointment and mortification
to yourself.

They no sooncr set foot upon the Canadian shorés than
they become possessed with this ultra-republican spirit.
All respect for their employers, all subordination is at an
end ; the very air of Canada s&%ers the tie of mutual obli-
gation which bound you tf)gcthcg. They fancy themsel-
ves not only equal to you in rank, but that ignorance and
- vulgarity give them superior claims to notice. They de-
mand the highest wages, and grumble at: dbing half the
work, in return, which they cheerfully performed at home.
They demand to eat at your table, and to sit in your com-
pany, and if you refuse to listen to their dishonest and
" extravagant claims, they tell you that “they are free;
that no contract signed in the old country is binding i
‘Meriky ; that .you may look outfor another person to
fill their place as soon as you like ; and that yqu may get
© the money expended in their passage and outfit in the
best manner you can.”

I was unfortunately persuaded to take out a woman
with me as a nurse for my child during the voyage, as 1
was in very poor health ; and her conduct, and the trouble
and expense she occasioned, were a perfect illustration of
what I have described. -

When we consider the different position in which ser-
vants are placed in the old and new world, ‘this conduct,
ungrateful as it then appeared to me, ought not to create
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the least surprise. In Britain, for instance, they are too
often dependent upon the caprice of their employers for
bread. Their wages are low; their moral condition still
lower. They are brought up in the most servile fear of
the higher classes, and they feel most keenly their hope-

. less degradation, for no effort on their part can better

their condition. They know that if once they get a bad
character they must starve or steal ; and to this convic-

- tion we are indebted for a great deal of their seeming
- fidelity and long and laborious service in our families,
" which we owe less to any moral perception on their part

of the superior kindness or excellence of their employers,
than to the mere feeling of assurance, that aslong as they
do their work well, and are cheerful and obedient, they '
will be punctually paid theirwages, and well hQuéé‘aifénd fed. .

Happy is it for thém and their masters when even this
selfish bond of union exists between them !

But in Canada the state of things in this respect is
wholly reversed. The serving class, comparatively speak-
ing, is small, and admits of little competition. Servants
that understand the work of the country are not easily
procured, and such always can coramand the highest wa-
ges. The possession of a good servant is such an addition
to comfort, that they are persons of no small consequence,
for the dread of starving no longer frightens them into
servile obedience. They can live without you, and they
well know that you cénnot>do without them. If you at-
tempt to practise upon them that common vice of English
mistresses, to scold them for any slight omission or offence,
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you rouse into active operation all their new-found spirit
of freedom and opposition. They turn upon you with a
torrent of abuse ; they demand their wages, and declare
their intention of quitting you instantly. The more in-
convenient the time for you, the more bitker become their
insulting rémarks. They tell you, with a high hand; that
“they are as good as you ; that they can get twenty bet-

ter places by the morrow, and that they don’tcare asnap:
for your anger.” And away they bounce, leaving you to .-

finish a large wash, or a heavy job of ironing, in the best
way you can.

When we look upon such conduct as the reaction aris-
ing out of their former state, we cannot so much blame
them, and are obliged to own that it is the natural result
of a sudden emancipation from férmer restraint. With
all their insolent airs of independence, I must confess
that I prefer the Canadian to the European servant. If
they turn out good and faithful, it springs more from
real respect and affection, and you possess in your domes-
tic a valuable assistant and friend; but this will never
be the' case with a servant brought out with you from
the old country, for the reasons before assigned. The
happy independence enjoyed in this highly-favoured land

is nowhere better illustrated than in the fact that no do-
~ mestic can be treated with cruelty or insolence by an un-
benevolent or arrogant master. ~

Forty years has made as great a difference in the
state of society in Canada as it has in its commercial and
political 'importance. When we came to the Canadas,

3
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society was composed of elements which did not always
amalgamate in the best possible manner.

The Canadian women, while they retain the bloom and
freshness of youth, are exceedingly pretty; but these
charms soon fade, owing, perhaps, to the fierce extremes
of their climate, or the withering effect of the dry, metal-
lic air of stoves, and their going too early into company
and being exppsed, while yet children, to the noxious in-
ﬁu%ée of late, hours and the sudden change from heated
rooms, 43 the cold biting, bitter winter blast. ’

Though small in stature, they are generally well and
smen?tncally formed, and possess a graceful, easy car- ..
riage,/ The early age at which they marry and are intro- \

- d ?i into society, takes from them all awkwardness and

restraint.

They have excellent practical abilities, which, with a
little mental culture, wgtld render them intellectual and
charming companions. { At present, too many of these
truly lovely girls remind” one of choice ﬁowers half
buried in weeds.

Music and dancing are their chief accomplishments.
Though possessing an excellent general taste for music, it
is seldom in their power to bestow upon its study the
time which is required to make a really good musician.
They are admirable proficients in the other art, which
they acquire readily, with the least instruction, often
without any instruction at all, beyond that which is
given almost intuitively by a good ear for time, and a \
quick perception of the harmony of motion.
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The waltz is their favourite dance, m which old and
young join with the greatest avidity; it is not unusual
to see parents and their grown-up children da,ncmg in the
same set in a public ball-room:

On emtering one of the public ball-roomy, a stranger
would be delighted with such a display of p%ty faces and
neat figures. Ihave hardly ever seen a really plain Can-

adian girl in her teens; and a downright ugly one is al-
- most unknown. 7 ’

The high cheek-bones, wide mouth, and turned-up nose
of the Saxon race, 30 common among the lower classes in
Bntam are here succeeded in the next generation, by the
small oval face, straight riose, and ‘beautifully-cut mouth
of the American ; while the glowing tint of the Albion
rose pales before the withering influence of late hours and
stove-heat.

They are naturally a fine people and possess capabili-
ties and talents, which when improved by cultivation will
render them second to no people in the world; and that®
period is not far distant.

To the benevolent philanthropist, whose heart has bled
over the misery and pauperism of the lower classes in
Great Britain, the almost entire absence of mendicity from
Canada would be highly gratifying. Canada has few, if
any, native beggars ; her objects of charity are generally
imported from the mother country, and these are never
suffered to want food or clothing. The Canadians are a
trly charitable people ; no pefson in distress is driven
with harsh and cruel language from their doors ; they not

.
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only gener;)usly relieve the wants of suffering sfra.ngers

. cast upon their bounty, but they nurse them in sickness,
and use every means in their power to procure them em-
ployment. The number of orphan children yearly adopt-
‘ed by wealthy Canadians, and treated in every respect as
their own, is almost incredible.

Itisa glono s country for the labourmg classes, for
while blessed yith health, they are always certain of em-
ployment, and certain also to derive from it ample means
of support fgr their families. An industrious, hé.rd—work—

ip/a few years is able to purchase from his sav-
ings a homestead of his own ; and in process of time be-
comes one of the most important and prosperous class of
settlers in- Canada, her free and independent yeomen, who
form the bones and sinews of this rising country, and
from among whom she already begins to draw- her sena-
tors, while their educated sons become- the aristocrats of
the rising generation. - -

Tt has often been remarked to me by people long resi-
dent in the colony, that those who come to the country
destitute of means, but able and willing to work, invari-
ably improve their condition and become independent;
while the gentleman who brings*out with him a small
capital is too often tricked and cheated out of his proper-
ty, and drawn into rash and dangerous speculations which’
terminate in his ruin. His children, neglected and unedu-
cated, but brought up with ideas far beyond their means,
and suffered to waste their time in idleness, seldom take to
work, and not unfrequently sink down to the lowest class.




THE CHARIVARIL

It was towards the close of the summer of 1833, which
" had been unusually cold and wet for Canada, while Moo-
die was absent at D , inspecting a portion of his
government grant of land, that T was startled one night,

just before retiring to rest, by the sudden firing of guns -

in our near vicinity, accompanied by shouts and yells, the

braying of horns, the beating of drums, and the barking .

of all the dogs in the neighbourhood. I never heard a
" more stunning uproar. of discordant and hideous sounds.
What could it all mean ? “The maid-servant, as much
alarmed as myself, opened the door and listened.”
“The goodness defen;bus " she exclaimed, quickly clos-
ing it, and drawing a’bolt seldom used. “We shall be

murdered. The Yankees must have taken Canada, and"

are-marching hither.”

“Nonsense! that cannotbe. Besides, they would never
leave the main road to attack a poor place like this. . Yet
the noise is very near. Hark! they are firing again.
Bring me the hammer and some nails, and let us secure
the windows.”

The next moment I laughed at my folly in attempting
to secure a log hut, when the application of a match to its

rotten walls would consume it in a few minutes. Still, '

as the noise increased, I was really frightened. My ser-
vant, who was Irish (for my Scotch girl, Bell, had taken
to herself a husband, and I had been obliged to hire an-

other in her place, who had been only a few days in the 4

country), began to cry-and wring her hands, and lament
her hard fate in coming to Canada.

~
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Just at this critical moment, when we were bc_)t.h self-
convicted of an arrant cowardice, which would have
shamed a Canadian girl of six years old, Mrs. O—— tap-

- ped at the door, and although generally a most unwel-

come visitor, from her gossiping, mischievous propensities,

. I gladly let her in.

“Do tell me,” I cr1ed “the meaning of this strange up-

_roar P

“Oh, ’tis nothing,” she rephed laughmg “You and
Mary look as white as a sheet; but you need not be
alarmed. A set of wild fellows have met to charivari Old
Satan, who has married his fourth wife to-night, a young
girl of sixteen. I should not wonder if some mischief
happens among them, for they are a bad set, made’ up of
all the idle loafers about Port-H. and C—"
“What is a charivari ” said I “Do, pray, enlighten

”

me.” . o

“ Have you been nine months in Canada, and ask that
question ?  Why, I thought you knew everything! Well,
I will tell you what it is. The charivari is a custom that
the Canadians got from the French, in the Lower Pro-
vince, and a queer custom it is. When an old man mar-
ries a young wife, or an old woman a young husband, or
two old people, who ought to be thinking of their graves,
enter for the second or third time into the holy estate of
wedlock,-as the priest calls it, all the idle young fellows
in the neighbourhood meet together to charivari them.
For this purpose they disguise themselves, blackening
their faces, putting their clothes on hind part before, and _
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wearing horrible masks, with grotesque icaps on their
heads, adorned with cocks” feathers and bells. They then
- form in a regular body, and proceed to the bridegroom’s
house, to the sound of tin kettles, horns, and drums, crack-
ed fiddles, and all the discordant instruments they can
collect together. Thus equipped, they surround the house
where the wedding is held, just at the hour when the
. happy couple are supposed to be about io retire to rest—
beating upon the door with clubs and sf,aves, and demand-
ing of the bridegroom admittance to| drink the bride’s
health, or in lieu thereof to receive a certain sum of
nioney to treat the band at the nearest tavern?q
«If the bridegroom refuses to appear and gfant their
request, they commence the horrible din you heard, firing -
-guns charged with peas against the doors and windows,
rattling old pots and kettles, and abusing him for his
stinginess in no measured terms. Sometimes they break
open the dodrs, and seize upon the bridegroom ; and he
may esteem himself a very fortunate man, under such cir-
cumstances, if he escapes being ridden upon a rail, tarred
and feathered, and otherwise maltreated. ~I have known
many fatal accidents arise out of an impradent refusal to
satisfy the demands of the assailants. People have even
lost their lives in the fray; and I think-the Government
should interfere, and put down these riotous meetings.
Surely it is very hard that an old man cannot marry a
young gal, if she is willing to take him, without asking
the leave of such a rabble as that. What right have they
to interfere with his private affairs
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“ What, indeed ?” said I, feeling a truly British indig-
nation at such a lawless infringement upon the natural
rights of man.

« remember,” continued Mrs. O——, who had got fair-
ly started upon a favourite subject, “a scene of this kind,
that was acted two years ago, at ——, when old Mr. P——
took his third wife. He was a very rich storekeeper, and
had made during the war a great deal of money. He felt
lonely in his old age, and married a young, handsome
widow, to enliven his house. The ladsin the village were
determined 'to make him pay for his frolic. This got

y wind, and Mr. P—— was advised to spend the honeymoon
‘in Toronto,; but he only laughed, and said that ¢ he was -
. *not going to be frightened from his comfortable home by
the threats of a few wild boys. In the morning, he was
married at the church ‘and spent the day at home, where
he entertained a large party of his own and the -bride’s -
friends. During the evening all the idle ehaps in the
town collected round the house, headed by a mad young
bookseller, who had offered himself for their captain, and
in the usual forms, demanded a sight of the bride, ‘and
liquor to drink her health. They were very good-natured-
ly received by Mr. P , who sent a friend down to them
to bid them welcome, and to inquire on what terms they
would consent to let him off, and disperse.

“The captain of the band demanded sixty dollars, as
“he, Mr. P——, could well afford to pay it.

“<That’s too much, my fine fellows? cried Mr. P— °

- from the Open window. ‘Say twenty-five, and I will
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send you down a cheque upon the bank of Montreal for
the money.’

* «<Thirty ! thirty ! thirty ! old boy ! roared a hundred
voices. ‘ Your wife’s worth. that. Down with the cash,
and-we will give you three cheers, aid three time three
for the bride, and leave you to sleep in peace. If you
hang back, we will raise such a “larum about your ears
that you shan’t know that your wife’s your own for a_ .
month to come ! :

«<Tll give you twenty-five, remonstrated the bride-
groom, not the least alarmed “at their threats ‘and lauo'h-
ing all the time in his sleeve.

“‘Thirty ; not one copper less! Here they ga}ve him -
such a salute of diabolical sounds that he ran from the
window with his hand§ to his ears, and his friend came
down to the verandab, and gave them the sum they re-
quired. They did not expect that the old man would
have been so- liberal, and they gave him. the ¢ Hip, hip,
hip, hurrah I in fine style, and marched off to ﬁmsh h the

. night and spend the money at the tavern.” \
"~ - “And do people allow themselves to he bullied out’ of
their property by such ruffians 27 - S~ ‘

“Ah, my dear! ’tis the custom of the country, and tys
not so easy to put ‘it down. But I can tell you that'a
chanvarx is not always a joke. '

Z “There was another affair that happened JllSt “before
%rou‘ ame to the place, that -occasioned no small talk in
elghbourhood and well it might, for it was a moqt

ceful piece of business, and attended with vkry
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serious consequences: Some of the chanvarl party had tq

~ fly, or they might have-ended their days in the pemtentlaxy

- “There was a runaway nigger from the States came to

the village, and set up a barber’s -poll, and settled ambng,

us. I am no friend to the blacks; but really Tom Smith

was such a quiet, good-natured fellow, and $o civil and -

obliging, that he soon got a good business. H:/ was
clever, too, and clzaned old clothes until they looked al-

 most as good as new. Well, after a time he persua,éed a

white girl to marry him. She was not a bad- lobkmor
Irishwoman, and I can’t think what bewitched the crea-
ture to take him. - /
“Her marriage with the black man created a great
sensation in the town. All the young fellows were indig-
fant at his presumption and her folly, and the}‘% deter-
mined to give them the charivari in fine style, and punish
them both for the 1mult they had put upon the pla,ce
- “Some of the young gentlemen in the town Jomed in

the frolic. They went so far as to enter the house -drag '

the poor nigger from his bed,- and in spite-of his shrieks
for mercy, they hurried him out into the cold air—forit
was winter—and almost naked as he was, rode’ him upon
arail, and so ill-treated him that he died under their hands.

“They left the body, when they found what had hap--
" pened, and fled. The ringleaders escaped across the lake

to the other side ; and those who remained ¢ould not be™®

sufficiently identified to bring them to trial. The affair
was hushed up ; but it gave great uneasiness to several
respectable families whose sons were in the scrape.”
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. But scenes like these must be of rare occurrence ?’
“They are more common than you imagine. A man
was killed up at W the other day, and two others
dangerously wounded, at a charivari. The bridegroom
~ was a man in middle life, a desperately resolute and pas-
sionate man; and he swore that if such riff-raff dared to
' interfere with him, he would shoot at.them with as little .
compunction” as he would at so many crows. His threats
only increased the mischievous determination of the mob -
to torment him ; and when he refused to admit their
deputation, or even to give them a portion of the wed-
ding cheer, they determined to frighten him into compli-
" ance Ry firing several guns, loaded with peas, at his door. .
Their salute was returned, from the chamber window, by
" the dlscha.rge of a double-barrelled gun, loaded with buck-
shot. The crowd gave back with a  tremendous- yell.
Their leader was shot through the heart, and two of the
* foremost in the- scuffle dangerously wounded. They
vowed they would set fire to the house, but the bride-
groom boldly stepped to the.-window, -and told them to
try it, and before they, could light a torch he would fire
among them again, as his gun was reloaded, and he would
discharge-it at them as long as one of them dared to re-
main on his premises.
- “They cleared off; but though Mr. A————- was not

-, punished /for the accident, as it was called, he became a

- marked man, and lately 18t the colony, to settle in the
" United States. - -

« Why, Mrs. Moodie, you look qmte serious. I .can,
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however, tell you a less dismnl tale.  A.charivari wonld
“weldom be ntt-ondod with bad ‘consequences if  people
 waiild take it as a joke, and join in the spree.”

A very dignified proceeding, for a bride and bride-

" groom to make thomsolvm the lmtghmg-qtmk of fmch
people 1"

“Oh, but custom mmnclhw us to everything ; and "tis
better to give up a little of our pride than cndanger the
lives of our fellow-creatures. [ have been told a story of
a lady in the Lower Province, whostook for_her second
husband a young fellow, who, ay far as his age was con-
cerned, might have been her son. The mob surrounded
_Tier house at night, carrying her effigy in an open coffin,
supported by six young lads, with white favours in their
hats; and they buried the poer bride, amid shouts of
laughter, and the'usual aecompaniments, just opposite
her drawing-room windows. The widow was highly
amused by the whole of their proceedings, but she wisely
let them have theirown way. She lived in.a strong .
stone house, and she barred the doors, and closed the iron
shutters, and set them at defiance. A

“< As long as she en_]oyed her health, she said, ¢ they
were welcome to bury her in effigy as.often as' they
pleased ; she was really glad to be able to afford amuse-
.Jment to s¢ many people.’

LE Night after night, during the whole of that winter, .
the satne party beset her house with ‘their dmbohca.l
‘musie; but she only laughed at them. -

"~ The ieader of the mot Was & younghwyerfromihese— '
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parts, & sad mischievous fellow ; the widow became aware
of this, and she invited him one evening to take tea with
n small party at her house. He accepted the invitation,
was charmed with her hearty and hospitable welcome,
and soon found himself quite at home; but only think

_ how ashamed he must have felt, when the same 'larum

commenced, at.the usual hour, in front of the lady’s
house ! .. )

“‘Oh, snid Mrs. R—, smiling to her husband, ‘here
come our friends. Really, Mr. K—-— they amuse usso
much of an evenmg that I should feel guite dull without
them.’

“From that hour the charivari ceMed and the old lady -
was left to enJoy the society of her young husband in
quiet.

“I assure you, Mrs, M——, that the charivari often

~ deters old people from making disgraceful marriages, so

that it is not wholly without its pise.”

A few days after the charivari affair, Mrs. D—— step-
ped in to sée me. She was an American ; a very respect-
able old lady, who resided in a handsome frame-house
on the main road. I was at dinner, the%ervant-girl, in
the meanwhile, nursing my child at a distance. Mrs.

¥ D—— sat looking at me very seriously until I concluded
. my meal, her dinner having been taken several hours
before. 'When I had finished, the girth.gave me the child, .

~ and then removed the dinner-service into an outer room.

“You don’t eat with your helps,” said my visitor, “Is

. notth&tsomethmghkepndez” - A
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“TIt is custom,” said I ; “ we were not used to do so at
home, and I think that keeping a separate table is more -
comfortable for both parties.”

“ Are you not both of the same flesh and blood ? The
rich and the poor meet together, and the Lord is the
maker of them all.”

“True. - Your quotation is just, and I assent to it with
all my heart. There is no difference in the flesh and
. blood; but education makes a difference in the mind and
manners, and till these can assimilate, it is better to keep
apart.” ) :

“Ah ! you are not a good Christian, Mrs. Moodie. The
Lord thought more of the poor than He did of the rich,
and He obtairied more followers from among them. Now,
we always takes our meals with our’people.”

Presently after, while talking over the affairs of out
households, I happened to say that the cow we had bought
of Mollineux had turned out extremely well, and gave a
great deal of milk’

“That man lived with us several years,” she said ; « he
was an excellent servant, and D paid him his wages
in land. The farm that he now occupies forms a part of
our U. E. grant. But, for all his good conduct, I never
could abide him, for being a black.”

“Indeed! Is henot the same flesh and blood as the rest ¢’

The colour rose into Mrs. D 's sallow face, and she
answered with much warmth, :

“ What ! do you want to compare me with a nigger ¥’

“Not exactly. But, after all, the colour makes the only
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difference between him and uneducated men of the same
class.”

“Mrs. Moodie !” she exclaimed, holding up her hands in
pious horror ; “ they are the children of the devil! God
never condesccnded to make a nigger.”

« Such an idea is an impeachment of the power and
majesty of the Almighty. How can you believe in such
an ignorant fable 2’

“Well, then,” said my monitress, in high dudgeon, “if
the devﬂ drd” not make them, they are descended from

“ But all Cain’s osterlty perished in the flood.”
My visitor was pu ) S
- “The African race, it is generally believed, are the -

descendants of Ham, and to“many of their tribes the curse
pronounced against him seems o cling. To be the ser-
vant of servants is bad enough, without our making their
condition worse by our cruel persec tions. Christ came
to seek and to save that which was lost; and in proof of
this inestimable promise, he did not re;j\e%;he Ethiopian
eunuch who was baptized by—Philip, and who was, doubt-
less, as black as the rest of his people. Did you not adrit’
Mollineux o your table with your other helps ?”

“Mercy sake! do you think thatIwould sit down at the
same table with a nigger ? My helps would leave the
house if I dared to put such an affront upon them. Sit
down with a dirty black, indeed !”

“Do you think, Mrs. D , that there will be any
negroes in heaven %’
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“ Certainly not, or I, for one, would never wish to go
there ;” and out of the house she sallied in high disdain.

Yet this was the woman who had given me such a
plausible lecture on pride. Alas, for our fallen nature!
‘Which is more subversive of peace and Christism fellow-
ship—ignorance of our own characters, or of the characters
_of others ? - i , '

Our departure for the woods became now a frequent
theme of conversation. My husband had jhsf: returned
from an exploring expedition to the back woods, and was
delighted with the prospect of removing thither.




CHAPTER XIIL
A JOURNEY TO THE WOODS.

’Tis well for us poor denizens of earth
That God conceals the future from our gaze ;
Or Hope, the blessed watcher on Tife’s tower,
‘Would fold her wings, and on the dreary waste
Close the bright eye #that through the murky clouds
Of blank Despair still sees the glorious sun.

e

ﬁl}iT was a bright frosty morning when I bade adieu to

the farm, the birthplace of mylittle Agnes, who,
nestled beneath my cloak, was sweetly sleeping on my

knee,.unconscious of the long journey before us into the
wilderness. The sun had not as yet risen. Anxious to
get to our place of destination before dark, we started as
early as we could. Our own fine team had been sold the
day before for forty pounds ; and one of our neighbours, a
Mr. D - Was to convey us and our household goods to -
Douro for the sum of twenty dollars. During the week
he had made several journeys, with furniture and {stoi'es ;
and all that now remained was to be conveyed”fo the
woods in two large lumber sleighs, one driven by himself,
 the other by a younger brother. y ) '
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It was not without regret that I left Melsetter, for so
my husband had called the place, after his father’s estate
in Orkney. It was a beautiful, picturesque spot ; and,in
spite of the evil neighbourhood, I had learned to love it;
indeed, it was much against my wish that it was sold. I
had a great dislike to removing, which involves a neces-
sary loss, and is apt to give to the emigrant roving and
unsettled habits. But all regrets were now useless; and
happily unconscious of the life of toil and anxiety that
awaited us in those dreadful woods, I tried my best to be
cheerful, and to regard the future with a hopeful eye.

Our driver was a shrewd, clever man for his opportuni-
ties. He took charge of the living cargo, which consisted
of my husband, our maid-servant, the two little children,
and myself—besides a large hamper, full of poultry, a dog
and a cat. The lordly sultan of the imprisoned seraglio .
thought fit to conduct himself in a very eccentric man-
ner, for at every barn-yard we happened to pass, he clap-
ped his wings, and crowed so'long and loud that it afford-
ed great amusement to the whole party, and doubtless
was very edifying to the poor hens, who lay huddled t,o-‘
gether as mute as m#we. ‘

“That 'ere rooster thinks he’s on the top of the heap,”
said our driver, laughing. “I guess he’s not used to trav-
elling in a close conveyance. Listen! How all the crow-

-ers in the neighbourhood give him back a note of defiance |
But he knows that he’s safe. enough at the bottom of the
basket.”

The day was so bnght. for the time!of year (the first
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week in February), that we suffered no inconvenience
from the cold. Little Katie was enchanted with the jing-
ling of the sleigh-bells, and, nestled among the packages,
kept singing or talking to the horses in_her baby lingo.
Tnﬂmg as these little incidents were, before we had pro-
ceeded ten miles on our long journey, they revived my
drooping spirits, and I began tq feel a lively interest in
the scenes through which we were passing.

The first twenty miles of the way was over a hilly and
well-cleared country ; and as in winter the deep snow fills
up the inequalities, and makes all roads alike, we glided -
as swiftly and steadily along as if they had been the best
highways in the world. Anon, the clearings began to di-
minish, and tall woods arose on either side of the path ;
their solemn aspect, and the deep silence that broodéd
over their vast solitudes, inspiring the mind with a strange
awe. Not a breath of wind stirred the leafless branches,
whose huge shadows—reflected upon the dazzhng white
covering of snow—Ilay so perfectly still, that it seemed as
if Nature had suspended her operations, that life and mo-
tion had ceased, and that she was sleeping in her wind-
ing-sheet, upon the bier of death.

“T1 guess you will find the woods pretty lonesome said
our driver, whose thoughts had been evillently employed‘
on the same subject as our own. “ We were once in the
woods, but emigration has stepped a-head of us, and made
our'n a cleared part of the country. When I was a boy,
all this country, for thirty miles on every side of us, was
bush land. As to Peterborough, the place was unknown ;
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not a settler had ever passed through the great swamp,
.and some of them beheved that it was the end of the

world.” \

“What swamp is that ?” asked I.

“ Oh, the great Cavan swamp. We are just two miles
from it ; and T tell you that the horses will need a good -
rest, and ourselves a good dinner, by the time we are
through it Ah! Mrs. Moodie, if ever you travel that
way in summer, you will know something about corduroy
roads. I was 'most jolted to death last fall; I thought it
would have been no bad notion to have insured my teeth
before I left C——. I really expected that. they would
have been shook out of my"head before we had done
manceuvring over the big logs.

“How will my crocKery stand’ it in the next sleigh ?’
quoth I.  “If the road is such as you describe, [ am afraid
that I shall not bring a whole plate,to"Douro.”

. “Oh! the snow'is a gréat leveller—it makes all rough
places smooth. - But with regard to this swamp I have
something to tell you. About ten _years ago, no one had
~ ever seen the other side of it ; and if pigs-or cattle stray-
ed away into it, they fell a prey to the Wolves and bears,
and were seldom recove

“ An old Scotch emigra¥®who had located - himself on
this side of it, so often lost. h1s beasts that he determined
during the summer season, to try and explore the place,
and see if there were any end to it. So he takes an axe on
his shoulliier, and a bag of provisions for a week, not for-
getting a flask of whiskey, and off he starts all alone, and
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tells his wife that if he never réturned, she and little Jock
must try and carry on the farm without him ; but he was
determined to see the end of the swamp, even if it led to
the other world. He fell upon a fresh cattle track which
he followed all that day; and towards night he found
himself in the heart of a tangled wilderness of bushes, and
himself half eaten up with mosqultoes and black-flies.
He was more than tempted to give in, and return home
by the first glimpse of light. ’ -

“The Scotcl are a tough people they are not easily
daunted—a few difficulties only seem to make them more
eager to get on; and he felt ashamed the next moment, as

" he told me, of giving up. So he finds out a large thick
cedar-tree for his bed, climbs up, and coiling himself
among the branches like a bear, he was soon fast asleep.

“The next morning, by daylight, he continued his Jjour-
ney, not forgetting to blaze with his axe the trees to the
right and left as he went along.” The ground was so

“ spongy and wet that at every step he plunged up to his
knees in water, but he seemed no nearer the end of the -
swamp than he had been the day before. He saw sever-
al deer, a racoon, and a ground-hog, during his walk, but
was unmolested by bears or wolves. Having passed
through several creeks; and killed a great many snakes,
he felt so weary towards the close of the second day that
he determined to go home the next morning. But just as
he began to think his search was fruitless, he observed
that the cedars and tamaracks which had obstructed his
vath became less numerous, and were succeeded by bass
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and soft maple. The ground, also, became less moist, and
_he was soon ascending a rising slope, covered with oak
‘and beech, which shaded land of the very best quality.
The old man was now fully convinced that he had cleared
the gfeat swamp ; and that,instead of leading to the other
~ world, it had conducted him to a country that would yield
the very best returns for cultivation. His favourable re-
port led to the formation of the road that we are about to
cross, and to the settlement of Peterborough, which is one
of the most promising new settlements in this district, and
is surrounded by a splendid back country.”

We were descending a very steep hill, and encountered -
an ox-sleigh, which was crawling slowly up it in a con-
trary direction. Three people were seated at the bottom
of the vehicle upon straw, which made a cheap substitute
" for buffalo-robes. Perched, as we were, upon the crown
of the height, we looked completely down into the sleigh,
and during the-whole course of my life I never saw three
" uglier mortals collected into such a narrow space. The~
man was blear-cyed, with a hare-lip, through which Ppro-
truded two dreadful yellow teeth that resembled the tusks
of a boat. The woman was long-faced, high cheek-boned,
red-haired, and freckled all overlike a toad. The boy re-
sembled his hideous mother, but with the addition of a

villanous obliquity of vision which rendered him the most
' disgusting object in this singular trio: ]

As we passed them, our driver gave aknowing nod to
my husband, directing, at the same time, the most quizzi-
cal glance towards the strangers, as he exclaimed, “ We are-
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in luck, sir!- I think that “ere sleigh may be called
Beauty’s egg-basket !”

We made ourselves very merry at the poor people’s ex-
pense, and Mr. D—— ‘with his odd stories and Yankeefied_
- expressions, amused the tedium of our progress through
thé great swamp, which in summer présents for-several
miles one uniform bridge of rough and unequal logs, all
laid loosely -across huge sleepers, so that they jump up and
down, when pressed by the wheels, like the keys of a

piano. The rough motionand Joltmor occasioned by this

-collision is so distressing, that it never “fails to entail upon
the traveller sore boﬁes'avnd an aching head for the rest

“of the day.” The path is so narrow over these logs that
two waggons cannot pass without great difficulty, which
is rendered more dangerous by the deep natural ditches on
_sither-side of the bridge, formed by broad creeks that flow
out of the swamp, and often terminate in mud-holes of
very ominous dimensions. The snew, however, hid from
as all the ugly features of the road, and Mr. D ‘steer-
ed us through in perfect safety, and landed us at the door
of a little log house which crowned the steep hill on the
other side of-the swamp, and which he dignified with the °
name of a tavern.  o-%

It was now two oclock We had been on the road
since seven; and men, women, and.children were all
readyfor the good dimmer that Mr. D had promised
us at this splendid house of entertamment where we
were destined to stay for- two hours to refresh ourselves
and rest the horses
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« Well, Mrs, J—, what have you got for our dinner?"
said our driver, after he had. seen to the accommodation
of his teams.

« Pritters* and pork, sir. Nothing else to be had in the
woods. Thank God, we have enough of that!”

‘D shrugged up his shoulders, and l6oked at us.

“We've plently of that same at home. But hunger’s
good sauce. Come, be Spry,; mdow a.nd see sbout it, for
I am very hungry.” ;:_».-»

- T inquired for a pnvate.&rbbm for myself and the chil-
dren, buf? there were no private rodms in the house. The
apartment we occupied was like the cobbler’s stall in the .
old song; and I was obliged to attend upon | them in public.

“ You have much to learn, ma’am, 1£ you are gomg to
the woods,” said Mrs. J— "~ -

“To unlearn, you mean,” said Mr. D—— “To tell

e i E e CrUtH; M Mwtdie; tadies and-géntlomen.bawon, .
business in the woods. Eddication spoils man or woman
for that location. So, widow (turning to our hostéss), |
you are not tired of living alone yet ¢’

“ No, sir ; I have no wish for a second husba.nd. I had
enough of the first. I like-to have my own way-~to lie -
down mistress, and ge} up master.” ..

“You don’t like to be put out of your old way,” re-
turned he, with a mjschievous glance.

. She coloured very red; but it might be the heat
of the fire 8ver which 1ghe was frymg the, pork for our |
dmner o s = :

"335'

5




A JOURNEY TO THE WOODS. 267

I was very hungry, but I felt no appetite for the dish she
was preparing for us. It proved salt, hard, and unsavoury.

D—— pronouneed it very bad, and the whiskey still
worse, with which he washed it down.

I'asked for a cup of tea and a slice of bread. But they
were out of tea, and the hop~nsmg, had failed, and there
was no bread in the house. For this disgusting meal we
paid at the rate of a quarter of a dollar a-head.

I was glad when the horses being again put to, we es-
»caped from the rank odour of the fried pork and were
_once more in the fresh air.

“ Well, mister; did not you grudge your money for
that bad meat 't” said D——, when we were once more
seated in the sleigh:  “ But in these parts the worse the
fare the higher the charge.”

“I would not have cared,” saxd I, «if I could have got
a cup of tea.”

““Tea! it's poor trash. I never could drink tea in my
lif, But I like coffee, when ’tis boiled till it's,quite
black. But coffee is not good without plenty of ‘trim-
mings.” : ) :

“What do you mean by trimmings ¢’

He laughed. -“Good sugar, and sweet cream. Coffee
is not worth drinking without trimmings.”-
, Often in after-years have I recalled the coffee trim-
ﬁmgs, when ‘endeavouring to drink the vile stuff which

goes by thé nawe of coffee in. the hom_éﬂerm -

_ment in the country:
We had now passed through the narrow strip of clear-

1
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ing which surrounded the tavern, and again entered upon
the woods. It was near sunset, and we were rapidly
descending a steep hill, when one of the traces that held
our sleigh suddenly breke-—D—— pulled up in order to
repair the damage. His brother’s team was close behind,
and our unexpected stand<gtill brought the horses upon us
hefore J. D could stop them. I received so violent a
blow from the head of one of them, just in the back of
the neck, that for a few minutes [ was stunned and in-
sensible. 'When T recovered, I was supported in the arms
of my husband, over whose knees I was leaning, and D—
- was rubbmg my hands and temples with snow. ’

“There, Mr. Moodie, she’s commg—bo I thought she
was killed. I have seer” a man before now killed by a
blow from a horse’s head in the like manner.” As soon
as we could, we resumed our places in the sleigh ; but all

 enjoyment of our journey, had it been otherwise possible,
Wwas gone.

When we reached Peterborough Moodie wished us to
remain at the inn all night, as we had still eleven miles
of our journey to perform, and that sthrough a blazed.
forest-road, little travelled, and very .much impeded by
fallen trees and other obstacles ; but D—— was anxious
to get back as soon as possible to his own home, and he
urged us very patheticglly to proceed. .

The moon arose during our stay at the inn, and gleamed
upon the straggling frame-houses which then: formed -
the now populous and thriving town of Peterborough-
We crossed the wild, rushing, beautiful Otonabee river
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by a,rude bridge, and soon found ourselves journeying
over the plains or level heights beyond the village, which
were thinly wooded with picturesque groups of oak and
pine, and very much resembled & gentleman’s park at
"home. -

Far below, to our right (for we were upon the Smith-
town side) we heard the rushing of the river, whose
rapid waters never receive curb from the iron chain of
. winter. Even while the rocky banks are coated with ice, °

and the frost-king suspends from every twig and branch

the most beautiful and fantastic crystals, the black
waters rush foaming. along, a thick steam rising con-
stantly above the rapids, as from a boiling pot. The
shores vibrate and tremble beneath the force of the im-
. petuous flood, as it whirls round cedar-crowned-islands
and opposing rocks, and hurries on to pour its tEB‘ute
_ into the Rice Lake, to swell the calm, majestic grandeur
of the Trent, till its waters are lost in the beautiful bay
of Quinté, and finally merged in the blue ocean of On-
tario. », '

The most renowned of our English rivers dwindle into
little muddy rills when compared with the sublimity of
the Canadian waters. No langiage can adequately ex-
press the solemn grandeur of herlake and river scenery ;
" the glorious islands that float, like visions from fairy land,
upon the bosom of these azure mirrors of her cloudless
skies; No dreary breadth of marshes, covered with flags, -

 hide from our gaze the' expanse of heaven-tinted waters; — -

"o fogl mud-banks spread the unwholesome exhalations
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around. The rocky shores are crowned with the.cedar,
the birch, the alder, and soft maple, that dip their long:
tresses in the pure stream ; from every crevice in the
limestone the harebell and Canidian rose wave their
graceful blossoms. —N\ _

The fiercest droughts of summer may diminish the
volume am(power- of these romantic streams, but it
never leaves their rocky chann®ls bare, nor checks the -
mournful music of their dancing waves.

" Through the openings in the forest, we now guid then
caught the silver gleam of the river tumbling on in moon-
light splendour, while the hoarse_ckiding of the wind in
the lofty pines above us gave a fitting response to the
melancholy cadence of the waters. .

The children had fallen asleep. A deep silence per-
vaded the party. ; Night was above us with her mysteri-
ous stars. The ancient forest Stretched around us on
every side, and a foreboding sadness sunk upon my heart.
Memory was busy with the even#® of many years. T re-
traced step by step- the pilgrimage of my past life, until,
arriving at this passage in the sombre history, I gazed
through tears upon the singularly savage scene around
me, and secretly marvelled, “ What brought me here ?” ,

. “Providence,” was the answer which the -soul gave.
“ Not for your own “welfare, perhaps, but for the welfare
of your children, the unerring hand of the Great Father
has led you here. You form a connecting. link in the
destinies of many. It is impossible for any human cres-
ture to live for himself alone. It may be your lot to.suf-
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fer, but others will reap a benefit from your trials. ~ Look
" up with confidence to Heaven, and the sun of hope will
- yet shed a cheering beam throwgh the forblddmg depths
of this tangled wilderness.”

The road now became so bad that Mr. D——.was
obliged to dismount, and lead his horses through the more

* intricate passages. The animals themselves, weary with
their lorig journey and heavy load, proceeded- at footfall.,
The moon, too, had deserted us, and the only light we

-had to guide us through the dim arches of the forest was

from the snow and the stars, which now peered down
upon us, through the leafless branches of the trees, with
uncominon brilliancy.

“It will be pa.st midnight before we reach your bro-
ther’s clearing” ‘(where we expected to spend the night),
said D——. I wish, Mr. Moodie, we had followed your
advice and staid at Peterborough. How fares it with
* you, Mrs. Moodie, and the young ones? It is growing
very cold.”. -

We were now in the heart of a dark cedar swamp, and
my mind was haunted with visions of woelves and bears ;
but beyond the long, wild howl of a solitary wolf, no
other sound awoke the sepulchral silence of that dismal-
looking wood.

“What a gloomy spot!” said I to my husband. “In’

the old country, superstition would people it with ghosts.”
" “Ghosts! ‘There are no ghosts in Canada!” said Mr.
"D——. “The country is too new for ghosts. No Cana~
. dian is afeard of ghosts. It is only in old countries, like

4
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your'n, that are full of sin and -wickedness, that people
believe in such nonsense. No human habitation has
ever been erected in this wood through which you are
passing. Until a very few years ago, few white persons
had ever passed through it ; and the Red Man would not

- pitch his tent in such a place as this. Now, ghosts, as I

understand the word, are. the spirits of bad men, that are’

not allowed by Providenc'e to rest in their graves, but, /|

for a punishment, are made to haunt the spots where
their worst deeds were committed. I don’t believe in all ’
this; but, supposing it to be true, bad men must have

- died here before theit spirits could haunt the. place.

Now, it is more than probable that no person-ever ended -

his days in this forest, so that it would be folly to think

of seeing his ghost.” N
This theory of Mr. D——'s had the merit of originality,

"and it is not unprobable that the utter disbelief in super-

natural ap ces which is-common to most native-born =
Canadians, is result of the same very reasonable mode
of arguing. The unpeopled wastes of Canada must pre-
sent the same aspect to the new settler that the world did"
to our first parents after their expulsion fromn the Garden
of Eden; all-the sin which could defile the spot, or haunt
it with the assotiation of departed evil, is concentrated
in their own persons. Bad spirits cannot be(s:)pposed to 3
linger near a place where crime has never been\committed.
The belief in ghosts; so prevalent in old countries, must

" * first have had its foundation in the consciousness of guilt:

After clearing the low, swampy portion of the woods, }
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with much difficulty, and the frequent application of the
axe, to cut away the fallen timber that impeded our pro-
gress, our ears were assailed by a low, roaring, rushing-
sound, as of tite falling of waters.

“That is Herriot’s Falls,” said our guide. “We are
within two miles of our destination.”

Oh, welcome sound! But those two miles appeared
more lengthy than the whole journey. Thick clo%ds,
that threatened a snew-storm, had blotted out the stars,
and we continued to grope .our way through a narrow,
rocky path, upon-the edge of the river, in almost total
darkness. . I now felt the chillness of tlie_tfmidnight hour,
and thé fatigue of the long journey With. deuble force,
and envied the servant and children, who had been sleep- °
ﬁing ever since we left Peterborough. We now descended
-the steep bank, and prepared to cross the rapids.

Dark as it was,'T looked with a feeling of dread upon
the foaming waters as they t{mbled over their bed of
rocks, their white crests flashing, ife-like, amid the dark-
ness of the night. A

“ This:is an ugly bridge over such a dangerous place,”
said D——, as he sﬁp in the sleigh and urged his
tired team across the-miserable, insecure log bridge, where -
darkness and death raged below, and one false step of his
jaded horses would have plunged us into both. I must
confess I Hrew a freer breath when the bridge was crossed,
and D—— congratulated us on our safe arrival in Douro.

—~We now continued our journey along the left bank of 7 ‘

- the. river, but when in sight of Mr. 8——'s clearing, a
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large pine-tree, which had newly fallen across the narrow
path, brought the teams to a stand-still.

The mighty trunk which had lately formed one of the
stately pillars in the sylvan’temple of Nature, was of too -

‘large dimensions to chop in two with axes; and after’

about half-an-hour’s. labour, which to me, poor, cold,
weary wight! seemed an age, the males of the party

“abandoned the task in despair. To go round it w

possible; its roots were concealed in an impenetiable wall
of ceda.i'-Jung}e on the right-hand side of the road, and
its huge branches hung over the precipitous bank of the
river.

“ We must try and make the horses jump over it,” ”
said D—— “We may get an upset but there is no help
for it ; we must either make the experiment, or stay here
all night, and I am too cold and hungry for that—so here -
goes.” He urged his horses to leap the log; restraining
their ardour for a moment as the sleigh rested on the top
of the formidable barrier, but se nicely ba:la.nced, that the
difference of a straw would almost have overturned the -
heavily-laden vehicle and its helplgss inmates. We, how-
ever, cleared it in safety. He now stopped, and gave -
directions to his brother to follow ‘the same plan that he
had adopted ; but whether the young man' had less cool-
ness, or the horses in his team were more. difficult to
mansage, I cannot tell : the sleigh, as it hung poised upon
the top of the log, was gverturned with a loud crash, and

" all my household goods and cha.tlnis were-scattered-over -

the road.

N

N
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Alas, for my crockery and stone china! scarcely one
article remained unbroken.

“Never fret about the china” said Moodie ; “ thank
God, the man and the horses are uninjured.”-

I should have felt more thankful had the crocks been -
spared too ; for, like most of my sex, I had a tender re-
gard for china, and I knew that no fresh supply could be

obtained in this part of the world. Leaving his brother -

to collect the scattered fragments, D proceeded on his
- journey. We left the road, and were winding our way
over a steephill, covered with kieaps of brush and fallen
timber, and as we reached the top, a light gleamed cheer-
" ily from the windows of a log house, and the next mo-
ment we were at my brother-in-law’s door.

My brother-in-law and his family. had retired to rest,
but they instantly rose fo receive the way worn travel-
lers; and I never enjoyed more heartily a warm welcone
after a long day of intense fatigue, than I did that night
of my first sojourn in the backwoods. ’

—

THE OTONABEE.

rushing, foaming river !
Daiﬂli’)ve the solemnmgsonnd .
That shakes thy shores around,
\\nd hoarsely. murmurs, ever,
-\ As thy waters onward bound,
._Like a rash, unbridled stoed
- Flying madly on its course ;
That shakes with thundering force
The vale and trembling mesd.
So-thy billows downward sweep,

y
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Nor rock nor tree can stay ST
Their fierce, unpetuons way ;
Now in eddies whirling deep,
Now in rapids white with spray.

I love thee, lonely fiver !
*Thy hollow restless roar,
Thy cedar-girded* shore ;
The rocky isles that sever
The waves that round them pour.
Katchawanogkt basks in light,
But thy currents woo the shade
By the lof*y pme-trees made,
ﬁ: a gloom like night,
Ere day’s 1ast glories fade. .
Thy solitary voice
The same bold anthem sung
‘When Nature’s frame was young.
No longer shall rejoice
The woods where erst it rung.

Lament, lament, wild river !
A hand is on thy mane}
That will bind thee in 4 chain -

No foxge of thine can sever.
Thy furious headlong tide,

" In murmurs soft and low,
destined yet to glide

To¥meet the lake below ;

. And many a bark shall ride

Securely on thy breast,

To waft across the main
Rich stores of golden
From the valleys of the
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'mh.nhdtheﬂmhzmdmbmdenudeddm The rocks that formed
the falls and rapids blasted out. 1t is tame enough now.
fmmdhnmmetoroneolthemmyexpmdouotthhbmhmlﬂm
zmiduolthe ty of this river be formed from the fact that heavy rafts
of timber are floated ownlromﬂemot .d&mdmmﬂuﬁm eter-
3 and rocky, and abound in beautiful




THE WILDERNESS, AND OUR INDIAN FRIENDS.

oo Man of strange race ! stern dweller of the wild !
Nature’s free-born, untamed, and daring child !.
/
HE clouds of the preceding night, instead of dissolv- -
ing in sﬁow,'bropght on a rapid thaw. A thaw in
the middle of winter is the most disagreeable change
that can be imagined. After several weeks of clear,
bright, bracing, frosty weather, with a serene-atmosphere
and cloudless sky, you awake one morning surprised at the
change in the:temperature ; and, upon looking out of the
window, behold the woods obscured by a murky haze—
not so dense as an English November fog, but more black
. and lowering—and the heavens shrouded in‘a uniform
covering of leaden-coloured clouds, deepening into a livid
indigo at the edge of the horizon. The snow, no longer
hard andglittering, hasbecome softand spongy,and the foot
slips into a wet and insidiously-yielding massjat every step.
From the roof pours down a continuous stream of water,
" and the branches of the trees, collecting the moisture of -
The reeking atmosphere, shower it upon the earth from

~
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every dripping twig. The cheerless and uncomfortable
aspect of things without never fails to produce a corres-
ponding effect upon the minds of those within, and casts
‘such a. damp upon the spirits that it appears to destroy.
for a time all sense of enjoyment. Many persons (éﬁd
" myself among the numbet) are made aware of the approach
" of a thunderstorm by an intense pain and weight about
the head; and I have heard numbers of Canadians complain
that a thaw always made them feel bilipus and heavy,
and greatly depressed their animal spirits.

I had a great desire to visit our new location, but when
I looked out upon the cheerless waste, I gave up the idea, -
and contented myself with hoping for a better day on the
morrow ; but many morrows came and went before a frost
again hardened the road sufficiently for me to make the
attempt.

The prospect from the windows of my sxster s log: hut
was not very prepossessing. The small lake in front, which
formed such a pretty object in ‘summer, now looked like
an extensive field covered with snow, hemmed in from the
- rest of the world by a~dark pelt of sombre pine-woods.
The clearing round thé house was very small, and only
Jjust reclaimed from the wilderness,.and the greater part
of it covered with piles of brush wood, to be burnt the first
' dry days of spring. The charred and blackened stumps
on:the few acres that had been cleared during the preced-

ing year were everything but picturesque; and I concluded, B

‘as I turned, disgusted, from“the prospect before me, that .
there was- very htﬂebeautytobefoundmthebackwoodx'“




~ THE WILDERNESS, AND OUR INDIAN FRIENDS. 279 -

But I came to this decision during & Canadian thaw, be.it
remémbered, when one is wont to wew every obJect with
jaundiced eyes. <
Moodie had only been able to secure mxty-snx acres of
2 his government grant upon the Upper Katchawanook
Lake, which, being interpreted, means in English, the
“Lake of the Waterfalls,” a very poetical meaning, which .
‘most Indian ‘names have. He had, however, secured a
clergy reserve of two hundred aeres adjoining; and he
afterwards purchased a fine Jot, which likewise formed part-
of the-same block; one hundred acres, for £150.* This
was an enormously high price for wild land; but the pros-
pect of opening the Trent-and Otonabee for the navigation
a,of steamboats and other small craft, was at that period
a favorite speculation, and its practicability, and the great
a.dvanta.ges to be derived from it, were so widely believed
as to raise the yalue of the wild lands along these remote-
‘waters to an enormous pnce and settlers in the vicinity
were éager to secure lots at any sacrifice, along their
shores.

Our government grant was upon the lake shore and
~ Moodie had chosen for the site of his log house a bank that
* sloped gradually from the edge of the water, until it attain-

ed to the dignity of a hill. Along the top of this ridge, the
forest road ran, and midway down the hill, our humble
home, already nearly completed, stood, surrounded by the
eternal forest. A few trees had been cleared in 1ts xmme-

T eAtter we have been sell: Ehese Iota of after
R sEtmmanLe
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diate vicinity, just sufficient to allow the workmen to pro-
ceed, and to prevent the fall of any tree injuring the
building, or the danger of its taking fire during the process
of burning the fallow.

A neighbour had undertdken to build this rude dwelling
by contract, and was to have it ready for us by the first
week in the new year. The want of boards to make the
divisions in the apartments alone hindered him from falfil-
ing his contract. These had lately been procured, and the
house was to be ready for our reception in the course of
a week." Our trunks and baggage had already been con-
veyed thither by Mr. D——; and, in spite of my sister’s
kindness and hospitality, I longed to find myself once more
settled in a home of my own.

The day after our arrival,I was agreeably surpnsed by a

visit from Monaghan, whom Moodie had once more taken ]

_into his service. -The poor fellow was delighted that his
nurse-child, as he a.]wa.ys_éa.]led little Katie, had not for-
gotten him, but evinced the most lively satisfaction at the
sight of her dark friend.

Early every morning, Moodie went off to the house and
the first fine day, my sister undertook toescort methrough
the wood to inspect it. The proposal wasjoyfully accepted;

* andalthough I felt rather timid when I found myself with

only my female companion in the vast forest, I kept my

fears to myself, lest I should be laughed at.
The snow had been so greaily decréased by the late

- thaw, that it had beén converted into a coating of ice,

which afforded a da.ngerous and slippery footing. My

y
J
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‘ sister, who had resided for nearly twelve months in the
woods, was provided for her walk with Indian moccasins, .
which rendered her quite independent ; but I stumbled at
every step. The sun shone brightly, the air was clearand

" invigorating, and, in spite of the treacherous ground and
my foolish fears, I greatly enjoyed my first walk in the
woods. Naturally of a cheerful, hopeful disposition, my
gister was enthusiastic in her admiration of the woods.
She drew such a lively picture of the charms of a summer
residence in the forest, that I began tofeelgreatly interest-
ed in her descgiptions, and to rejoice that we, too, were to
be her near ngighbours and dwellers in the woods; and

“this circumstance not a little reconciled me to the.
change.

Hoping that my husband would-derive an income equal
to the one he had parted with from the investment of the
price of his commission in the steam-boat stock, I felt nQe
dread of want. Ourlegacy of £700 had afforded us eans
to purchase land, build our house, and give out a large por-
tion of land to be cleared, and, with a considel;able m of
money still in hand, our progpects for the future were in

_ no way discouraging.

When we reached the top of the ndge that overlooked
our cot, my sister stopped an}] pomted out a log-house
among the trees. “There, S " she said, “is yourhouse.
When that black cedar swamp is cleared away, that nqw
Jhides the lake from us, you will have a very pretty view.”

—Hy conversation with her had quite altered the aspect of
- the ceuntry, and predisposed me to view things in the

B .S .
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most favourable light. I found Moodie and Monaghan
employed in piling up heaps of bush near the house, which
they intended to burn off by hand, previous to firing the
rest of the fallow, to prevent any risk to the building from
fire. The house was made of cedar logs, and presented a
superior air of comfort to most dwellings of the same kind
The dimensions were thlrty-sm Tfeet in length, and thirty-
two feet in breadth, which gaveus a niceparlour, a kitchen,
and two small bed-rooms, which were divided by plank
partitions. Pantry or store-room there was none; some
rough shelves in the kitchen, and a dealcupboard in a cor-
ner of the parlour, being the extent of our accommoda-
tions in that way.

Our servant, Mary Tate, was busy scrubbmg out the
pazlour and bed-room ; but the kitchen, and the sleeping:
room off it, w ‘still knee-deep in chips, and filled with
. the carpenter’ s¥anch and tools, and all our luggage. Such
© a8 it was, it wa.s a palace when compared to Old Satan’s
log hut, or the miserable cabin we had wintered in during
the severe winter of 1833, and I regarded it mth cowplac-
ency as my future home.

‘While we were standing outside the building, convers-
ing with my husband, a young gentleman, of the name of
Morgan, who had lately purchased land in that vmlmty,
went-into the kitchen to light his pipe at the stove, and,
with true backwood carelessness, let the hot cinder fall
among the dry chips'that strewed the floor. A few. min-
“utes after, the whole mass was in a blaze, and it was n ob]
without great difficulty that Moodie and Mr. R—— suec-
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ceeded in putting out the fire. Thus were we nearly de-
prived of our home before we hiad taken up our abode in it

The indifference to the danger of fire in a country where
| - most of the dwellings are composed of inflammable mate-
rials is truly astonishing. Accustomed to see enormous
fires blazing on every hearth-stone, and to sleep in front of
these fires, his bedding often riddled with holes made by
hot particles of wood flying out during the night, and
igniting beneath his very nose, the sturdy backwoodsman
never dreads an enemy in the element that he is used to
regard as his best friend. Yet what awful accidents, what
| ruinous calamities arise out of this criminal negligence,
i both to himself and others!

A few days after this adventure, we bade adieu to my
sister, and took possession of our new dwelling, and com-
. menced “a life in the woods.”

The first spring we spent in comparative ease and idle-
ness. Our cows had been left upon our old place during
the winter. The ground had to be cleared beforeit could re-
ceive a crop of any kind, and Thad little to do but towander
by the lake shore, or among the woods, and amuse myself.

These were the haleyon days of the bush. My husband

| had purchased a very light cedar canoe, to which he attach-
eda keel and a sail; and mod-of our leisure hours, directly
the snows melted, were spent upon the water.

These fishing and shooting excursions were delightfal. *
The pure beauty of the Canadian water, the sombre but
sagust grandeur of the vast forest that hemmed us in on
every side and shut us out from the rest of the world, soon
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cast a magic spell upon our spirits, and we began to feel
charmed. with the freedom and solitude around us. Every
object was new to us. 'We felt as if ;we were the first
discoverers of every beautiful flower and stately tree that
attracted our attention, and we gave names to fantastic
rocks and fairy isles, and raised imaginary houses- and
bridges on every picturesque spot which we floated past
during our aquatic excursions. I learned the use of the
paddle, and became quite a proficient in the gentle craft.

It was not lgng before we received visits from the
Indians, a’ people\ whose beauty, talents, and good qualities
have been somewhat overrated, and invested with a poeti-
cal interest which\they scarcely deserve. Their honesty -
and love of truth a¥e the finest traits in characters other-
wise dark and unlovely. But these are two God-like at-
tributes, and from them spring- all tha.t is generous and
ennobling about them.

There never was a people more sensible of kindness, or.
more grateful for any little act of benevolence exercised
towards them. We met them’ with confidence; our deal-
ings with them were conducted with the strictest integrity;
and they became attached to our persons, and in no single
instance ever destroyed the good opunon we entertained
of them. s,

The tribes that ogceupy the shores of all these inland
waters, back of the great lakes, belong to the Chippewa or
Missasagua Indians, perbaps the least attractive of alkthese
wild people, both with regard to their physical and mental
endowments, - '
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Thé men of this tribe are generally small of stature,
with very coarse and repulsive features. The forehead is
low and retreating, the observing faculties large, the intel-
lectual onés scarcely developed ; the ears large, and standing
off from the face; the eyes looking towards the temples, -
keén, snake-like, and faraparb the cheek bonesprominent;
the nose long and ﬂaft the nostrils very round ; the Ja,w-A '
bone projecting, massy, andbruta.l the mouth expressing
ferocity and sullen determinatldn ; the teeth large, even, . -
and dazzlingly white. The mouth of the female differs
widely in expression from that of the male; the lips are
fuller, the jaw less projecting, and the smile is simple and
agreeable.. The women are a merry, light-hearted set, and
their ‘constant laugh and incessant prattle form a strange
contrast to the iron taciturnity of their grim lords. '

Now I am upon the subject, I will recapitulate a fow
tra.its and sketches of these people, as they came under my
own immediate observation.

A dry cedar-swamp, not far from the house, by the lake
shore, had been their usual place Cencampment for many,
years. The whole block of land- $ almost entirely cover-
ed with maple -trees, and had orlgmall 7*been an Indian
sugar-bush. Although the fayourite spot had now passed
into the hands of strangers, ¢hey still frequented the place,
to make canoes and baskets, to fish and shoot and oceca-
sionally to- follow their old occupation.

Scarcely a wéek passed away without my being visited

__by the dark strangers ; and, as my husband neverallowed — e

them to eat with the servants (who viewed them with the
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i same horror that Mrs, — did black Molhneqx), but

krought them to his own table, they soon grew frieudly
and communicative, and would point to every object that
attracted their attention, asking a thousand questions as
to its use, the material of which it was made, and if we
were inclined to exchange it for their commodities 7
With alarge map of Canada they were infinitely delight-
ed. Ina moment they recognized every bay and headland
in Ontario, and almost screamed with delight when, follow-

_ ing the course of the Trent with their fingers, they came to

their-own lake. ) ‘

- How eagerly each pointed  out the spot to his fellows;
how intently their black heads were bent down and:their
dark eyes fixed upon the map! What strange uncouth

" exclamations of surprise burst from their lips as they

rapidly repeated the Indian names for every lake and river
on this wonderful piece of paper ! ’
‘The old chief Peter Nogan begged hard for the coveted

’ treasure.  He would give “Canoe, vénison, duck, fish, for

it ; and more by-and-by.”
" Ifelt sorry that I wes unable to gratify his" wmhes but

- the map had cost upwards of six dolla.rs ‘and was daily

consulted by my husband, in reference to the names and .
situations of localities in the neighbourhood.

-1 had in my possession a curious Japanese sword, whlch_
had been given to me by airuncle of Tom Wilson’s—a
strange gift to a young lady; but it was on account of
its curiosity, and had no reference to my warlike propen-

* sities. The sword was broad, and three-sided in the blade, -
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and in shape resembled a movi ke.  The hilt was
formed of a hideous carved image of their war gods ;
and a more villanous-looking wretch was never conceived
by the most distorted imagination. He was represented
in a sitting attitude, the eagle’s claws, that formed his
hands, resting upon his knees; his legs terminated in lion’s
paws; and his face was a strange compound of beast and
bird—the upper part_ of his person being covered with
feathers, the lower with long, shaggy hair. The case of
this awful weapon was made of wood, and, in spite of its
serpentine form, fitted it exactly. No trace of a Jjoin
could be found in the scabbard, which was of hard wood,
. and highly polished.* . - '

One of my Indian friends found this sword lying upon
the bookshglf, and he hurried to communicate theimportant
discovery to his companions. Moodie was absent, and they
brought it to me to demand an explanation of the figure
that formed the hilt. . :

I told them that it was a weapon that belonged to a very
fierce people who lived in the East, far over the Great
Salt Lake ; that they were not Christians as we were, but
said their prayers to images made of silver, and gold, and
ivory, and wood, and. that this was one of them ; that
before they went into battle they said their prayers to
that hideous thing, which they had made with their own
hands. * '

The Indians were highly amused by this relation and -
passed the sword frofn one to the other, -exclaiming, ¢ A

~ god —Owgh—A god!”
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‘But, in spite of these outward demonstrationsof contempt,
I was sorry to perceive that this circumstance gave the
weapon & great value in their eyes, and they rega.rded it
with a sort of mysterious awe.

For several days they continuedto visit thehouse, bring-
ing along with them some fresh companion to look at Mrs.
Moodie’s god /—until, vexed and annoyed by the delight
they manifested at the sight of the eaglezbeaked monsber
I refused to gra.tlfy their cunosuty, by not producmg him
again.

The manufacture .of the sheath, Whmh had caused me
much perplexity, was explained by old Peter in a minute.
“’Tis burnt out,” he said. “Instrument made like sword
—heat red hot—burnt through—polished outside.”

Had I demanded a whole fleet of canoes for my Japanese
sword, I am certain they would have agreed to the bar-
gain. ‘ o

The Indian possesses great taste, which is displayed in
the carving of his paddles, in the shape of his canoes, in

the elegance and symmetry of his bows, in the cut of his

leggings and moccasins, the sheath of his hunting knife, |
and in all the little ornaments in which he delights. It is
almost impossible for a settler to imitate to perfectioh an
Indian’s cherry-wood paddle.” My husband made very

_ creditable attempts, but still there was something wanting |

—the elegance of the Indian finish was not there., Ifyou
show them a good print, they invariably point out the most -
natural, and the best executed figures in the group. They.

are particularly delighted with pictures; examine them ’

-y
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ag and carefully, and seem to feel an artist-like pleasure

in observing the effect produced by light and shade.

. 1 had been showing John Nogan, the eldest son of old

eter, some beautiful coloured engravings of celebrated
‘females ; and, to my astonishment, he pounced upon the
best, and grunted out his admiration in the most approved
Indian fashion. After having looked for a long time at
all the pictures very attentively, he took his dog Sancho .
upon his knee, and showed him the pictures, with as much
gravity as if the animal really could have shared in his
pleasure.

The vanity of these grave men is highly amusmg They
gseem . perfectly unconscious of it themselves, and it is
exhibited in the most child-like manner. :

Peter and his son John were taking tea with us, when we
were Jomed by my brother, Mr. S——. The latter was:
giving us an account of the marriage of Peter Jones, the

celebrated Indian preacher.
o« I/@ink,” he said, “ how any lady of property

and education could marry such a man as Jones. Why,
he’s as ugly as Peter here.”

- This was said, not with any idea of insulting the red-
skin on the score of his beauty, of which he possessed not
the smallest particle, but in total forgetfulness that our
guest understood English. Never shall I forget the red
‘flash of that fierce dark eye, as it glared upon my uncon-
scious brother. I would not have received such a fiery

‘glance for all the wealth that Peter Jones obtained with . -

"~ his Saxon bride. John Nogan was highly amused by his - .
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father’s indigna,t;ion. He hid his face behind the chief;
and, though he kept perfectly still, his whole frame was
convulsed with suppressed~laughter.-

A plainer human being than poor Peter could scarcely be
imagined ; yet he certainly deemed himself handsome. I~

am inclined to think that their ideas of personal beauty
differ very widely from ours.

Tom Nogan, thé chief’s brother, had a very large, fat,
ugly squaw for his wife. She was a mountain of tawny
flesh ; and, but for the innocent, good-natured expression
which, like a bright sunbeam penetrating a swarthy cloud
spread all around a kindly glow, she might have “been

. termed: hideous.

This woman they conmdere?l very handsome, calling her
“a fine squaw—clever squaw—a much good woman;
though in" what her superiority consisted, I never could
discover, often as I visited the wigwam.  She was very
dirty, and appeared quite indifferent to the claims of com-
mon decency (in the disposal of the few filthy rags that
covered her). She was, however, very expert in all Indiar
craft. No Jew could drive a better bargain than Mrs.Tom;
and her urchins, of whom she was the happy mother of
five or six, were as cunning and avaricious as herself. -

One da?y she visited me, bnngmb along with her a very
pretty covered basket forsale. Iasked her what she want@d\.x

for it, but could obtain from her no satisfactory answer. *
1 showed her a small piece of silver. She shook her head. -
. Itempted her with pork and flour,but she required neither.

Ihad Just given up the idea of 