
'Call off your dog. Wbat the devil do you keep sucb an infernal brute about the bouse for? 
Is it to bite people who come to see you ?'-Page 188. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

ALTHOUGH well known as an authoress in Canada, and a 
member of a family which has enriched English literature 
with works of very high popularity, Mrs. Moodie is chiefly 

remembered in this country by a volume of Poems published 
in 1831, under her maiden name of Susanna Strickland. 
During the rebellion in Canada, her loyal lyrics, prompted 

by strong affection for her native country, were circulated 
and sung throughout the colony, and produced a great effect 
in rousing an enthusiastic feeling in favour of law and order. 
Another of her lyrical compositions, the charming Sleigh 

Song, printed in the present work, has been extremely popu­
lar in Canada. The warmth of feeling which beams through 
every line, and the touching truthfulness of its details, won 
for it a reception there as universal as it was favourable. 

The glowing narrative of personal incident and suffering 
which she gives in the present work, will no doubt attract 
general attention. It would be difficult to point out de­
lineations of fortitude under privation more interesting or 
more pathetic than those contained in the latter portion of 
the volume. 



INTRODUCTION. 

IN most instances, emigration is a matter of necessity, not of 
choice; and this is more especially true ofthe emigration of persons 
of respectable connections, or of any station or position in the 
world. Few educated persons, accustomed to the refinements and 
luxuries of European society, ever willingly relinquish those ad­
vantages, and place themselves beyond the prot.ective influence of 
the wise and revered institutions of their native land, without 
the pressure of some urgent cause. . Emigration may, indeed, g'ene­
rally be regarded as an act of severe duty, performed at the ex­
pense of personal enjoyment., and accompanied by the sacrifice of 
tho~e local attachments which stamp the scenes amid which our 
childhood grew, in imperishable characters upon the heart. Nor 
is it until adversity has pre8sed sorely upon the proud and 
wouncled spirit of the well-educated sons and daughters of old but 
impoverished families, that thcy gird up the loins of the mind, 
and arm themselves with fortitude to meet and dare the heart­
breaking conflict. 

The ordinary motives for the emigration of such persons may be 
summed up in a few brief words i-the emigrant's hope of better­
ing his condition, and of escaping from the vulgar sarcasms too 
often hurled at the less wealthy by tIle purse-proud, common-place 
people of the world. But there is a hig'her motive still, which has 
its origin in that love of independence which springs up spon­
taneously in the hreasts of the high-souled children of a glorious 
land. They cannot labour in a menial capacity in the country 
where they were born aml educated to command. They can trace 

- no difference between themselves and the more fortunate indivi­
duals of a race whose blood warms their veins, and whose name 
they bear. The want of wealth alone places an impassable barrier 
bet.ween them and the more favoured offspring of the same parent 
stock; and tbey go forth to make for themselves a new name and 
to find another country, to forget the past and to live in the 
future, to exult in the prospect of their children being free and 
the land of their adoption gr~at. 

The choice of t.he country to which they devote their talents and 
energies depencls less upon their pecuniary means than upon the 
fancy of the emigrant or the popularity of a name. From the 
year 1826 to 1829, Australia and the Swan River were all the rage. 
No other portions of the habitable globe were deemed wo'rthyof 
notice. 1'hese were the El Domdos and lands of Goshen to which 
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all respectable emigrants eagerly flocked. Disappointment, as a 
matter of course, followed their high-raised expectations. Many 
of the most sanguine of these adventUl'ers retumed to their native 
shores in a worse condition than when they left them. In 1830, 
the great tide of emigration flowed westward. Canada became 
the great landmark for the rich in hope and poor in purse. 
Public newspapers and private letters teemed with the unheard-of 
advantages to be derived from a f'ettlement in this highly-favoured 
region. Its salubrious climate, its fertile soil, commercial advan­
tages, great water privileges, its proximity to the mother-country, 
and last, not least, its almost total exemption from taxation­
that bugbear which keeps honest J olm Pull in a state of conMant 
ferment-were the theme of every tongue, and lauded beyond 
all praise. The general interest, once excited, was industriomly 
kept alive by pamphlets, published by interested parties, which 
prominently set forth all the good to be derived from a settlement 
in the Backwoods of Canada; while they carefully concealed the 
toil and hardship to be endured in order to secure these advaJ;l­
tages. They told of lands yielding forty bURhels to the acre, but 
they said nothing of the years when these lands, with the most 
careful cultivation, would barely return fifteen; when !'URt and 
smut, engendered by the vicinity of damp overhanging woods, 
would blast the fruits of the poor emigrant's labour, and almost 
deprive him of bread. They talked of log-houses to be raised 
in a single day, by the generous exertions of friends and neigh­
bours, but they never ventUl'ed upon a picture of the diFguRting 
scenes of riot and low' dehauehery exhibited during the rai,ing, 
or upon a description of the dwellings wh~n raised-dens of dirt 
and misery, which would, in many instances, be shamed by an 
English pigsty. The neeessaries of life were described aR ines­
timably cheap; but they forgot to add that in remote llush set­
tlements. often twenty miles from a market town, and some of 
them even that distance from the neareRt dwelling', the neces­
saries of life, whieh would be deemed indi~pemflble to the Furo­
pean, eould not be procured at all, or, if outained, could only be 
so by sending a man and team thruugh a hl,' ~ed forest roarl,-a 
process far too expensive for frequent repetition.-Oh, ye dealers 
in wild lauds-ye speeulators in the folly and credulity of your 
fellow men-what a mass of misery, and of misrepresentation pro­
ductive of that misery, have ye not to answer for! You had your 
acres to sell, and what to you were the worn-down frame!' and 
broken hearts of the infatuated purehasers? The public lJelieved 
the plausible statements you made wilh Ruch earnestness, and men 
of all grades rushed to hear your hired orators declaim upon the 
blessings to be obtained by the clearers of the wilderne~s. 

Men who had been hopeless of supporting their famIlies in com­
fort and independence at home, thought that they had only to 
come out to Canada to make their fortunes; almost eyen to 
realise the story told in the nursery, of the sheep and oxen that 
ran about the streets, ready roasted, and with knives and forks 
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upon their backs. 'l'hey were made to bclieve that if it did not 
actually rain /!,"old, that precious metal could be obtained, as is 
now stated of California and Australia, by stooping to pick it up. 

The infection became general. A Canada mania pervaded the 
middle ranks of British society; thonsands and tens of thou~ands, 
for the space of three or four years, landed upon these shores. A 
large majority of the higher class were officers of the army and 
navy, with their families-a class perfectly unfitted by their pre­
vious habits and education for contending with the stern realities 
of emigrant life. The hand that has long held the sword, and 
been accustomed to receive implicit obedience from those under 
its control, is seldom adapted to wield the spade and guide the 
ploug'h, or try its strength against the stubborn trees of the 
forest. Nor will such persons submit cheerfully to the saucy 
familiarity of servants, who, republicans in spirit, think themselves 
as g'ood as their employers. Too many of these brave and honour­
able men were casy dupes to thc designing land-speculators. 
Not having counted the cost, but only looked upon the bright 
side of the picture held up to their admiring gaze, they fell easily 
into the snares of their artful seducers. 

To prove t.heir zeal as colonists, they werc induced to 'purchase 
large tracts of wild land in remote and unfavourable situations. This, 
while it impoverished and often proved the ruin of the unfortu­
nate immigrant, possessed a double advantage to the seller. He 
o1:tained an exorbitant price for the land which he actually sold, 
while the residence of a respectable settler upon the spot greatly en~ 
hanced the value and price of all other land's in the neighbourhood. 

It is not by such instruments as those I have just mcntioned 
that Providence works when it would 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 wholesome labour from infancy has 
made strong, the nerves which have become iron by patient endu­
rance, by exposure to weather, coarse fare, and rude shelter; and 
he chooses such, to send forth into the forest to hew out the 
rough paths for UO" advance of civilisation. These men become 
wealthy and prosperOUR, and form the bones and sinews of a great 
and rising ,90untry. Their labour is wealth, not exhaustion; it 
produces independence and content, not home-sickness and despair. 
What the Backwoods of Car.ada are to the industrious and ever­
to-be-honoured sons of honest poverty, and what they are to the 
refined and accomplished gentleman, these simple sketches will en­
deavo.ur to po~tray. .They are. drawn principally from my own 
expel'lence, durmg a sOjourn of mneteen years in the colony. 

In this pleasing task I have been assisted by my husband 
J. W. Dunbar Moodie, author of ''l'en Years in South Africa.' ' 

BELLEVILI.E, UPPER CANADA. 



ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH. 

I.-A VISIT TO GROSSE ISLE. 

Alas! that man's stern spirit e'er should mar 
A scene so pure-so. exquisi te as this. 

THE dreadful cholera was depopulating Quebec p.ml Montreal, when our 
ship cast anchor off Grosse Isle, on the 30th of August, 1832, and we 
were boarded a few minutes after by the health-officers. One of these 
gentlemen-a little, shrivelled-up Frenchman-from his solemn aspect 
and attenuated figure, would have made no bad representative of him 
who sat upon the pale horse. He was the only grave Frenchman I 
had ever seen, and 1. 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. Su«h 
was the contrast between these doctors, that they would have formed 
very good emblems-one, of vigorous health; the other, of hopeless 
decay.-Our captain, a rude, blunt, north-country sailor, possessing 
certainly not more politeness than might be expected in a bear, received 
his spnlcely-dressed visitors on the deck, and, with very little courtesy, 
abruptly bade them follow him down into the cabin. 

The officials were no sooner seated, than glancing hastily round the 
place, they commenced the following dialogue ;- . 

'From what port, captain T-Now, the captain had a peculiar lan­
guage of his own, from "'hich he commonly expunged all the connecting 
links. Small words, such as 'and 'and 'the,' he contrived to dispense 
with altogether.-' Scotland-sailed from port 0' Leith, bound for 
Quebec, Montreal-general cargo-seventy-two steerage, four cabin 
passengers-brig, ninety-two tons burden, crew eight hands.' Here 
he produced his credent.ials, and handed them to the strangers. The 
Scotchman just glanced over the documents, and laid thp,m on t.he table. 

'Had you a good passage out ?'-' Tedious, baffling winds, heavy fogs, 
detained 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, 'Births? Why, 
yes; now I think on't, gentlemen, we had one female on board, who 
produced three at a birth.' 

'That's uncommon,' said the Scotch doctor, with an air of lively 
curiosity. 'Are the children alive and well? I should like much to 
see them.' He ttarted up, and knocked his bead, for he was very tall, 
against the ceiling. 'Confound your low cribs! I have nearly dashed 
out my brains.' 
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'A hard task, t.hat,' looked the ca,ptain to me .. He. did not spea~, ~ut 
I knew by his sarcastic gTin what was uppermost m hIS thoughts. 'lhe 
young ones all males-fine thriving fellows. Step upon deck, Sam 
Frazer,' turning to his steward; 'bring them ~own for d.octors to see.' 
Sam vanished, with a knowing wink to his superIOr, au~ qUIckly retu~ed, 
bearino. in his arms t.hree fa.t chuckle-headed bull-terners ; the sagacIous 
mothe; following close at his heels, and looked ready to give and take 
offence on the slightest provocat.ion.-' Here, gentlemen, are the. babies,' 
said Frazer, depositing his burden on the floor. ' They do credIt to the 
nursing of the brindled slut.' 

The old tar laughed, chuckled, and rubbed his hands in an ecstasy of 
delight at the indignation and disappointment visib!c in the co~mtenance' 
of the Scotch Esculapius, who, angry as he was, WIsely held hIS tongu!l' 
Not so the Frenchman; his rage scarcely knew bounds,-he danced In 
a state of most ludicrolls excitement,-he shook his fist at our rough 
captain, and screamed at the top of his voice,-- . 

'Sacre, you bete! You tink us dog, ven you try to pass your puppies 
on us for babies ?'-' Hout, man, don't be angry,' said the Scotchman, 
stifling a laugh; 'you see 'tis only a joke !'. ' 

'Joke! me no understand such joke. Bete!' 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 
leaperl furiously at the offender, and was only kept from biting him by 
Sam, who could scarcely hold her back for lauglling; the captain was 
uproarious; the offended Frenchman alone maintained a severe and 
dignified aspect. The dogs were at length dismissed, and peace restored • 

.After some further questioning from the officials, a bible was required for 
the captain to take an oath. Mine was mislaid, and t.here was none at hand., 

'Confound it!' mut.tered the old sailor, tossing over the papers in his 
desk;_ 'that scouudrel, Sam, always stows my traps out of the way.' 
'l'hen taking up from the table a book which I had been reading, which 
happened to be VoU,lirf's History of Charles XII., he preRented 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 !,!,'ive 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. 'fhey seemed to think his 
ref\lsal intentional, and took it as a personal afti:ont. In no very gentle 
tones, they ordered him instantly to prepare his boats, and put his 
passengers on shore. 

, Stiff' breeze - short sea.' returned the bluff old seaman; 'great risk in 
making land-boats heavily laden with women and children will be 
swamped. Not a soul goes on shore this night.' 

'If you refuse to comply with our orders, we will report you to the 
authorities.'-' I know my duty-you stick to yours. When the wind 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 gTeat 
d1sdam. We had every reason to be thankful for the firmness displayed 
by our rough commander. That same evening we saw eleven r;ersons 
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drowned, from another vessel close beside us, while attempting to make 
the shore. By daybreak all was hurry and confusion on board the Anne. 
I watched boat after boat depart for the island, full of people and goods, 
and envied them the glorious privilege of once more standing firmly on 
the earth, aftel' two long months of rocking and rolling at sea. How 
ardently we anticipate pleasure, which often ends in positive 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 servallt, with the 
elothes and bedding we had u~e(l during the voyage, on Fhore, to be 
washed. The sbip was soon emptied of all her live cargo. My husband 
went off with t.he 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 me during' the 
voyage, forgot his alleg'iance, became possessed of the land mania. and was 
away with the rest. 'Vith the most intense 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 con­
demned to undergo a rigid fast until the return of the boat, when the 
captain had promised a supply offresh butter,and bread. The vessel had 
been nine weeks at sea; the poor steera.ge-passen~·ers for the two last 
weeks had been out of food, and the captain had been obliged to feed 
them from the ship's stores. The promised bread was to be obtained 

. from a small steam-boat, wlflch plied daily between Quebec and the 
island, transporting convalescent emigrants and their goods in her 
upward trip, and provisions for the sick on her return. 

How J reckoned on once more tasting bread and butter! '1'he very 
thought of the treat in store served to sharpen Illy appetite, and render 
the long fast more irksome. I could now fully realise all J\'Irs. Bowdich's 
long'ings for English bread and butter, after her three years' travel 
through the burning African deserts, with her talented llUsband. 

"Vhen we arrived at the hutd at Plymouth,' said she, 'and were 
asked what refreshment we chose-" Tea, and home-made bread and 
butter," was my instant reply. "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 execrable messes, and 
the hard ship-biscuit, imagine thc luxury of a good slice of English bread 
and butter !' 

At home, I laughed heartily at the lively energy with which that 
charming woman of genius related this little incident in her eventful 
history,-but off Grosse Isle, J realised it all. As the sun rose above the 
horizon, all these matter-of-fact circulllstances wcre gradually forgotten, 

land merged in the surpassing grandeur of the scene that rose majestic!l-lly 
before me. The previous day had been ~lark and stormy; and a heavy 
. fog had concealed the mountain chain, which forms the stupendous back­
,ground to this sublime view, entirely from our sight. As the clouds 
,rolled away from their grey, bald brows, and cast into denser shadow 
'the vast forest belt that girdled them round, they loomed out like mighty 
giants-Titans of the~l'th, in all their rugged and awful beauty-a thrill 
of wonder and delight pervaded my mind. The spectacle fluated dimly 
on my sight-my eyes 'were blinded with tears-blinded with the excess 
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of beauty. I turned io the rig'ht, and to the left, I.I~oked ~p and down 
the glorious river; never had I beheld so many strlkmg objects blended 
into one min'hty whole! ~ature had lavished all her noblest features in 
producing tll"t enchanting scene. The rocky isle in front, with its Ileat 
farm-houses at the eastern puint, and its high bluff at the western 
extremity, (ToII"lll,d "'ith the telegraph-the middle space occupied by 
tents and bh"'ls for the cholera patients, and its wooded shores dotted 
over with motley groups-added greatly to the picturcsqne effect of the 
land scene. Thcn the broad, glittering' river, covCl'ed with ~oats. dal'ti.ng 
to and fro, conveying passengers from twenty-fi \'e \'c,~cls, of VUl'lOllS Slze 
and tonna<rc which rode at anchor, with their flag flpng from the mast­
head o'aveoa~l air of life an, I interest to the whole. Turning' tu the south 
side ~f the St. L"wrencc, I was not less struck with its low fertile shores, 
white houses, and neat churches, whuse slender spires and bright tin 
roofs shone like silver as thl'Y caught thc first rays of the sun. As far as 
the eye ellnl,1 reach, a line of white buildings ('xt('wk,l along the llank; 
their background formed by the purple hue of th,_' densL', interminable,. 
forest. It was :1, sccne nnlike allY I had ever bL'held, and to which 
Britain contains no parallel. J\Ial:kcnzie, an old Scotch dragoon, who 
was onc of our jla":;"I1~u',. when he rose in the morning', and saw the 
parish of Sf. Thomas for thl' first time, I'Xclaimed-' ,reel, it beats a'! 
Can tIme white clouts be a' houses? They look like cIaes hung out to 
drie!' TherL' was some truth ill this odd comparison, and for some 
minutes, I could scarcdy COnYillC'~ m1Belf that the white patches 
scattered so thickly on'r the ol'pm,itu shore could be the dwellings of a 
busy, lively popuLltion. 

"What suLlime views of the north side of the river those l,(fiJittldS of 
St. Thonms must enjoy!' thought 1. I'm'haps familiarity with the scene 
ha;; rendered thl'lll indiffel'l'nt to it;.; astonishing beauty. 

Eastward, the view dowll the St. LawrL'llce towards the (;nlf, is the 
finest of all, fcareely surpassed by anything in the world. lour eye 
follows the long ral1~e of lofty mountains until their blue summits are 
blended and lost in tll" blue of the sky. Sume of these, partially cleared 
round thc base, arc sprinkled o\'er with neat cotta;2.'Cs; and thc green 
slopes that spread around them are co\'cred with flocks and herds. The 
surface of the splendid river is diver,ilic(l with islands of every size and 
shape, some in wood, others partially cleared, and adorned with orchards 
Ul~d white farm-houses. cb the e~H'ly sun streamed upon the most pro­
mment of ~heSl" !l"Wlllg the others III decj! shade, thc etfect was strangely 
novel and nnposmg'. In morc remote rL'g'iuw:, where the forest has never 
yet echoed tu the woodman's axe, or received the impress of ciyilisation 
tho first appro'tch to the shore inspires a melancholy '1',1'(' which beeome~ 
painful in its intensity. ' 

Land of vast hills and mighty streams, 
The lofty sun that o'er thee beams 
On fairer dime sheds not his ray, 
When basking in the noon of day 
Thy waters dance in silver lip;ht, 
;4.nd o'er them frowning, dark as night, 
fhy shadowy forests, so:::ring high, 
Stretch forlh h,~:;tmd the aching ('yo, 
And. blend III UJ,tance with the sky. 

I And silence- awful silence 11roods 
I'rofonndly o'er these solitudes; 
~ ought but the lapsing of the floods 
Breaks the d~ep stillness of the woods; 

, A sense of de,olation reigns 
I O:er tl,esc unpeoplcd forest plains, 

'''here sounus of life ne'er wa~,c a. tone 
Of cheerful praise rotlnd :'\ ature's throne 
Man finds himself with God-alone. ' 
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My day-dreams were dispelled by the return of the boat, which 

brought my husband and the captain from the island. 
'No bread,' said the latter, shaking his head; 'you must be content to 

starve a litt.le longer. Provision-ship not in till four o'clock.' My 
husband smiled at the look of blank disappointment with which I re­
ceived these unwelcomc 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. Captain --­
claims acquaintance with me; but I have not the least recollection of 
him. Would you like to go?-' Oh, by all means. I long to see the 
lovely island. It looks a perfect paradise at this distance.' 

The roug'h 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. 

'Don't be too sanguine, ~Irs. Moodie; mRny things look well at a 
distance which are bad enough when near.' 

I scarcely regarded the old sailor's warning. So eager was I to go on 
shore-to put my foot upon the soil of the new world for the first time­
I was in no humour to listen to any depreciation of what seemed so 
beautiful. It was four o'clock when we landed on the rocks, which the 
rays of an intensely scorching sun had rendered so hot that I could 
scarcely place my 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 which 
formed a screen in front of the river. A crowd of many hundred Irish 
emigrants had been landed during the present and former day; and all 
this motley crew-men, women, and children, who were not confined by 
sickness to the sheds (which greatly resembled cattle-pens)~were em­
ployed in washing clothes, or spreading them out on the rocks and 
bushes to dry. 'The men and boys were in the water, while the women, 
with their scanty garments tucked above their knees, were trampling 
their bedding in tubs, or in holes in the rocks, which the retiring tide had 
left half full of water. Those who did not possess washing-tubs, pails, 
or iron pots, or could not obtain access to a hole in the rocks, were 
mnning 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 yelling in his or her uncouth dialect, and all accom­
panying their vociferations with vioient and extraordinary gestures, 
quite incomprehensible to the uninitiated. We were literally stunned by 
the strife of tongues. I shrank, with feelings almost akin to fear, from 
the hard-featured, sun-burnt harpies, as they elbowed rudely past me. 

I had heard and read much of savages, and have since seen, during my 
long residence in the bush, somewhat of uncivilisec1life j but the Indian 
is one of Nature's gentlemen-he never says or does a rude or vulgar 
thing. 'l'he vicious, uneducated barbarians who form the surplus of 
over-populous European counties, are far behind the wild man in deli­
cacy of feeling or natural courtesy. The people who covered the island 
appeared perfectly destitute of shame, or even of a sense of common 
decency. Many were almost naked, still more but partially clothed. 
'Ve turned in disgust from the revolting scene, but were unable to leave 
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the spot until the captain had satisfied a noisy group of his own people, 
who were demanding a 8upply of stores. And here I must observe that 
our passengers, who were chiefly honest Scotch labourers an~ mechanics 
from the vicinity of Edinburgh, and who while on board shIp had con­
ducted themselves with the greatest propriety, and appeared the most 
quiet, orderly set of peo~le in the world, no soo,n~r set. foot u~on !he 
island than they became mfected by the same spmt of msubordmatieD 
and misrule, and were just as insolent and noisy as the rest. 

While our captain was vainly endeavouring to satisfy the unreasonable 
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 profane sounds which came to us on eV6l'! 
breeze, how deeply should we have enjoyed an hour amid the tranquit 
beauties of that retired and lovely spot! The rocky banks of the island 
were adorned with beautiful evergreens, which sprang up spontaneously 
in every nook and crevice. I remarked many of our favourite garden 
shrubs among these wildings of nature. The filigree, with its narrow, 
dark glos~y-gTeen leaves; the privet, with its modest white blossoms and 
purple berries; the lignum-vitro, with its strong resinous odour; the 
burnet-rose, and a great variety of elegant unknowns. 

Here, the shores of the island and mainland, receding from each other, 
formed a small cove, overhung with lofty trees, clothed from the base to 
the summit with wild vines, that hung in graceful festoons from the 
topmost branches to the water's edge. The dark shadows of the 
mountains, thr"wn upon the water, as they towered to the height of 
some thousand feet above us, gave to the surface of the river an ebon 
hue. The sunbeams, dancing through the thick, quivering foliage, fell in 
stars of goold, or long lines of dazzling brightness, upon the dE'ElP black 
waters, pi Qducing the most novel and beautiful effects. It was a scene 
over which the Spirit of Peace might hroorl in silent adoration; but how 
spoiled by the discordant yells of the filthy beings \\"ho were wlIying the 
purity of the air and wat.er with contaminating sights and ,sounds ! 

We were now joined by the sergeant, who very kindly brought us hiB 
capful of ripe plums and hazel-nnts. the growth of the island; ajoyiM 
present, but marred by a note from Captain ---, who had found that 
he had been mistaken in his supposed knowledge of us, and politely 
apologiRed for not being allowed by the he:tlth-officers to receive any 
emigrant beyond the bounds appointed for the performance of quaran­
tine. I waR deeply disappointed, but my husband laughingly told me 
that I had ~een enough of the island; and turning to the good-natured 
soldier, remarked, that 'it could be no ea~y task to keep such wild 
savages in order.'-' You may well say that, &ir-but our night sceneS 
far exceed those of the day. You wonld think they were incarnate 
devils; sin~ing, drinking, dancing, shouting, and cutting antics that 
would surprise the leader of a circus. They have no shame-are under 
no rest.raint-nobody knows them here, and they think they can ~peak 
and act as they pIe aRe ; and they are such thieves that they rob one 
an~ther of the little they possess. The healthy actually run the risk of 
taking the cholera by robbing the sick. If you have not hired one or 
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two stout, honest fellows 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 I-the women 1 Oh, sir l' 

Anxious as we were to return to the ~hip, we were obliged to remain 
until sun-down in our retired nook. lYe were hungry, tired, and out of 
spirits; the mosquitoes swarmed in myriads around us, tormenting the 
poor baby, who, not at all pleased with her first visit to the New World, 
filled t.he 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 la.nding-place. Here 
we encountered a boat, just landing a fresh cargo of li,ely mvages from 
the Emerald Isle. One fellow, of gigantic proportions, whose long, 
tattered greatcoat just reached below 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 roeks, and flourishing' aloft 
his shilelagh, bounded and capered like a wild goat from his native 
mountains. 'Whurrah! my boys l' he cried. 'Shure we'll all be jontle­
men 1'-' Pull away, my lads!: said the captain. Then turning 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 laying her hand familiarly 
upon his shoulder, 'Captain, dinna forget.'-Forget whati" 

She whispered something confidentially in his ear. 
'Oh, ho! the brandy!' he responded aloud. 'I should have thought, 

Mrs. Mackenzie, that you had had enough of that same, on yon island P' 
'Ay, sic a place for decent folk,' returned the drunken body, shaking 

her head. 'One needs a drap 0' comfort, captain, to keep up one's 
heart ava.' 

'l'he captain set up one of his boisterous laughs, as he pu~hed the boat 
from the shore. 'Hollo! Sam Frazer! steer in, we have forgotten the 
stores.'-'I hope not, captain,' said I; 'I have been starving since day­
break.'-' The bread, the butter, the beef, the onions and potatoes are 
here, sir,' said honest Sam. particularising each article.-' 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. Thus ended my first day's 
experience of the land of all our hopes. 

n.-QUEBEC. 

Queen of the West !-upon thy rocky thront', 
In solitary grandeur sternly placed; 

In awful majesty thou sitt'st alone, 
By Nature's ma.ter-hand supremely graced. 

The world has not thy counterpart-thy dower, 
Eternal beauty, strength, and matchless power. 

ON the 22nd of September, the anchor was weighed, and we bade a long 
farewell to Grosse Isle. As our vessel struck into mid-channel, I cast a 
last,lingering look at the beautiful shores we were leaving. Cradled in 
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the arms of the St. Lawrence, and basking in the bright rays of the 
morninO' sun the island and its sister group looked like a second Eden 
just em~rged 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 my sight, to remain 
for ever on the tablets of memury. The day was warm, and the cloud­
less heavens of that peculiar azure tint which gives to the Canadian skies 
and waters a brilliancy unknown in more northern latitudes. The air 
was pure and elastic, the sun shone out with uncommon splendour, 

'lighting up the changing woods with a rich mellow colouring, composed 
of a thousand brilliant and vivid dyes. The mighty river rolled flashing 
and sparkling onward, impelled by a strong breeze, that tipped its short 
rolling' surges with a crest of snowy foam. 

Had there been no other object of interest in. the landscape than this 
majestic river, its vast magnitude, and the depth and clearness of its 
waters, and its great importance to the colony, would have been sufficient 
to have riveted the attention, and claimed the admiration 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 that noble river! How the mind expands with the 
sublimity 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 receiving the homage of all worshippers. 

Every perception of my miud became absorbed into the one sense ,ot 
seeing, when, upon rounding Point Levi, we cast ·anchor before Quebec. 
'Vhat a scene I-Can the world produce such another? Edinburgh had 
been the beau ideal to me of all that waR beautiful in N ature-a vision 01 
the northern Highlands had haunted my dreams across the Atlantic j but 
all these past recollections 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 combine to lend: 
their aid in malting the picture perfect, and worthy of its Divine Origi~ 
nator. The precipitous bank npon which the city lies piled, reflected in 
the still deep waters at its base, greatly enhances the romantic beauty of 
the situation. The mellow and serene glow of the autumnal day har­
monised so perfectly with the solemn grandeur of the scene around me, 
and sank so silently and deeply into my soul, that my spirit fell prostrate 
before it, and I melted involuntarily into tears. Yes, regardless of the 
eager crowds around me, I leant upon the side of the vessel and cried like 
a child-not . tears of sorrow, but a gush from the heart. of pure and 
unalloyed dehght. I heard not the many voices murmuring in myears­
I saw not the anxious beings that thronged our narrow deck-my soul at 
t~3;t moment was alone wi~h God. The shadow of His glory rested 
.vlslbly on. the stupendous objects that composed that magnificent scene 
words are perfectly inadequate to describe the impression it made UpOIi 
my mind-the emotions it produced. The only homage I was capablE 



QUEBEC. 17 
of offering at such a shrine was tears-tears the most heartfelt and sincere 
that ever flowed from human eyes. I never before felt so overpoweringly 
my own insignificance, and the boundless might and majesty of the 
Eternal. Canadians, rejoice in your beautiful city I Rejoice and be 
worthy of her-for few, very few, of the sons of mlln can point to such a 
spot as Quebec-and exclaim, 'She is ours I-God gave her to us, in her 
beauty and strength I-We will live for her glory-we will die to defend 
her liberty and rights-to raise her majestic brow high above the nations I' 

Look at the situation of Quebec I-the city founded on the rock that 
proudly holds the height of the hill. The queen sitting enthroned above 
the waters, that curb their swiftness and their strength to kiss and fawn 
around her lovely feet. Canadians I-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 foot upon a fortress 
rendered impregnable by the hand of Nature? rnited 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 heart of the world, through the length and breadth of the land, 
carrying 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 en­
circle you on every side! Never yield up these solid advantages to 
become an humble dependent on the great republic-wait patiently, 
loyally, lovingly, upon the illustrious parent from whom you sprang, and 
by whom you have been fostered into life and political importance; in 
the fulness of time she will proclaim your childhood past, and bid you 
stand up in your own strength, a free Canadian people I 

British mothers of Canadian sons I-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 happiest, the most independent country in the world I Exhort them 
to be worthy of her-to have faith in her present prosperity, in her futuro 
greatness, and to devote all their talents, when they themselves are men, 
to accomplish this noble object. Make your children proud of the land 
of their birth, the land which has given them bread-the land in which 
you have found an altar and a 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, enjoy; you will soon 
learn to love Canada as I now love it, who once viewed it with a hatred 
so intense that I longed to die, that death might effectually separate us 
for ever. But, oh 1 beware of drawing disparaging contrasts between the 
colony and· its illustrious parent. All such comparisons are cruel and 
unjust j-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 common work-a-day realities. 

1'he pleasure we experienced upon our first glance at Quebec was 
greatly damped by the sad conviction that the cholera-plague ra.ged 
within her walls, while the almost ceaseless tolling of bells proclaimed a 
mournful tale of woe and death. Scarcely a person visited the vessel 

B 
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who was not in black, or who spoke not in tones o.f subdued grief. They 
advised us not to go on shore if we valued our lives, as strangers most 
commonly fell the first victims to the fatal malady. This was to me a 
severe disappointment who felt an intense desire to climb to the erown 
of the rock and survey'the noble landscape at my feet. I yielded at last 
to the wishes of my husband, who did not himself resist the temptation 
in his own person, and endeavoured to content myself with the ~eans of 
enjoyment placed within my .reach. My ~yes ~ere never tIred of 
wandering over the scene before me.. It IS ('ur~ous. to. observe ~ow 
differently the objects which call forth mtense adnurahon m some mmds 
will affect others. The Scoteh dragoon, Mackenzie, seeing me look long 
and intently at the distant Falls of Montmorency, drily obser~ed, 

'It may be a' vera fine; but it looks nae better to my thmken than 
hanks 0' white woo' hung out o'er the bushes.'-' "Veel,' cried another, 
'thae fa's are jm,t bon~ie; 'tis a braw land, nae doubt; but no' just so 
braw as auld Scotland.'--' Hout, man! hauld your clavers, we shall a' be 
lairds here,' said a third; 'and ye maun wait a muckle time before they 
wad think aucht of you at hame.' 

I was not a little amused at the extravagant expectations entertained 
by some of our steerage passengers. The sight of the Canadian shores 
had changed them into persons of great consequence. The poorest and 
the worst-dressed, the least-deserving and the most repulsive in mind 
and morals, exhibited most disgusting 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 cOlmtry. 

Girls, who were scarcely able to wash a fioor decently, talked of 
service with contempt, unless tempted to change their resolution by the 
offer of twelve dollars a month. '1'0 endeavour to undeceive them was a 
useless and ungracious task. After having tried it with several without 
success, I left it to time and bitter experience to restore 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 endeavour to realise their absurd anticipations. 

We were favoured, a few minutes after our arrival, with another visit 
from the health-officers; but in this instance both the gentlemen were 
Canadians. Urave, .melancholy-Iooking men, who talked much and 
ominously of the prevailing disorder, and the impossibility of strangers 
escaping from its fearful ravages. This was not very consoling, and 
served to depress the cheerful tone of mind which, after all is one of the 
best antidotes against this awful scourge. '1'he cabin seem'erl to lighten, 
and the air to circulate more freely, after the departure of these profes­
sional ravens. The captain, as if by instinct, took an additional glass of 
grog, to. s~ake 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,. i.Jliterate men, who, seating themselves at the 
cabm table, With a familIar nod to the captain and a blank stare at us 
commenced thll follOwing dialogue :__' , 

Custom-house officer (after making inquiries as to the general cargo of the 
vessel) ;-' Any good bra.ndy on board, captain ?'-Captain (gruffiy) : 'Yes.' 
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Officer: 'Best remedy for the cholera known. The only one the 

doctors can depend upon.' 
Captain (taking the hint): 'Gentlemen, I'll send you up a dozen bottles 

this afternoon.' 
Officer: 'Oh, thank you. "Te are sure to get it genuine 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: 'Capital!' 
First officer: 'Any short, large-bowled, Scotch pipes, with metallic 

lids ?'-Captain ('lnite impatiently): 'Yes, yes; I'll send you some to 
smoke, with the brandy.-What else ?' 

Officer: ' We will now proceed to business.' 
My readers would have laughed, as I did, could they 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 turning to me, 
'They rob us in this barefaced manner, and we dare not resist or com­
plain, for fear of the trouble they can put us to. If I had those villains 
at sea, I'd give them a taste of brandy 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 11s. She was quickly boarded by the health-officers, and 
ordered round to take up her station below the 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 eutangled in the chains. 
Uproarious was the mirth to which the incident gave rise among the 
crowds that thronged the decks of the many vessels thcn at anchor in the 
river. Bpeaking-trumpets resounded on every side; and my readers may 
be assured that the sea-serpent was not forgotten in the multitude of 
jokes which followed.-Laughter resounded on all sides; and in. lite 
midst of the noise and confusion, the captain of the Horsley Ii ill hoisted 
his colours downwards, as if making signals of distress, a mistake which 
provoked renewed and long-continued mirth. 

I laughed until my sides ached; little thinking how the Horsley .Hill 
would pay us off for our mistimed hilarity. 

Towards night, most of the steerage-passengers returned, greatly dis­
satisfied with their first visit to the city, which they declared to be a 
filthy hole, that looked a great deal better from the ship's side than it 
did on shore. This, I have often been told, is literally the case. Here, 
as elsewhere, man has marred the magnificent creation of his Maker. 

A dark and starless nig'ht 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 hoUl's before, my light summer clothing was 
almost insupportable, and now a heavy and well-lined plaid formed but 
an inefficient screen from the inclemency of the weather. After watch­
ing for some time the singnlar effect produced by the lights in the town 
reflected in the water, and weary with a long day of anticipation and 
excitement, 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. 

B 2 
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Alarmed, but not n,ware 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 description. By some 
strange fatality, the Horsley Hill had changed her position, and run !oul 
of us in the dark. The Anne was a small brig, and her unlucky neIgh­
bour a heavy three-masted vessel, with three hundred Irish emigTants on 
board; and as her bowsprit was directly across the bows of the .Anne, 
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 
strugglc. Unable to comprehend what was going on, I raised my head 
above the companion ladder, just at the critical moment when the 
vessels were grappled together. The shrieks of the women, the shouts 
and oaths of the men, and the barking of the dogs in either ship, aided 
the dense darkness of the night in producing a most awful and stunning 
effect. 

'What is the matter?' I gasped out. 'What is the reason of this 
dreadful confusion?' 

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 persuaded the women to accompany me below. 
The mate hurried off with the cabin light upon the deck, and we were 
left in total darkness to await the result. A deep, strange silence fell 
upon my heart. It was not exactly fear, but a sort of nerving of my 
spirit to meet the worst. 'rhe cowardly behaviour of my companions 
inspired me with courage. I was ashamed of their pusillanimity 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 thatt ensued was echoed by a shriek from the whole party. 

'C.:::>.Ji guide us I' 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 P' said 8he.-' I did; it was of your own 
making, Sit down and be quiet.' 

Here followed another shock, that made the vessel heave and tremble; 
and the dragging of the anchor increased the uneasy motion which began 
to fill the boldest of us with alarm. 

, Mrs. Moodie, we are lost,' said Margaret Williamson, the youngest 
daughter of 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 I pray for me I I cannot, I dare not 
pray for myself; 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. I never witnessed such an ag'ony of despair. Before I 
could say one word to comfort her, another shock seemed to lift the 
vessel upwards. I felt my own blood run cold, expecting instantly 
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to go down; and thoughts of death, and the unknown d'~rnity at our 
feet, flitted vaguely through my mind. 

, If we stay here, we shall perish,' cried the girl, springing 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, husbands, brothers on board, who will not 
forget you. I beseech you to remain 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 
upon deck, just as the Horslty Hill swung off, carrying with her part of 
the outer frame of our deck and the larger portion of our stern. When 
tranquillity was restored, fatigued both in mind and body, I sunk into a 
profound sleep, and did not awake until the sun had risen high above the 
waye-encircled fortress of Quebec. 

The stormy clouds had all dispersed during the night; 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 pene­
trated their shadowy folds, they gradually drew up like a curtain, and 
dissolved like wreaths of smoke into the clear ail'. 

The moment I came on deck, myoid friend Oscar greeted me with his 
usual joyous bark, and, with the sagacity peculiar to his ~pecies, proceeded 
to show me all the damage done to the vessel during' the night. It was 
laughable to watch the motions of the poor brnte, as he ran from place 
to place, stopping before, or jumping' upon, every fractured portion of 
the deck, and barking out his indignation at thc ruinous condition in 
which he found his marine home. Oscar had made eleven voyages in the 
Anne, 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 
i'ope-yarn; but a more faithful 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 favourite. When 
my arms were tired with nursing, r had only to lay my baby on my cloak 
on deck, and tell Oscar to watch her, and the good dog wonld 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 
least opposition; but if anyone dared to approach his charge, he was 
alive on the instant, placing his paws over the child, and gTowling 
furiously. He would have been a bold man who had approached the 
child to do her an injury. Oscar was the best plaything, and as sure a 
protector as Katie had. During the day, many of our passeng'ers took 
their departure; tired of the close (lonfinement of the ship, and the long 
voyage, they were too impatient to remain on board until we reached 
Montreal. The mechanics obtained instant employment, :md the girls 
who were old enough to work, procured situations as servants in the city. 

Before night, our numbers were greatlyrednee<l. 'rhe 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 own party, were 
all that remained of tIle seventy-two passengers that left the Port of 
Leith in the brig Anne. In spite of the earnest entreaties of his young 
wife, the said Tam Grant, who was the most mercurial fellow in the 
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world, would insist upon going on shore to see a!l the lions o.f the pla~e. 
, Ah, Tam! Tam! ye will dee 0' the cholera,' cned the weepmg MaggIe. 
, My heart will brak if ye dinna bide wi' me an' the ~airnie,: 'l'am :was 
deaf as Ailsa Craig. Regardless of tcars and entreatIes, he Jumped lI~to 
the boat like a wilful man as he was, and my husband went WIth him. 
Fortunately for me, the latter returned safe to the vessel, in time. ~o 
proceed with her to Montreal, in tow of. t~e noble ~teamer, i!nt"h 
America' but Tam the volatile Tam was mIssmg. Durmg the reIgn of 
the chol~ra what 'at another time would have appeared but a trifling 
incident, w~s now invested with doubt and terror. '1'he distress of the 
poor wife knew no bounds. I think I see her now, as I saw her then, 
sitting upon the floor of the deck, her head buried between her knees, 
rocking herself to and fro, and weeping in the utter abandonment ~f her 
grief. ' He is dead! he is dead! My dear, dear Tam! The pestilence 
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 I 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 fire8, and sparkled 
with myriads of luminous particles, as I gazed my last upon that 
beautiful scene. The tow-line was now attached from our ship to the 
British Americrl, and in company with two other vessels, we followed fast 
in her foaming wake. Day lingered on the horizon just long enough to 
enable me to exami'ne, with deep interest, the rocky heights of Abraham" 
the scene of our immortal Wolfe's victory and death; and when the 
twilight faded into night, the moon arose in solemn beauty, and cast 
mysterious gleams upon the strange stern landscape. The wide river,. 
flowing rapidly between its rugged banks, rolled in inky blackness 
beneath the over-shadowing crag!!; 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 
forward, 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. The lofty groves of pine frowned down in hearse· 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 t.o my present-it was 
doomed t.o 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 letter from home!' , I have seen a friend from home!' , I 
dreamt last night that I was at home!' are expressions of every-daYl 
occurrence, 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 motion on the decks of the 
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other vessels. Determined not to be outdone, our fiddlers took up the 
strain, and a lively contest ensued between the rival musicians, which 
continued 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' I left the scene with eyes brimful of tears, and my mind painfully 
agitated by sorrowful recollections and vain regrets. 

IlL-OUR JOURNEY UP THE COUNTRY. 

OF Montreal I can say but little. The cholera was 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. 'l'hat the feelings of all on board very nearly resembled 
our own might be read in the anxious' faces of both passengers and crew. 
Our captain, who had never before hinted that he entertained any appre­
hensions on the subject, now confided to us his conviction 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. '" e left the cholera in Eng'land, we met it again in 
Scotland, and, under the providence of God, we escaped its fatal visita­
tion in Canada. Yet the fear and the dread of it on that first day 
caused me to throw many an anxious glance on my hmband anfl my 
child. I had been very ill during the three weeks that our vessel was 
becalmed upon the Banks of Newfoundland, and to this circumstance I 
attribute my deliverance 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. 

Montreal from the river wears a pleasing aspect, but it lacks the 
grandeur, the stern sublimity of Quebec. The fine mountain that forms 
the background 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 period, dirty and ill-paved; and the open­
ing 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 effluvia, more likely to produce than stay 
the course of the plague, the violence of which had, in all probability, 
been increased by these long-neglected receptacles of uncleanliness. 

The dismal stories told us by the excise-officer who carne to inspect the 
unloading of the vessel, of the frightful ravages of the cholera, by no 
means increased our desire to go on shore. 

, It will be a miracle if you escape,' he said. 'Hundreds of emigrauts 
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 1.-' God only knows,' was the 
grave reply. 'There was a man sent from heaven, and his name was 
John.' 'But I thought this man was called Stephen ?'-' Ay, so he calls 
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himself, but 'tis certain that he is not of the earth. Flesh and blood 
could n~ver 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 at 
the worst and the hea~ts of all men stood still with fear, and our doctors 
could do' nothing to stop its pr?gress, this man, or angel, ~r sa:int, 
suddenly made his appearance III our streets. He came III great 
humility seated in an ox-cart and drawn by two lean oxen and a rope 
harness.' Only think of that!' Such a man in an old ox-ca?·t, 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 ?'-' Successful! It beats all belief; and his 
remedy so 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 banish the cholera from the city.' 

'Do you know his famous remedy ?'-' Do I nut? 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 cramp 
subsides; he falls into a quiet sleep, and when he awakes he is perfectly' 
restored to health.' Such were our first tidings of Stephen Ayres, the 
cholera doctor, who is universally.: believed to have effected some wonder­
ful cures. He obtained a wide celebrity throughout the colony." 

The day of our arrival in the port of Montreal was ~pent in packing 
and preparing for our long' journey up the country. At sunset, J 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 the sun, and the bugle­
ca11\ wafted over the waters, solllided so cheery and inspiring, that it 
bamshed all fears of the cholera, and, with fear the heavy o'loom that 
had clouded my mind since we left Quebl1c. I 'COUld once ':nore hold 
sweet converse with nature, and enjoy the soft loveliness of the rich 
and harmonious scene. A loud cry from one of the crew startled me' 
I.turned to the river, and beheld a man struggling in th.e water a short 
dIstance fr~m our ve~sel. He was a young sailor, who had fallen from 
~he bowsprIt of a shIp near us. There is something terribly exciting 
III beholdlllg a f~llow-creat~re in i.mminent peril, without having the 
power to help hIm. To WItness hIS death-struggles,-to feel in your . 

~ A friend of mine, in this town, has an original portrait of this notable empiric­
~hlS man s;nt from !Ieav~n. The face is rather handsome, but has a keen, design~ 
mg expresslOn, and IS eVIdently that of an American from its complexion and 
features. ' 
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own person all the dreadful alternations of hope and fear,-and 
finally, to see him die, with scarcely an effort made for his preservation: 
This was our case. At the moment he felI into the water, a boat with 
three men was within a few yards of the spot, and actualIy sailed over the 
spot where he sank. Cries of • Shame!' from the crowd collected 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 thc 
struggle would be his last. • Is it possible that they will let a human 
being perish, and so near the shore, when an oar held out would save his 
life?' was the agonising question at my heart, as I gazed, half-maddened 
by excitement, on the fearful spectacle. The eyes of a multitude were 
fixed upon the same object-but not a hand stirred. Everyone seemed 
to expect from his fellow an effort which he was incapable of attempting 
himself. ~t this moment-splash !-a sailor plunged into the water from 
the deck of a neighbouring vessel, and dived after the drowning man. 
A deep • Thank God!' burst from my heart. I drew a freer .breath as 
the brave felIow'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 came too late! The sailor, whose name was Cook, had 
been obliged 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 unfortunatc being he had vainly endeavoured to succour. 
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 time, I could have sayed him. I knew 
him well-he was an excellent fellow and it good seaman. He has left a 
wife and three children in Liverpool. Poor Jane !-how can I tell her 
that I could not save her husband !' 

He wept bitterly, and it was impossible 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. Such acts of heroism are common 
in the lower walks of life. '{'hus, the purest gems are often encased 
in the rudest crust; and the finest feelings of the human heart are 
fostered in the chilling a.tmosphere of poverty. 

While this sael event occupied all our thoughts, and gave rise to many 
painful reflections, an exclamation of unqualified delight at once changed 
the current of our t.houghts, and filled ns wit.h surprise and pleasure. 
Maggy Grant. bad fainted in the arms of her husband .. Yes, there was 
Tam,-her dear, reckless Tam, after all her tears and lamentations, 
pressing his young wife to his heart, anel calling her by a thousand 
endearing pet names. He had met with some countrymen at Quebec, 
had taken too much whisky on the joyful occasion, and lost his passage 
in the AllllP, but had followed, a few hours later, in another steam-boat; 
and he assured the now happy Maggie, as he kissed the infant Tam, 
whom she held up to his admiring gaze, that he never would be 
guilty of the like again. Pcrhaps he kept his word; but I much fear 
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that the first temptation would make the lively laddie forget his 
promise. . , 

Our luggage having been removed to the Custom-house, Includmg ,our 
bedding, the captain collected all the ship's flags for our ac?ommodatlOn, 
of which we formed a tolerably comfortable bed; and If oW' dreams 
were of England, could it be otherwise, with. her glorious flag wrapped 
around us, and our heads resting upon the Umon Jack? . 

In the morninO' we were obliO'ed to visit the city to make the necessary 
arrangements fo~ our upward "journey. The day was intens~ly hot. A 
bank of thunder-clouds lowered hcavily about the mountam, and the 
close, dusty streets were silent, and nearly deserted. ~ere an~ thera 
might be seen a group of anxious-looking, care-worn, sICkl! eI~llgrants.' 
seated against a wall among their packages, and sadly rummatmg upon 
their future prospects. The sullen toll of the death-bell, the exposure 
of ready-made coffins in the undertakers' windows, and the oft-recurringi 
notice placarded on the walls, of funerals furnished 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 lurking 
in our very path: we felt no desire to examine the beauties of the place. 
With this ominous feeling pervading oW' minds, public buildings pos.­
sessed few attractions, and we determined to make our stay as short as 
possible. Compared with the infected city, our ship appeared an ark of 
safety, and we returned to it with joy and confidence, too soon to be 
destroyed. We had scarcely re-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 immediately, before the intelligence could reach the health­
officers. A few minutes sufficed to make the necessary preparations i 
and in less than half-an-hoW' we found oW'selves occupying comfortable: 
apartments in Goodenough's hotel, and oW' passage taken in the stage 
for the following morning. The tranRition was like a dream. The change 

.from the close, rank ship, to large, airy, well-furnished rooms and clean 
attendants, was a luxury we should have enjoyed 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, beneath the very roof that sheltered 
us, and its ravages we were told, had extended up the country as far as 
Kingston; 80 that it was still to be the phantom of our coming journey 
if we were fortunate enough to escape from its head-quarters. ' 

At six o'clock the following morning, we took our places in the coach 
for Lachine, and our fears of the plague greatly diminished as we left 
the spires of Montreal in the distance. 'l'he journey from Montreal 
~estward ha~ been so well described by many gifted pens, that I shall say 
lIttle .about It; The .banks of the St. Lawrence are picturesque and 
beaut.lful, partJcularly m those spots where there is a good view of the 
American side. The neat farm-houses looked to me, wbose eyes had 
been. so long accustomed t.o the watery waste, homes of beauty and 
happmess; and the splendid orchards, the trees at that season of t~ 
year being loaded with ripening fruit of all hues were refreshing an 
delicious. My partiality for the apples was regarded by a fellow 
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traveller with a species of horror. ' Touch them not, 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 gentle­
man 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 respec'ting 
the disease, '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 escape,' said a backwood settler, 
who occupied the opposite seat; 'many a younger man has died of it.' 

, Ay; but I believe I ne,er 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 alive I I was once persuaded by a friend to 
eat them, and I liked them well enough at the time. But I declare to 
you that I felt them crawling over one another in my stomach all night. 
The next morning I was seized with the cholera.' 

'Did you swallow them whole, C --?' said the former 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 tongue, 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, I'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 
Cornwall, and took coach for Prescott. The count.ry through which we 
passed appeared beautiful in the clear light of the moon; but the air 
was cold, and slig'htly 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 
being of canvas, and the open space allowed for windows unglazed, I 
shivered with cold, which amounted to a state of suffering when the 
day broke, and we approached the little village of Matilda. It was un­
animously 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. The people in the tavel'll 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 room 
with a fire. ' I guess it was a pretty considerable cold night for the like 
of her,' said he. 'Come, I'll show you to the kitchen; there's always a 
fire there.' I cheerfully followed, accompanied by our servant. 

Our entrance was unexpected, and by no means agTeeable 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 faGe, and an eye like a black snake, was just emerging fro~ a bed 
in the corner. We soon discovered this apparition to be the mistress of 
the house. 'The people can't come in here I' she screamed in Ii shrill 
voice, darting daggers at the poor old man. 
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'Sure there's a baby and the two women critters are perished with 
cold,' lJleaded the g~od old man. 'Wha~'~ that to me? ,They 
have no business in my kitchen.' 'Now, Almm1, do hold on. Its the 
coach has stopped to breakfast with us j and you know we don't often 
get the chance.' 

.All this time the fair Almira was dressing as fast as she could, and 
eyeinO' her unwelcome female guests as we stood shivering over the fire; 

'B~akfast!' she muttered, 'what can we give them to eat? '1'hey. 
pass our door a thousand times without anyone alighting; and now, 
when we are out of everything, they must stop (tnd order breakfast a\ 
such an unreasonable hour. How many are there of you?' turning 
fiercely to me.-' Nine,' I answered, htconically, 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 done, Joe?' (to the old 
man.)-' Eggs and ham, summat of that dried venison, and pumpki~ 
pie,' responded the (fide-de-camp, thoughtfullr. 'I don't know of anYi 
other fixings.'-' Bestir yourself, then, and layout the table, for the 
coach can't stay long,' cried the virago, seizing a frying-pan from the 
wall, and preparing it for the reception of the egg's and ham. 'I musll 
have the fire to my8elf. People can't come crowding here, when I have 
to fix breakfast for nine; particularly when there is a good room 
elsewhere provided for their accommodation.' I took the hint, and re­
treated to the parlour, where I found the rest of the passengers walldntl 
to and fro, and impatiently awaiting the advent of the breakfast. 

To do Almira justice, she prepared from her scanty materials a very 
substantial breakfast in an incredibly short time, for which she charged 
us a quarter of a dollar per head. At Prescott we embarked on board ~ 
fine new steam-boat, William IT'., crowded with Irish emigrantsl 
proceeding to Cobourg and Toronto. 

While pacing the deck, my husband was greatly struck by the appear-
. ance of a middle-aged man and his wife, who sat apart from 1he rest; 
and seemed struggling with intense grief, which, in spite of all their 
efforts at concealment, was strongly impressed upon their features.: 
Some t.ime after, I fell int.o conversation with t.he woman, from whom I 
learned their little history. The husband was factor to a Scotch gentleJ 

man, of htrge landed property, who had employed him to visit Canada/ 
and report the capabilities of the country, prior to his investing a large 
sum of money in wild lands. The expenses of their voyage had been 
paid, and everything up to that morning had prospered with themJ 
T~ey had been blessed with a speedy passage, and were greatly pleased 
With the country find the people; but of what avail was all this? Their 
onl! son, a fine lad of fourteen, bad died that day of the cholera, and all 
theIr hopes for tbe.futu:e were buried in his grave. For his sake they 
had sought a home In thIS far land; and here, at the very onset of their 
new career, the fell disease had taken him from them for ever -here. 
where, in such a crowd, the poor heartbroken mother could n~t eveD 
indulge her natural grief! 

'~b, for a place where I might greet!' she said' 'it would relieve the 
burning weight at my heart. But with sae mony strange eyes glowering 
u~on ~, I t~k' shame.to myse!' ,to I?reet!' . 

Ab, J eame, my pUll" woman, said the husband, grasping her hand; , . 
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'ye maun bear up; '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! 
'rears are the best balm that can be applied to the anguish of the heart. 
Religion teaches man to bear his sorrows with becoming fortitude, but 
tears contribute largely both to soften and to heal the wounds from 
whence they flow. At Brockville we took in a party of ladies, which 
somewhat 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 
IJake of the Thousand Isles; but the driving storm hlended all objects 
into one, and I returned wet and disappointed to my berth. We 
passed Kingston at midnight, and lost all our lady pa~sengers but two. 
The gale continued until daybreak, and noise and confusion prevailed all 
night, which were 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, and haraugued his countrymen on the 
political state of the ,Emerald Isle, in a style which was loud if not 
eloquent. Sleep was impossible, whilst his' stentorian lungs con­
tinued to pour forth torrents of unmeaning sound. 

Our Dutch Rtewardess was hig'hly enraged. His conduct, 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 t.o this remonstrance, he caught her by the foot, and pulled 
her down. Then waving t.he 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 purt.y darlints, never sent you wid that 
"ugly message to Pat," who loves them so inti rely that he manes to kapa 
watch over them, through the blessed night.' Then making us a 
ludicrous bow, he continued, 'Ladies, I'm at yer sarvice; I only wish I 
conld get a dispensation from the Pope, and I'd marry yeas all.' The 
stewardess bolted the door, and the mad fellow kept up ~uch a racket 
that we all wished him at the bottom of the Ontario. 

The following day was wet and gloomy. The storm had protracted 
the length of our voyage for several hours, and it was midnight when we 
landed at Cobourg. 

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.' 

ABOUT a month previous to our emigration to Canada, my husband said 
to me, 'You need not expect me home to dinner to-day; I am going 
with my friend Wilson to Y--- to hear Mr. C--- lecture upon 
emigration to Canada. He has just returned from the N ortll Americ' ' 
provinces, and his lectures are ~ttended by vast numbers of persons .ark-
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are amdous to obtain information on the subject. I got a note from your 
friend B--- this morning, be",6ng me to ('unle over an? listen t? his 
palaver; and as ,ril~nn thinks uf C'llIigrating in the '!,l'ln;.;'" he wIll be 
my walking companion.'·-' Tom ,Yilsoll going to ('anada!' ",lId. I, as the 
door dN'tl on my better-half. ' ,,'hat a baekwood8~an he WIll I?uke! 
,Ylm! a los" to the ~illl,'lu Indies of ~---! \\ imt WIll they uo wIthout 
him at their ball,; and l,ic-nics ?' 

(Ille of my si"kr" who "as writ.in;.;' at a t:,bl(' near me,. was highI.y 
amused at this 11l1ex!,l'ctell alllIOIlJl('I'1I1cnt. l:-lhe fell back m her chaIr 
and indulo.cu in a lUll'" and hearty laugh. I am certain that most of my 
reallcl's w';uld h[Lve j"~l\I'II in hl'l"lallgh had they lmown the object which 
provoked her mirth. '1 'Ufll' Tom is- such a dreamer,' said my sister, 'it 
would be an act of charity in JUliodie to per"uade him from undertaking 
such a wii,l-goo"l' chase; only that I fancy my ;';'011,1 l'l'other is possesRed 
with the same m[Lnia.'-' -"av, Uod forbid!' sai,l 1. 'I hope this 
lHr. ---, with the unpronOl.ine('able name, will di,,;.: ust thl-Ill with his 
elo'luence; for B--- writes me word, in hi, Ill'oll "'ny, that he is a 
coal''''', vulgar fellow, and lacks the dignity of a hear. (Ih! I am certain 
they will return quite sickelle,] with the Canadian i,rojel't.' Thus I laid 
the flattering unction to my soul, litt k Jreaming t ha t I alld mine should 
share in the ~tl'<ln~e adventures of thi~ oddest of all odd cre,ttures. 

It might be Imule a suhject of curious inquiry to those who delight in 
hunmn aLsurditils, if evcr there were a character drawn in works of 
fidiull so extrav<lgalltly ridiculous as some which daily c:qll'rience pre­
sents to our view. ,r,-, han' enconntered people in the bruad thorough­
fareR of IU'e more ecc"lltric than l'\'er \I'e rca,l of in books; p,'ople, who, 
if all their foolish RaJ'ings and doin<:!,'R \\'1'1'1' duly r"cunlell, would vie 
with the dl'oll",t cn':ttionR of lIuoll. or (:,'01';';1' ('UIIIl:Ill, and put to 
shame the flights of Iklrun :Uullehau>l'll. ::\ ot that Tom \\,ilson was 
a romancer; oh, no! He \"as the v,.'ry prose of prose, a man in a mist, 
whu ,,('eJlle,l afrai'l of ~!luyill,~' about for fl'ar of knockin~~; his III:.ul against 
a tre'.', and findin;' a halter "u"1'1.'1lI1ell to its branches-a man as helpless 
and as indolent as a baby, 

JUl'. Thomas, Ill' Tom \Yilson, as he was familiarly called I,y all his 
friell(ls HIlII acquaintances, was the son of a gentleman, wlj(J once pos­
sessed a large landed vroperty in the neighLonrhood ; but an cxtravag'ant 
and l'rotli,~·at'.' t'xjleJliliture of thl' income \\'hich he rLlcrived from a fine 
estate \Vhich lw,l Ilcscl'nded from father to ROil through nmny ;,;cllerations, 
had greatly relluced the circumstances of the el,l,,1' ,Yil:;ull. Still, his 
family held a cerLlin rank and standing in their !latin' county, of which 
his evil cour"c~, ball as they \\'ere, !.:oulu not wholly deprive them. The 
young lWul'if'-and a vl'ry Ltr~'c family they made of SOilS and daughters, 
twelve in Ilumber-\\'cre objects of interest and commi"cr;\t ion to all who 
knew th.cm, \\'bile the wortilless father \I'as justly held in contempt and 
detestatIOn. Our hero was the youngest of the six sons; and from his 
childhood he was famous for his nothill~2;-to-doishnc'f". He was too 
indolent to engage heart and soul in the n~anly >i'llrts of his comrades' 
and he never thought it llI'cc'",,<u'y to commence learning' his lesso~ 

"u~til the sehool had b.een in an I~our. As he grew up to man's estate, he 
I~ol~ht ~e seen dawtll.mg ahuut III a hlack frock-coat, jean trousers, and 

ALte kId gloves, makmg lazy bows to the pretty girh of his acquaintance; 
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lor dressed in a green shooting-jacket, with.a gun across his shoulder, 
sauntering down the wooded lanes, with a brown spaniel dodging at his 
heels, and looking as sleepy and indolent as his master. 

The slowness of all 'l'om'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 
to 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 1 What 
makes you laugh? At me, I suppose? I don't wonder at it; I often 
laugh at myself.' Tom would have been a treasure to an undertaker. 
He would have been celebrated as a mute; he looked as if he had been 
born in a shroud, and rocked in a 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 ridicule to 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. Tom was not without use in his day and generation: queer 
arid awkward as he was, he was the soul of trutb and bonour. You 
might suspect his sanity-a matter always doubtful-but bis honesty of 
heart and purpose, never. ·When you met Tom in the streets, he was 
dressed with snch neatness and care (to be sure it took him half the day 
to make his toilet), that it led Illany persons to imagine tbat this very ugly 
young man considered himself an Adonis; and I mURt 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 a man who had lost his ideas, and was diligently employed in search­
ing 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.-' Wbat was that you said ?' 

I repeated the question; and he answered, with one of his incrf'dulous 
smiles,-' Was it to me you spoke? Oh, I am quite well, or I should 
not be walking here. By the way, did you see my dog ?'-' How should 
I know your dog ?'-' Tbey say he resembles me. He's a queer dog, too; 
but I never could find out the likeness. Good night l' 

'l'his was at noonday; but Tom had a habit of taking light for dark-
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ness, and darkness for light, in all he did or sai~. He n~ust have hat! 
different eyes and ears and a different w"y of 'ITlllg, hcarmg, and com~ 
prehcmding, than is p~ssessed Ly tlJC j..;"L'llnality of his species; and to 
such a length did he carry thi~ <ll,f,tra<:.lioll of soul awl sense, tl~~t he 
would often l~av<: you aLruptly III the Imddle of a sentence; and If you 
chanced to meet him SOlil<: WCTk,i after, he would rcsume the con­
versation \\'it.h thc very word at which he had cut short the thread of 
your discolll's:;. A h,ly Ullce told hilll in jest that her youn!?est brother, 
a lad of twelve years old, had called Ius donkcy DraJmm, III honour of 
the great sing'cl' of that name. Tom made no aUSi\'Cr, but st.arted 
abrubtly away. Three 1110nths after, she happened to encounter hun on 
the same spot, when he <l<:costed her, without auy previous salutation, 

'Y uu Werl' telling Ill\) about a cloukc~', :'IIi", --, a donkey of yom' 
brother's-Dmlwlll, I think you called him--yes, DraJmm; a strange 
name for an ass! I wonder what tIll) great lUI'. J:;'aham would say to 
that, lIa, ha, ha,!'-' Your memory must Le exceliclIt, l\Ir. \Vilson, to 
enable you to remember such a trifling' circumstauce all this time.'­
'Trifling', do you call it'~ Why, I have thought of nothing else ever 
f-'inl'C'.' 

From iraits ouch as these my renlll'l'~ will be tempted to imagino him 
Lr,)thcr to tllC animal who had dwelt ") long in his thoughts; lJut there 
were timL's wlwn he surmounted this olrall;,:;e absence of mind, and could 
talk and act as sensiuly a, other folks. On the d('ath of his father, he 
emigralc',l to Xew Suutl! \\'ales, where he contrivcll to Iloz,-, away seven 
ye<lrS of his '-<lludeEs existence, sutTering his 1'01lyict sl'n'nnts to rob him 
of everything, and finally to burn his (lwclling. He returned to his 
natiyc village, dressed as an Italian mendicant, with a monkey perched 
npon his shoulder, and l,layinC;' airs of his OWll eOllll")sitillu upon a 
hurdy-go.lnly. In this .1ic;.;'ui",' lie f-uu~'ht the dwdlinJ,;' of an old bachelor 
uncle, and solicited his charity. But who that had once seen our friend 
Tom could ever forget him? Xaturc had no counterpart of 01](' who in 
mind and form was alike original. The good-natured old soldic'r, at a 
glancL', discoH're,1 his hopeful nl'llhe\\', reccil'cd him into his house with 
kindness, allll had afforded him an asylum ever since. 

Unl' littk anecdote of him at this pcrio(l ,vill illustrate the quiet love 
of mischief with which he was imLued. Travelling from \Y--- to 
London in thl' stage-coach (railways were not invented in those days), 
Ill; C'utcl'I;c1 into conYersatioll with an intelligent farmer who sat next 
him; Kc\\' South 'Yalcs, and his j"( .. ,i,lcucl" in that colony forminp,' the 
leading tupic, .A disseuting' minister who happenecl to L~ his "i.'~II-l'i." 
and '" ho ltad annoyed him by making scycral impertinent remarks 
sud(~enly ;u;kcd him, with a sneer, how many F'al'S he had been there. ' 

. '~even, ~'etllrn:d Tom, in a ~okllln tone, without ,1"igning a g-lance at 
Ius compmllon.- I thought so,' responded the other tlu'ustiu'" his hands 
into his l'rl'l'<:hcs pockct. 'And pray sir what ';'I:re you '";,ent there 
for 2'-' :-;tL'aliltg' pigs,' returned tho inc~rrigible Tom \I'itll the gTavity of 

. 1 1'1 d " a Jill g'o, Ie wor s were scarcely pronounced when the questioner 
called .tl!~ cO,.lchman .to stop, ]Jreferring a ride outside in the rain to a, 
scat 'Vlth.1ll WIth a tllH~f. Tom,greatly enjoyed the hoax, which he used' 
tu t:ll wI~h the .mernest of all grave faces. J;ebi,l('s being a devoted 
adnm'er of the fau' sex, and alv,ay~ imagining himself in 10'1'0 with some 
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unattainable heauty, he had a passionate craze for music and played 
upon the violin and fiute with considerable taste and exe~ution. 'rhe 
sound of a fav:ourite melody operated upon the breathing automaton 
like magic, his frozen faculties experienced a sudden thaw, and the 
stream of life leaped and gamholled for a while with uncontrollable 
vivacity. Hc laughed, danced, sang, and made love in a breath, com­
mitting a thousand mad vagaries to make you acquainted with his 
existence. My husband had a remarkably sweet-toned flute, and this 
fiute Tom regarded ,vith a species of idolatry. 

'I break the Tenth Commandment, Moodie, whenever I hear you play 
upon that flute. Take care of your black wife' (a name he had 
bestowed upon the coveted treasure), 'or 1 shall certainly run off with 
her.'-' 1 am half afraid of you, ~'om. 1 am sure if 1 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 being who now contemplated 
an emigration to Canada. How he succeeded in the speculation the 
sequel will show. It was late in the evening before my husband and his 
friend 'l'om Wilson returned from Y---. I had provided a hot supper 
and a cup of coff!)e after their long walk, and they did ample justice to 
my care. Tom was in unusually high spirits, and appeared wholly bent 
upon his Canadian expedition. 

'Mr. C-- must have been very eloquent, lIfr. Wilson,' said 1, 'to 
engage your 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 
contents upon the table-cloth. '\Ve were hungry after our long walk, 
and he gave us an excellent dinner.'-' But that had nothing to do with 
the substance of his lecture.'-' It ;was the substance, alter all,' said 
Moodie, laughing; 'and his audience seemed to think so, by the atten­
tion they paid to it during the discussion. But, come, 'Vilson, give my 
wife some account of the intelleetual part of the entertainment.'­
'What! 1-1-1-1 give an account of the lecture? Why, my dear 
fellow, 1 never listened to one word of it !'-' 1 thought you went to 
Y--- on purpose to obtain information on the subject of emigration 
to Canada?'-' Well, and so 1 dirl; but when the fellow pulled out his 
pamph~et. and said that it contained the substance of his lecture, and 
would only cost a shilling, 1 thought that it was better to secure the 
substance than endeavour to catch the shadow-so 1 bought the book, 
and spared myself the pain of listening to the oratory of the writer. 
lVII's. Moodie! he had a shocking delivery, a drawling, vulgar voice; and 
he spoke with such a nasal twang that 1 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, 1 wish you could have seen the 
wretch! But here is the document, written in the same stylc in which 
it was spoken. Read it; you have a rich treat in store.' 

1 took the pamphlet, not It little amuRed at his description of Mr. 
u--, for whom 1 felt an uncharitable dislike. 

'And how did you contrive to cntertain yourself, Mr. Wilson, during 
his long address?'-'By thinking how many fools were collected to­
gether, to listen to one greater than the rcst. By thc way, Moodic, did 

c 



.. r± rWUGHI:S-G IT IX TUE Bl'SJl • 

you notice Farmer Flitch ('-'XO; where did he Rit?'-' At the foot (,f 
the taLle. You must han' seen him, he ,,'as too big to bC' on'rlooked. 
'''hat a delightful squint he had! 'Yhat a ridiculous likl'Jl(',s there was 
LC'hH'C'n him and the roast pig he wa~ carving! I was m)}]rll'ring all 
dinner-time how thrrt man contrived to cut up that pig-; for one eye was 
fixe',l upon the c<'ilill~', and the otlier kC'riu~' Ycry affectionatc:ly at me. 
lt was ve.ry droll; "'as it not r' , And " .. hat do yon intend doir.g with 
yourself when yon al'rin' in C'anrrc1a?' said 1.-' Find out sOllle large 
hollow tree, a11<l live lih, Bruin in the winter by sucking my l"tWS. In 
the summer th<'l'e will k plenty of mast and acorn!' to satisfy the wants 
of an nlJstl'llJi<'\l~ fell"w.' '1:ut, joking al':ut, my dear fL·llow,' said my 
husband, anxious to in,]ll<:(' him to abandon a scheme so !J"l,d,-'~s, 'do 
you think that yon are at all qualified for a life of toil and hardl'hip?' 

, Are yon?' rdlll'll<',l Tum, r;1ioing his lar~'(', b'.lf;hy, hlack f'Yl·brows to 
the top of his forehen,l, and fixing !Ji~ ]c'ndl'lI "Y','" stedfnstly upon his 
i1ttcrrogator, with an air of such nb,nnl !C']',u'ity that ,ye burst into a 
hearty laugh, 'X OW \.,llat do ~·"n bll~'h for;> J am sure I ask,',l you a 
very serious question.'-' ] :nt your mdlwf1 of putting it is so unusual that 
you must excuse us for laughing.' 'I don't want you to "'I''''P,' said 
Tom; 'but as to our qualifications, ]Hn()llil', I think them prell,V C"!1lal, 
I know you think othl'J'wi"..,. but I will explain. Let me R'l'; \\lJnt was 
I going' to say ~-ah. I haH' it! You go with the intention of clearing 
lanll, and workin,~' for yr,nr,df. and doing a p:reat deal. I have tried 
that before in XeW ~onth 'Yales, and I know tlmt it won't answer. 
Gentlemen ean't work like labour<.'rs, and if they could, they won't: it 
is not in them, and that ynn will find out. You expect, by ~:'()ing: to 
('"na,la, to make your fortune, or at least secure a comforta],lu indo­
penc1enee. I anticipate Ill) such results; yd. I mean to r.o:o, partly out of 
a whim, partl~' to satisfy my curiosity whether it is a better country than 
New ~()nth "',,II'S; and b~tly, in the hope of ucttt'ring' roy cflll,lilion in 
a small ,,'ay, which at l'n'~ent is so h1l1 that it can scarcely 1,,,. wU\',-'l'. I 
mean to purchase a farm with the tln'ee hundred pounds I rec,.'iYed last 
week from the sale of my father's pl'operty; and if the (\m~(dian soil 
yields only half what 1\11'. C-- says it ducs. I nceduot starve, nut the 
refine,.l habits in which ~'ou lIa,,. lx·en hron,~'ht up, and ynnr unfortunate 
litcrary propensities-(I say unfortunate l)('l'''l1~U YOU will scl,lom meet 
peul'lt, in a colony who can or will sympathise' with you in these 
pursuits)-they will make yon an object of mistru"t and envy to those 
who cannot apl,rcciate them, and will be a ,'JUrC'c of constant morti­
fication .a?d disnpp.ointn,lcllt tn yonrself, Thank God! 11m\'(' no literary 
propensItIes; but III ,spIte of the latter ad\'~mta,::!'l" in all prol,al,ility I 
shall ~lake !l0 exertlOn at all; ~o that r0lll' el:er~y, damped 1:y disgust 
and cbsappomtment, and my lazllless, wlll C'1l,lm the same thing, and we 
shall both return like bad pennies to our natiH' shores. TIut GS I have 
ncithc'i' wife nor child to involve in Ttl;' failure, I think, without much 
self-flattery, that m~' Pl''''IIC'cts are betkr than yours.' 

Th~s was the. long-est speech I cYer heard '];(J1ll ntter; and, evidently 
astolll8he~ at h1l1]8elf, he ~I,rrlll:~' abruptly from the table, overset a cup 
of cojf8e mto my lap, and wl,lllllg us .'I(J("l d(?! (it was eleven o'clock at 
night), he ran out of the house, Tlll'),(' was more truth in poor Tom's 
words than at that moment we were willing' to allow; for youth and 
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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 wpre forgotten. ' 

How' dark and heavily did that frightful anticipation weigh upon my 
heart! As the time for our departure drew near, the thought of leaving 
my friends and native land became so intensely painful that it haunted 
me even in sleep. I seldom awoke without finding my pillow wet with 
tears. The glory of J.\Iay was upon the earth-of an English May. '1'he 
woods were bursting into leaf, the meadows and hedge-rows were flushed 
with flowers, and every grove and copsewood echoed to the warblings of 
birds and the humming of bees. To leave England at all was dreadli.u­
to leave her at such a Beason was doubly so. I went to take a last look 
at the old Hall, the beloved home of my childhood and ~'outh; to wander 
once more beneath the shade of its venerable oaks-to rest once more 
upon the velvet sward that carpeted their root~. It was while reposing 
beneath those noble trees that I had first indulged in those delicious 
dreams which are a foreta~te of the enjoyments of the spirit-land. In 
them the soul breathes forth its aspirations in a language unknown to 
common minds; anel that language is Poetry. Here regularly, from year 
to year, I had renewed my friendship with the first primroses and violets, 
and listened with the untiring ear of love to the spring roundelay of the 
blackbird, whistled from among' his bower of May blossoms. Here I had 
discoursed sweet wonlR to the tinkling' brook, and learned from the 
melo(ly of waters the music of natural sounds. In these beloved Rolitlldes 
all the holy emotions which stir 1he human heart in its depths had been 
freely poured forth, and found a response in the harmonious voice of 
Nature, beadng aloft 1he choral song of earth to the thTone of the Creator. 

How hard it was to tear myself from scenes endeared to me by the 
most lJenut.iful and sorrowful recollections, let those who have loved and 
suffered as [ did, say. However the world had frowned upon me, Nature, 
arrayed in her green )oveline~s, had eyer smiled upon me like an indulgent 
mother, holding out her loving arms to enfold to her bosom her erring 
but devoted child. Dear, dear England! why was I forced by a stern 
necessity to leave you '( What heinous crime had I committed that I, 
who adored you, should be torn from your sacred bosom, to pine out my 
joyless ('xistence in a foreign clime? Oh, that I might be permitted to 
return amI die upou your wave-encircled shores, and rest my weary head 
and heart IJeneath your daisy-covered sod at last! Ah, these are yain 
outbursts of feeling'-melancholy relapses of the spring home-sickness! 
Canarht! t.hou art a noble, free, and rising country-the great fostering 
mother of the orphans of civilisation. 'I'he offspring of Britain, thou 
must be ~Teat, 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 gra \Os ! 

Whilst talking over our coming separation with my sister C--, we 
observe(l Tom Wilson walking slowly up the path that led to the house. 
He was drt'~sed in a new shooting-jacket, with his gun lying carelessly 
across hi!' shoulder, and an ugly pointer dog following' at a little distance. 

• Well, Mrs. Moodie, I am oft",' said '.rom, shaking hands with my sister 
c 2 
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instead of me. 'I suppose I shall see !tloodie in London. What do yon 
think of my dog?' patting him afiectionately. . 

'I think him an ngly bC'ast,' said C--. ' Do YOl,I mean ~o take hIm 
with you?'-' An ugly hca~t !-Duchess a beast? \\ hy she IS ~ perfect 
beauty!-Beauty and the beast! Ha, ha, ha! I g-[tyC' two gUl~eas for 
}u'r last night.' (I thought of th(, old adage.) 'TlfrB. l\Ioo,llC, y.onr 
sister is no judge of a clog.' -' Y cn' likel~': returned ('---. langhmg. 
, And you ""0 to town to-night, :lfr. ,\-ilson? I thought as you came up 
to the hom~'e that you "'erc equipped for shooting.'-' To be sure j there 
is capital shooting in Canada.' 

'So I have heard-plenty of bears and wolves; I suppose you take out 
your dog and gun in antieipation?'-' True,' said Tom. 

, But you surely arc not going to take that dog with you ?'-' Indeed 
I am. I"he is a most valuable brute. 'rIw very best Yl'lltnre I could 
take. Jfy hrother Charles has C'nga~c,l our passage in the same vessel.' 

'It would be a pity to part you: said 1. ' l\iay you prove as lucky n 
pair as Whittington and his cat.'-' Whittington! 'Yhittington!' saill 
Tom, staring at my sister, and beginning to dream, which he invariably 
did in the company of women. "Vho was the gentleman?' 

, A yer~· 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 you go to :"t. Panl's Churchyard, and inquire for Sir 
Richard ,Yhittington and his cat, you will get his history for a mere trifle.' 

'Do not mind her, :lfr. ,Yilson, she is quizzing you,' quoth I; 'I wish 
you a safe y"yag" across the A i1alltic; I wiRh I could add a happy 
meeting with your friends. Bnt where 8hall we find friends in a strange 
land ?'-' All in goo,l time,' ~aid Tom. 'I hope to have the pleasure of 
meeting you in the backwoods of Canada before three montll>; are over. 
,\'hat adventures we shall have to tell one another! It will be capital. 
(;ood-bye.' 

'Tom has sailed,' said Captain ('harles 'Yilson, stepping into my little 
parlour a few days after his eccentric l,rothc'r's last visit. 'I saw him 
and Duchess safe on board. Odd as he is, I parted with him with a full 
heart; I felt as if we m'wr should meet again. Poor Tom! he is the 
only brother left me now that I can loyc. Robert and I never ag-reed 
very well, and there is little chance of our meetin;! in this world. He is 
married, and settled down for life in Xl'\\' ~uuth ,rales; and the rest, 
.John, Richard, Gcor:!e. are all gone-all!' 

"Vas Tom in ~o("l spirits when you partecP·-'Y('s. He is a perfect 
eontr:1Clict~on. He alwa!'s laughs and eries in the wrong plal'l". 'Charles,' 
he saId, WIth a loud laugh, 'tell the ~irls to get some new ll)usic against 
I return: anel, hark ye! if I neyer come back, I leave them my Kann'aroo 
'WaItz as a leg~cy.''' " 

"Yhat a strange creature !'-' Strange, in<leet! ; 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 c1;ance to 
have a person who snored sleep near him. Thirty pounds thrown away 
lIpon the mere chance of a snoring companion! "Besides, Charles,;' 
quoth he, "I cannot endure to share mv little cahin with others' thev 
will use my towels, and combs, and brushes, like that confounded ~aecal 
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who slept in the same berth with me coming from New South Wales 
who had the impudence to clean his teeth with my tooth-brush. Her~ 
I shall be all alone, happy and comfortable as a prince, and Duchess 
shall. sleep in th.e after-berth, and be my queen." And so we piu'ted,' 
contmued Captam Charles, ' 1\lay 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.' 

We left t.he British shores on the 1st of July, and cast anchor, as I 
llave already shown, under the Castle of St. Lewis, at Quebec, on the 
2nd of September, 1832. Tom Wilson saned 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 
ill 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 9t.h of September, the steamboat William IV. landed 
us at the then sm:111 but ri~ing town of ---, on the 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 to the number of strangers 
that had arrived for several 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 wit.h 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 posseRS such eyes, or use them in 
snch 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 myself that 
there is no likeness of such a handsome fellow to be found in the world, 
It is I, I swear I-although very little of me is left to swear by. The 
best part of me I have left to fatten the m11squitoes and black flies in 
that infernal bush. But where is Moodie ?'-' 'l.'here he is, trying to in­
duce Mr, S- -, for love or money, to let me have a bed for the night.' 

'You shall have mine,' said 'l.'om. ' I can sleep upon the floor of the 
parlour ill a blanket, Indian fashion. It's a bargain-I'll go and settle 
it with the Yankee directly; he's the best fellow in the world I In the 
meanwhile here is a little parlour, which is a joint-stock affair between 
some of 11S young hopefuls for the time being. Step in here, and I will 
go for Moodie j I long to tell him what I think of this confounded 
country, But you will find it out all in good time;' and, rubbing his 
hands together with a most lively and mischievous expression, he 
shouldered his way throug'h trunks, and boxes, and anxious faces, to 
communicate to my husband the arrangement he had so kindly made 
for us. 

, Accept this gentleman's offer, sir, till to-Plorrow,' said Mr. S--, 'I 
can then make more comfortable arrangements for your family; but we 
are crowded-crowded to excess. My wife ,and daughters are obliged 
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to sleep in a little chamber over the stnhl .. , to give our gues':s more 
room. Hard thnt, I gues" for decent peuple to locate (her the 
horses.' 

These matters settled, :J[oo.lie returned with Tom Wilson to the little 
parlour, in which I had already mad .. my~clf at home. 

',Yell, no\\', is it not funny that I should bc the first to welcome you 
to (',malb (' said Tom. 

, nut what are ynu doing here, mc' dear fellow ?'-' Shaking every day 
with the ague. J:ut I ("fluhl laugh in spit.- of my teeth to hear them 
make such a confullIld ... l rattling; yuu w(luld think they werc all quar­
relling which should first .~I't out of my mouth. This shaking mania 
forllls OUI' of the chief attradiolls of thi.~ new country.' 

, I fear,' said 1. remarking- how thin and pale he had become, 'tl.l!tt this 
e1illl:ttc' cnnuot agn'" with ~·(lu.'-' Xor I witlt the climate. \\ ell, we 
shall soon be 'luits, fill', tl) let you into a secret, I alll now on my way to 
England.' 'Impossihk !'-' It is true.' ',\nd the j,mll; what have you 
dUlll' with it ('-' :-;111,1 it.' 'l\nel yom outfit 1'-' :-;/lld that too.' 'To 
whom t-' To one who will take (lI·tter carc' of both than I did. Ah! 
such a country!-such people !-such rogucs! It beats .\ustralia 
hollow: you know your c11st011lers there-but here you have to find 
them out. :-;uch a takl·-illl-{;od for~i" .. them! I never could take 
C[lrc of money; [Ill,], one way or other; tltey ltaY(' clu'atcllme out of all 
mine. I have ;:c[lrel:ly cnough left to 1"1~' Illy vat'''')ge home. ):nt, to 
IJl'I>\'i I18 agaim;t the '\'lJr;;t, I haH~ b()ll~·ltt n, young bear, a 'l'kmlirl 
fdl(l\I', to make Illy I H'aCt: with lily lmcle. You must ~ec him; he i.~ eh'se 
t,y in the stahk.'-' T(I-Illurn,w wc ,yill pay', yi,it to Bruin; but to­
nig'ht do tell u~ ;;ullldhill:;' "bout yourself, and your residence in the 
bush.'-' You will know enllu.cdl about the bu,h by-and-l,ye. I am" bad 
historian,' he continued, ;;trdcltin:..:: (lut his legs and yawning horribly, 'a 
worK" l,iographer. I never C;lIl nml words to n·Ltt" fads, rlut I will 
try what I call do : mind, don't bugh at Illy 11lnndcrs.' 

\\. e promiserl to be KcrionK·-no easy m"ttl,r while looking at and 
listening to Tom \Yilson, awl he [;,1\'0 u,;, at ll<:tached intervals, 
the fl>Il,,\\,jll~' account of himself--

']\ly trnni,II'''' began at sea. \\'e ha(l a fair vnyngc, and all that; but 
my 1,,,01' dog, my beautiful Duches;; I-that beauty in the beast-died. I 
wante(l to read the funeral service OYCr her,lmt the captain intcrfered­
the brute i-and thrcatem·,l to throw me into the ;;1' .. 1 along with the dead 
"bitch," as the unmannerly ruffian l"!r;;iKteel in ""lIing my canine friend. 
I new.;' ;;poke to him again during tltc rest of the y()~·a;:;e. X othing 
hapvencd . worth relating until I gut to this pIaCI', where I chanced to 
meet a inend who kill!'" ~'our 101'111 her, and I W"lIt. up with him to the 
wood8. :Uost of the ,yi .. ;,:' men of I ;otham we met on the road were 
bound to the woocls; w 1 felt II:tl'l'Y that I was, at ]..a .... t, in tlli' fashion. 
})Ir. -- was ""IT kiIH]. and "poke in raptures of the woods, which 
forJ?1ed the th'me of cO~I\'I:I';,a:iun during' on1' journey-their beauty, 
theIr va:~tllcs~. the comfort and mdcpendl'IICe ell.io~·cd t,y tllosu who had 
settled Il1 thell!; and he ;;0 inspire'll mc with the subjcct that I did 
nothing all day but sing as 'Xe rode along :_ 

, .\. life in the woods for me ;' 
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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 pause, during which friend Tom seemed mightily 
tickled with his reminiscences, for he leaned back in his chair, and from 
time to time gave way to loud, hollow bursts of laughter. 

'Tom, Tom! are you going mad?' said my husband, shaking him. 
'I 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-­
though not a thing could I ever find to shoot, for birds and beasts are not 
such fools as our English emigrants-and I 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 until 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 destination minus that indispensable covering. It 
was night when we got to Mr. --- 's place. I was tired and hungry, 
my face disfigured and blistered by the unremitting attentions of the 
black-flies that rose in swarms from the river. I thought to get 
private room to wash and dress in, but there is no such thing as privacy 
in this country. In the bush, all things are in common; you canllot 
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 slerping­
room I-men, women, and children, only divided by a paltry curtain. Oh, 
ye gods! think of the snoring, squalling, grumbling, puffing; think of the 
kicking, 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 which you have to contend. You are pestered with 
nocturnal visitants far more disagreeable than even the musquitoes, and 
must put up with annoyances more disgusting than the crowded, close 
room. And then, to awease the cravings of hunger, fat pork is served to 
you three times a-day. No wonder that the Jews eschewed the.,.ile 
animal; they were people oftaste. Pork, morning, noon, and night, swim­
ming in its own grease! The bishop who complained 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 him. No wonder 
I am thin; I have been starved-starved upon pritters and pork, and 
that disgusting specimen of unleavened bread, yclept cakes in the pan. 

'I had such a horror of the pork diet, that whenever I saw the dinner 
in progress I fled to the canoe, in the hope of drowning upon the waters 
all reminiscences of the hateful banquet; but even here the very fowls of 
the air and the reptiles of the deep ,lifted up their voices, and shouted, 

, 'Pork, pork, pork !" , 
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:JI--- remonstrated with his friend for deserting the country for 
such minor evils as these, which, after all, he said, could casily be borne. 

'Easily borne!' exclaimed the indignant \Vilson. 'Go and try them; 
and then tell me that. I did try tl) bear them with a good grace, but it 
would not do. I offended everybody with my grumbling. I was COIl­

stantly reminded by the ladies of the house that gentlemen sh<mld not 
come to this country without they were able to put up with a little in­
convenience; that I should make as good a settler as a butterfly in a 
b8tlhive ; that it was impossible to be nice about food and ",,"SoS in the 
bush; that people must learn to eat what they could get, and be content 
to be shabby and dirty, like their neighhours in thl' bllsh,-until that 
horrid word bush 1 ",callll' synonymous with all that was hateful and 
revolting in my mind. 

, It was illll",,'sil)le tn kcep anything to mysclf. The children pulled 
my books to pieces to look at the pictures; and an impudent, barcleggcd 
Irish servant-girl took my towcls to wipe the dishes with, and my clothes­
bra.,h to black thc shocs-an operation whieh she performed with a 
mixture of soot and greaso. I thought I should be bettcr off in a place 
of lily own, SI) I bought a wild farnl that was recommended to me, and 
paid for it doublc what it was worth. \\"hcn I came to examine my 
estate, I found there was no house upon it, and I should han, to wait 
until the fall to get one )mt up, and t\ few nl'rc~ cleared for cultivation. 
I was glarl to rdurn to myoId quarters. 

, Finding; nothing to shoot in the woods, I dcil'rmined to amuse myself 
with fishing; but JUl'. --- could not al ways lend his canoe, and there 
was no other to be had. '1'0 !><,,~ away til" tin1l', I "d. about making one. 
I bought an axe, and WC'llt to tlu; f01'<'st tu select a tree. "\bout a mile 
from the lake, I found tht, Jar!,!.",_·,;t pine I ,,,-er saw. I did not much like 
tn try my maiden hand upun it, for it was thl' first aud the Ia,t tree I 
eyer cut down. But to it I went; and I I,je,~ed (~u'] that it rcache,] the 
~T')Unrl without killing me in its v.-a)" thither. \Yhcu I ,ms about it, I 
tIlI1ught I might as well make the calloe I'ig enough: hut the bulk of the 
tree decC'i,'cd me in the I"n,;th of my wssC'l, and I forg(,t -to measure 
the onc that belongcd to :'Ill". ---, It tuuk me six weeks hollowing' it 
out, and when it was finished, it was as 1<>1lC; as a f-Iu"p-of-war, and too 
unwieldy for all' the OXlll in the t('WIl,}JiV to draw it to the water . 
• Uh'r all my labour, my combats with tho,,' wood-demons the black-flies, 
sand·flies, and musquitoes, my l)()at remains a u,,,kc-s monumc'llt of my 
ind.try. And wor.'l' than this, thc fatigue I bad l'mlured whilc working 
at it latu and early brong-lit on the a!,!."ul' ; which so di'~-Il~te,l me with 
the C'IJUlltJy that I sold my brm awl all my tra],s fOl~ an old sonO" 
purchasl',] J~ruill to bear me company (,n my yoyage homc; and th~ 
lllomcnt I am able to get rid of this tormenting Il'YE'r, I am uff.' 

"\rg-ulllent and remonstrancc W('l'e alikc in vain, hI' coulJ. not be dis­
suadl'd fr0111 his l'llrl""C' Tom was as ob~tinatc as his bear. 

The next mOl'lling' he conducted us tu the stable to 'l'e Bruin. The 
young denizen of the forest "-as tied to the mangcr, cluietly masticating 
a cob of Indian corn, which he held in his I'a"" and looked half human 
;1: Ill.' sat upon his hal:llches,. r~garding_ llS wi:h a solemn, melancholy air. 
1 here was an extraordmary likeness, qUIte luchcrous between Tom and the 

Lear. lYe said nothing, but exchanged glancts. T~m read our thoughts. 
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'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 bestowed upon him sundry fraternal caresses, which the 
ungrateful Brnin 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 to acknowledge 
as such.' 

About an hour after this poor Tom was shaking with ague, which in 
a few days reduced him so low that I began to think he never would ~ee 
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, having accompanied Mr. S --- to 
inspect a farm, which he afterwards purchased, and I had to g'et through 
the long day at the inn in the best manner I could. The local papers 
were soon exhausted. At that period they possessed little or no interest 
for me. I was astonished and disgusted at the abusive manner in which 
they were written, the freedom of the press being enjoyed to an extcnt 
in this province unknown in more civilised communities. 

Men in Canada may call one another rogues and miscreants, in the 
most approved Billingsgate, through the medium of the newspapers, 
which are a sort of safety-valve to let off all the bad feelings and malig­
nant passions floating through the country, without any dread of the 
horsewhip. Hence it is the commonest thing in the world to hear OIle 
editor abusing, like a pickpocket, an opposition brother; calling him a. 
reptile-a crawlin,q thing-a calumniat01'-a hired vendor of lies; and his 
paper a smut-machine-a vae en!J1'/ie of corruption, as base and de,qraded as 
the proprietol', &c. Of this description was the paper I now held in my 
hand, which had the impudence to st.yle itself the R~t'o1'mer-not of 
morals or manners, certainly, if onc 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 editors of 
these refined journals may go on abusing 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 walking corpse-the dead among the living; so 
dark, so livid, so melancholy, it was really painful to look upon him. 

, I hope the ladies 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 Yankee clock, and was ostentatiously displayed 
on a side-table; 'I look quite killing to-day. What a comfort it is, lVIrs. 
M---, to be above all rivalry.' 

In the middle of dinner, the company was disturbed by the entrance of 
it 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 it loud voice 
demanded fish. 

'Fish, sir P' said the obsequious waiter, it great favoID'ite with all 
persons who frequented the hotel; 'there is no fish, sir. ~'here was a 
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fine salmon, sir, had you come sooner; but "ti~ a~l eaten, 8i~.'.-' T~en 
fdch me some.' 'I'll sec what I can do, SIr, saId the obhgmg 'Jun, 
hurrying out. . ' 

Tom 'Wilson was at the lwad of thc taliI<-, carvlllg a roast pIg, and was 
in the act of helping a b<ly, when the rllll,' fellow thrust his fork iJ?to 
the pi;;, calling out as he dill so,-' Hold, sir! give me some of th~t pIg! 
You han~ eaten among yon all the fish, and now you arc gomg to 
appropriate the best parts of the pig.' ..' 

Tom raised his eyt'l,ru\"", and stared at the stranger m hIS peculiar 
manner, then very coolly placc'l the whule of the: pig on his pla!e. 'I 
have heal'll,' he said, 'of dn~ cating ,In;:, but I never before saw IJlg eat­
iu~' lJi~·.' ' :-iil'! do ynn mean to in~nlt me?' cried the stranger, his face 
erilll"IJllill~ with all~~·d.-' (Inly to h'll you, sir, that you are no ~entl:­
man. Here, Tim,' tnrnil1'., to the waiter, 'g'o to the stable and brmg III 
my hear; \H, will I,iac" him at the table to tc~u;h this man how to behave 
himself in the presence of laLli",:.' . 

A general uproar l'Ilf;Ill',I; tIll' women Icft the table, whIle the entrance 
of the bear threw th,' g":lltlemen present into convulsions of laughter. It 
was too much for the human biped; he wa" forced to leave the room, 
and succomb to the bear. :\[y husband concluded his purchase of the 
farm, and im'itl',l \ril,nll to go with us into th,· country and try if change 
of air would be beneficial to him; for in his then weak state it was 
impossible for him to return til Eng'lnmL IIi" fundf; were getting very 
low, and Tllm thankfully accl'ptl',1 the offer. L,,:\\'ill~ Bruin in the 
chargo of Tim (who ,ldig'ht,',l in tIle oddities of tho strange English 
gentleman), Tom made one of our party to ---. 

V.-OUR FIRST SETTLE~IEXT, A,,,n THE BORROWIXG SYSTE~I. 

To lend, or not to lend--is that the question? 
'THOSE who go a-borrowillg', go a-S01TO\\'in~',' sa,ith the old ::\l1<1.~e; and 
a, wi,;er saw lIeYC'r c"me out of the mouth of t'Xl'ericllce. I have tested 
the truth of tbi,; pr0YCrlJ "incc' my l-ettIelllcllt in Cana,la, many, many 
timl'';, to my cost: and what emig'rnnt has not '? So llvtrsc have I evcr 
heen to this practice, that I would at all times rather qnictly submit to 
a temporary ill('ollv"ni',llcl,' thn,n ohtain all~,thill~' I wauteri in this 
manner. I ynily bdit'H' that it demon of Illi,ehief prel-idcs over 
j'urro\\,,',l g'OOdf;, and takes a wicked llleasure in playing off a thousand 
malicious pranks upon you the moment he enters yonI' dwelling. Plates 
and dish"", that had been the pride and Ol'llalllcnt of their own cupboard 
for year". no sooner enter UIJon foreig11 "c'n'icc than they an: broken; 
wlllc-gIns,,,es and tumbler;.;, that han~ b"''.'1l Il:m,lk,l by a hundred careless 
weuches in safety, sl':ll'cely pass into the haw],; of your servants when 
they are ,;nrC' to tum].I" npon the floor, and tho accident turns out a 
compo.ullcl fra~turo. If ~'Oll borrow a ;,;arment of any kind, be sure that 
you ~Vlll tear It; a w.~,tl'l~, that yon will break it; a ,i,-,wd, that you will 
lose It; a book, that It WIll be "tokll from you. There is no end to the 
trouble and n'xation arising out of this evil habit. If you borrow a 
horse, and he has the reputation of being the bost-behaved animal in the 
distriot, you no sooner become responsible for his conduct than he loses 
his character. The moment that you attempt to drive him, he shows 
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that he has a will of his own, by taking the reins into his own management, 
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 has broken 
his own knees, and the borrowed carriage and harness. So anxious are 
you about his safety, that you have not.a moment to bestow upon your 
own. And why?-the beast is borrowed, and you are expected to 
return him in at! 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 obligation. 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 settlers, 
and the lower order of Americans. Many of the latter had spied out 
the goodness of the land, and borro'Wed various portions of it, without so 
much as asking leave of the absentee owners. Unfortunately, our new 
home was surrounded by these odious squatters, whom we found as 
ignorant as savages, without their courtesy and kindness. 

The place we first occupied was purchased of Mr. C---, a merchant, 
who took it in payment of sundry lar,ge debts which the owner, a New 
England loyalist, had been unable to settle. Old Joe H---, the pre­
sent occupant, had promised to quit it with his family, at the commence­
ment of sleighing; and as the bargain was concluded in the month ot 
September, and we were anxious to plough for fall wheat, it was neces­
sary to be upon the spot. No house was to be found in the immediate 
neighbourhood, save a small dilapidated 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 H--- to remove, 
and the owner was willing to let us have it for the moderate sum of four 
dollars a month. Trusting to 1\11'. C---'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 obtaining a temporary home so near our own property, the 
distance not exceedins' half a mile. The agreement was drawn up, and we 
were told that we could take possession whenever it suited us. The few 
weeks that I had sojourned in the country had by no means preposse~sed 
me in its favour. The home-sickness was sore upon me, and all my 
solitary hours wete 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 l' I repeated it waking a thou­
sand timeR a day, and my last prayer before I sank to sleep was still 
, Home 1 Oh, that I could return, if only to die at home l' And nightly I 
did retul'll j 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 iake 
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possession of our new abode. During the three weeks wc had sojourned 
at ---, I had not seen a drop of rain, and I began to thin~ that the 
fine weather would last for ever; but this evcntful day arosc III clouds 
3Ioolli" had hired a covered carriage to convey the bahy, the servant­
maid, and myself to the farm, as our driver prognosticated a wet day; 
"'hilc he followed with Torn \Vilson and the teams that conveyed our 
luggage. The scenery through which we were IJas~ill~ was. so n~w to. 
me, so unlike anything that I had ever beheld be·jurl', that, III spIte of 
its monotonous character, it won me from Illy melancholy, and I began 
to look about me with considerable interest. :\" ot so my English Rervant, 
who declared that tIle wllufls were frightful to look upon; that it was 
a country only fit for wil,1 beasts; that she Iwtf'11 it with all her heart 
and soul, and would go back as soon as she was able. 

About a mile from the place of 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 K O\'cmber day. H'lllnah shivered; the 
baby cried, and I drew Illy summer shawl as closl'ly round as possible, 
t" protect her from thl' swlden change in our hitherto delightful 
temperature. .J ust then, the carriag-e turned into a narrow, steep path, 
overhnng with lofty woods, and after labouring up it with considerable 
difficulty, and at the risk of breaking our necks, it brought us at length 
tD a rocky upland dcarill,!:;" partially covered with a sceond growth of 
timber, anrl surrounded 011 all ~i(lcs by the dark forest. 

, I guess: quoth our Yankee drin:r, 'that at the bottom of this 'ere 
swcll, YOIl'1I find yourself to h,,"!;' and l,llln~'ill;: into a short path cut 
throll~'h the \\,'-'IIrl, he pointed to a mi,l,'r'tl,l" hut, at the bottom vf a 
t'tCCl' 111',C('lIt, and cracking his whip, exclaimed, "Tis a smart location 
that. I wish you British"r" may enjoy it.' I gazed upon the place ill 
perfect ditilnay, fur 1 had never seen such a shed called a house before. 
'You Il1nst be mistaken; that is not a house, but a cattle-shed, or pig­
sty.' The Illan turned his knowillgo, keen pye upon me, and smiled, 
]w.lf-humourously, half-maliciously, as he said,-' You Wl'l'e raised in 
the old countr~·, I ~'ucss; you hay" Illuch to learn, and murc, perhaps, 
than you']) like to kll II "', before the winter is over.' 

I was perfectly 1Jl·wildered-1 could only stare at the place, with mv 
eyes swilllming in t,'ars; but as the horses plunge,l down into the 
l,roken hollow, lily attention ,,'aR drawn down from my new rl'sillence 
to the perils which l'udallgClTlllife ancllimb at e\"L'ry stcp. The drin·r, 
llOwenT, was well used to such roads, aml, stecring us dexterollsly 
betw(,l'n the Llack stumps, at leng·th drove up, not to the door, for there 
was none to the house, but to the Ollcn space from which that absent 
but YC'ry nCCC'8sary appenllagc had 11cell remuvcl1. Three young 8t(;"rs 
and ~wu heifers, whieh the drin'r llroccl'(lcll to drive out, were quietly 
l'l'posmg upon the floor. "\ few ~trokes of his whip, and a loud burst 
of gratuitous cursc'S, soon c1fl'ded an ejectment· and I dismounted 
~nd . took 1)('C<8CS,ioll of this untenable tenement. ' ::\Iou,lil' was not yet 
ill SIght WIth the teams. I be~'g"il,1 the mall to stay until he arrived, 
as I fclt terrified at being left .alone in this wild, strange-looking 
place. He laughed, as well he mIght, at our fears, and said that 110 
had a long way to goo, and must be off; then, cracking his whip, 
and nodding to the girl, who was crying aloud, he went his wny, 
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and Hannah and myself were left standing in the middle of the dirty 
floor. 

The prospect was indeed dreary. 'Without, pOUling rain; within, a 
fireless hearth; a room with but one window, and that containing only 
one whole pane of glass; not an article of furniture to be seen, save an 
old painted pine-wood cradle, which 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 whom 
the former had hired that morning to assist on the farm. ""here 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 t.here was none, so we amused oUl"selves, 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 loving it, 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 feelings with which I then 
regarded this noble country. When things come to the worst, they 
generally mend. The males of our party no sooner arrived than they 
set about making t.hing.:s more comfortable. James, our servant, pulled 
up some of the decayed stumps with which the small clearing: that sur­
rounded the shanty was thickly covered, and made a nre, and Hannah 
roused herself from t.he stupor of despair, and seized the corn-broom 
from the top of the loaded waggon, and begall 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, to avoid suffocation. Then com­
menced the awful bustle of unloading the two heavily-loaded waggons. 
The small space within the house was soon entirely blocked up with 
trunks and l1ackages of all descriptions. 'l.'here was scarcely room to 
move without stumbling over some article of household stuff. 

The rain poured in at the open door, beat in at the shattered window, 
and dropped upon our heads from the holes in the roof. The wind blew 
keenly through a thousand apertures in the log walls; and nothing could 
exceed the uncomfortableness of our situation. For a long time the box 
which contained a hammer and nails was not to be found. At lengt.h 
Hannah discovered it, tied up "l'tith some bedding which she was opening 
out in order to dry. I fortunately spied the door lying among some 
old boards at the back of the llOuse, and Moodie immediately com­
menced fitting it to its place. This, once accomplished, was a great 
addition to our comfort. We then nailed a piece of white cloth entirely 
over the broken window, which, without diminishing the light, kept out 
the rain. James constructed a ladder out of the old bits of boards, and 
Tom Wilson assisted him in stowing the luggage away in the loft. 

But what has this picture of misery and discomfort to do with borrow­
ing? Patience, my dear, good friends; I will tell you all about it by­
and·by. 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 endeavours to make herself heard-t.he door was suddenly 
pusberl open, and the apparition of a woman squeezed itself into the 
crowded room. I left off arranging the furniture of.a bed that bad 
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been just put up in a corner, to meet my 1111('X\I('..t(',I, and at that 
moment not very W(')C<>"l(', p:nr'~t, lIer whole al'l"'aLmcc was sn 
extmonlillary that I felt 'lllitt' at a loss how t<> ailrln'~" her. 

Imagine ;~ girl of fll'I'l'ntr'I'n Ill' l'i~'hiel'n Tcars Of. a~-e, "'ith sharp, 
kllowing-looking fl_'atnn'" a r<>l'war,l, illl}ll\l\"llt carnage, and a pert, 
flippant voice, standing' upon 1I1H' of the trullles, and i'lll'Y('yin~ nIl our 
proceedings in till' must impertinent manner, TIll' ~reature was rl~'I',,'cd 
ill a ],;lg'g'ell, dirty }l111']ll, , stuiT :;<>\\'11, l'llt nT)' Inw III the IIi'Cle, wIth an 
ol,ll'l'd c<>tt<>n lwwlk"l"':li,.j' tie,l oYer lil'r h";,,l; her 1llICOlllhc,\, tangled 
locks falling over lIe'!' tllill, inquisitive j'I"C, in a state of IlI'rfcd nature. 
Her lq,::i' and feet Were ban', awl, in her com','(', ,lirt)' 1'1"\ hands she 
swung' to awl fro an empty;,Jn" ,1<,"':1I1)-l'r,-' \\'hat call 'she want (' I 
ai'kl',llllyscIL '\rhat a strange (,),1.'"t1lr .. !' 

,\lll\ there she ~t()("l. i'tarillQ' at me ill th,' most unceremonious manner, 
her keen black cyei' ,~'lalleill'~' ohli'111l'1)' to l'YI'r~- (,"I'll,'r Ill' thl' room 
which she c':,umilll.',l with critil',\l "X"..tlll''''~' 1:,']'01'(' I COlll,1 "I"'nk to 
her, she COlllIUClIl.'C'\ the "lIn\-r.:r~"tilin by (lrawling t !Jroll,~'h Ill.']' Iluse,-

',rell, I :';'Ul'...s Ylll1 a]'l, fixinc:; hC]'I.'.'-I thought ~IJC had ('11m" to 
offer her Rl:l'\'it'('s; and I told' her that I did 'llOt want a girl, for I 
had brought one lIut with me, 

• How!' resl'oll,led the l'n'atnre, 'I Illll'C' YOll ,lnn't take me for a help. 
I'd 11;,,<: you to know that I'm no good a larl)- as )"'lll'sclf. ~~, ,; I Just 
stepped over to o,.'e what was ;;'lIin~' on, I sl'ed th,:, tl'ams pa~R our'n 
abont WiI,n, and I says to fath,.'J'. "Thl'm ;;tnulg!.'rs are cum; I'll g(' and 
look arter thUll," "YC'i'," "".I''' 11:', "(lo-and take the dl',':mt,'r along. 
JUay be they'll want one tn I'llt tlll'ir " .. his];:,\' in," "I'm goin' til," ... ays 
I; so I cum across with it, aa' 11I'J'i' it ii', }jut, mind-don't ]'rl,,,k it­
'tis the only 1l!1I' we han' to hnm; amI f"tbcr ,ays 'tis so mean to (ll'ink 
ont of green gla",.' 

:M,\' 'l1l'l'ri".' ialTe",,',1 ,-,\'(,1'.1' minute. It seemed such an act of ,lis­
intcre,tl'd gl'n('r<>~it.l' 'tIm, to allticipate wants "'I.' had IIl'Yl.'r thought 
of, 1 was reg-ularl:;- taklll in, 

'l\Iy good girl,' I J,.',Q"l1l, I this is really wry kind, lint--'-' K ow, 
don't g'u to call me ";'':-:11''-,1]],1 I"l.'I' off yonI' Eng'lish airs on us, '1'" are 
-'/I'IIII-illl' Yankees, "IlII think IIllrflr:-]y,.'s as g'()ud-ycs, a great tlcul better, 
t1:-m you, I am a young lady.' 

, IlJ(lt"" ~! saiel I, striving: to, repre,,, my astonishment, I I am a 
stranger ill the country, and my ;l\"juaintance with I.'ana,liall larlies and 
gentleman is wry S]ll:tll. I did ]jot mean to offend YliU by H,-ill;!' the 
term girl; I "-as going to ""111''-' you that w-e lla.l no ~I'l',j 1)1' the 
elecanter, ,re have bottles of ('Ill' IIwn-anel we don't drink \\'hi~l,,-' 

'Uow! X ot drink whi"ky" ,Vhy, F'll d\lld ~ay ! How i,";""l'ant 
you must be! May be thl'Y h;wc no wllisk)- in the olel country~' 

'Yes, we have; but it is ,not like the ('amulian wlli"ky, Hut, pray 
take the decanter home ag'am-I am afraid that it "'ill "I'i- broken in 
tLi, confusion.'--:' X 0, no; father told me to ll'aye it-an~ 1 11 "!'I , it is;' 
and she planted It resolutely down on the trunk. 'You will find a use 
for it till you han' unpacked your own.' 

SeeiJ?-g that ,Iw was determined to leave the bottle, I Faid no more 
about It, but ask",l her tl) telIme "li,,!'1.' the well was to be found, 

'The well l' she repeated aHer me, with a sneer. • Who thinks of 
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digging wells when they can get plenty of water from 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 \Yilson was highly amused, and laughed 
until he held his sides. 

'What tempted her to bring this empty bottle here?' said nloodie. 
'It is all 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 nought.' 

I could not unravel the 1'l1ystery, and thought no more about it, until it 
was again brought to my recollection by the damsel herself. 

Our united efforts had effected a complete transformation in our un­
couth dwelling. Sleeping-berths had been partitioned off for the men; 
shelves had been put up for the accommodation of bool,s and crockery, 
a carpet covered 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 the 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 door admitted a current of 
fresh air, which tempered the heat of the fire. 

'Well, I guess you look smart.' said the Yankee damsel, presenting 
herself once more before me. ' You old country folks are so stiff, you 
must have every thing 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 offered her a chair, 'and be kind enough to 
tell me your name. I suppose you must live in the neighbourhood? 
,a,lthough I cannot perceive any dwelling near us.'-' My name! So you 
want to know my name. I arn't ashamed of my name; 'tis Emily 
S--. I am eldest daughter to the gentleman who owns this house.' 

'What must the father be,' thought I, 'if he resembles the young lady, 
his daughter?' 

Imagine a young lady, dressed in ragged pettie oats, through whose 
yawning rents peeped forth, from time to time, her bare red knees, with 
uncombed elf-locks, and a face and hands that looked as if they had been 
unwashed for a month-who did not know A from B, and despised those 
who did. While these reflect.ions, combined with a thousand ludicrous 
images, were flitting through my mind, my strange visitor suddenly 
exclaimed,-' Have yon clone 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 whisky.' 

, 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 waR 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?' 
'Excuse me-but you have such an odd way of borrowing that I 
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cannot heIp it. This bottle, it seem~, was brought over for your own 
convenience, not for mine. I am sorry to disappoint you,. but I h.ave no 
whisky.'-' I p:uess spirits witI do as well; I know there IS some III that 
keg, for I smells it.'-' It eontains rum for the workmen.' 

'Better still. I calculate when you've been here a few months, you'll 
be too knowinO' to give rum to your helps. But old-country folks are all 
fools and that's the reason they get so easily sucked in, and be 80 
soon' wound-up. Cum, fill the bottle, and don't be. stingy .. In this 
country we all live by borrowing. If you want anythlllg, why Just send 
and borrow from us.' 

Thinking that this might be the custom of the country, I hastened to 
fill the decanter, hoping that I might god a little new milk for the poor 
weanling child in return; but when I asked my liberal visitor if ~h(' kept 
cows and would lenrl me a little ncw milk for the baby, she burst out 
into high disdain. '~filk! Lend milk? I guess milk in the fall is worth 
a York shilling a quart. I cannot ~('1I you a drop under.' 

This was a wicked piece of C'xtortion, aH the same article in the toWllP, 
where, of course, it was in greater request, only brought threepence 
the quart. 

'If you'll pay me for it, I'll bring you some to-morrow. But mind­
cash down.'-' .\nd when rIo you mean to return the rum? I said, with 
~ome asperity.-' 'When father goes to the cn;ek.' This was the name 
given by Illy neighbours to the village of 1'--, distant about four miies. 

Day after day I was tormented by this importunate creltture; she 
borrowed of me tea, sugar, candles, starch, blueing, irons, pots, bowl8-
ill short, every article in common domestic use-while it was with the 
utmost difficulty we eonld get them returned. Articles of food, such as 
tea and sugar, or of convenienee, like candles, ~stareh, and soap, she 
never dreamed of being required at her hands. This method of living 
upon their neighbours is a most convenient one to unprineipled people, as 
it does not involve the penalty of stealing; and they can keep the goods 
witIiout the unpleasant necessity of returning them, or feeling the moral 
obligation of being gmteful for thcir u,,<', Lh'ing eight miles from --, 
I found thcse constant encroachments a heavy burden on our poor purse; 
and being ignorant of the country, and residing in such a lonely, out-of­
tile-way plaee, 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 unenviable 
title of Old 8,drlll, came nYer to borrow it (though we afterwards found 
out that he had a good one of his own). The hmd had never been 
broken up, and was full of rocks and stumps, an,l he ,',as anxiolls to save 
his own from injnry; the eomequcnee was that the borrowed implement 
~ame home unfit for use, just at the very time that We wanted to plough 
for fall wheat. The same happened to a spade and trowel, bought in 
order to plaster the house. Satan asked the loan of them for ()Ire hour 
for the same purpose, and we never saw them a;!:ain. The daughter came 
one morning, as usual, on one of these swindling expeditions, and de­
manded of me the loan of some fine slacle. ]'lot knowing what she meant by 
fine slade, 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 UpOll the table, well stored with 
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threads and spools of all descriptions. Miss Satan cast her hawk's eye 
into it, and burst out in her usual rude manner,--

, I 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 incorrigible wretch. 
, You told me that you had no fine slac1e, 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 she spoke upon one of my 
most serviceable spools. 

'J 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.' 

'I wish he would make haste, then, as I want a number of things 
which you have borrowed of me, and which I cannot longer do without.' 

She gave me a knowing look, and carried off my spool in triumph. 
I happened to mention the manner in which I was constantly annoyed 

by these people to a worthy English farmer who resided neal' 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 
wOOt they want; and if they give you no satisfactory answer, order them 
to leave the house; but I believe I can put you in a better way still. Buy 
some small article of them, ancl pay them a trifle over the 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 rof his scheme. That very 
afternoon 1\fiss Satan brought me a plate of butter for sale. The price 
was three and ninepence; twice the sum, by-the-by, that it was worth . 

.. I have no change,' giving her a dollar; 'but you can bring it me to­
morrow.' 

Oh, blessed experiment! for the value of one quarter 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 [Jur 
apple-pie in the kitchen. A cadaverous-looking woman, very long-fa . .ding 
and witch-like, popped her ill-looking visage into the door, and dra·f you 
through her nose,-' Do you want to buy a rooster ?' 1 poor 

Now, the sucking-pigs with which we had been regaled every daYle," I 
three weeks at the tavern, were called roasters; and not understandi,ac­
the familiar phrases of the country, I thought she had a sucking-pig tce 
sell. 

, Is it a good one?' -' I guess 'tis.' 
'What do you ask for it?'-'Two Yorkers.' 
'That is very cheap, if it is any weight. I don't like them under ten 

or twelve pounds.'-' Ten or twelve pounds! Why, woman, what do you 
mean? W ouId you expect a rooster to be bigger nor a t.urkey?' 

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

'Bring the roaster up; and if I like it, I will buy it, though I must 
confess that I am not very fond ofroast pig.'-' Do you call this a pig?' 
said my she-merchant, drawing a fine game-cock from under her cloak. 

j) 
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I laughed heartily at my mistake, as I paid. her down the money for 
the bOllny bird. This little matter settled, I thought she would take her 
departure; but that roaster 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 oncommon.' 
She paused then added in a mysterious, confidential tone,-' I want to 

ask you how your tea-caddy stands ?'-' It stands in the cupboard,' said 
I, wondering what all this might mean. 

'I know that; but have you any tea to spare ?' 
I now began to suspect what sort of a customer the stranger was. 
'Oh you want to borrow some? I have none to spare.' 
'Yo~ don't say so. 'Well, now, that's stingy. I never asked anythin~ 

of you before. I am poor, and you are rich; besides, I'm troubled Be 
with the headache, and nothing does me any good but a cup of strong 
tea.'-' The money I have just given you will buy a quarter of a pOlmd 
of the best.'-' I guess that isn't mine. The fowl belonged to my neigh. 
bour. She's sick; and I promised to sell it for her to buy some physic. 
Money!' she added, in a coaxing tone, 'where should I get money? 
Lord bless you! people in this country have no money; and thos6 who 
come out with piles of it, soon lose it. But Emily S--- told me that 
you are nation rich, and draw your money from the old country. So I 
guess YOll can well afford to lend a neighbour a spoonful of tea.' 

, Neighbour! Where do you live, and what is your name ?' 
, 1\ly name is Betty Fye-old Betty Fye; I live in the log-shanty over 

the creek, at the back of your'n. The farm belongs to my eldest son. 
I'm a widow with twelve sons; and 'tis -- hard to scratch along'.' 

'Do YOll swear ?'-' Swear! '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 to a tarnation bad place; so I dropped some of the worst of them.' 

.1. 'You would do wisely to drop the rest; women never swear in my 
:~"'ntry.'-' 'Well, you don't say! I always heer'd they were very igno-

e-,. Will you lend me the tea ?' 
1Ct1I1e woman was such an original that I gave her what she wanted • 
• ~ (he was going off, she took up one of the apples I was peeling. 
btl,! guess you have a fine orchard?'-' They say the best in the district.'· 
0' , We have no orchard to hum, and I guess you'll want sarce.' 

, Sarce ! \Vhat is sarce ?' 
'Not know what sarce is? You are clever! Sarce is apples cut up 

and dried, to make into pies in the winter. Now do you comprehend ?' 
I nodded. "V ell, 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 half a pound of coarse 
thread to string them upon, I will make you a barrel of sarce on shares 
-that is, give you one, and keep one for myself.' 

I had plenty of apples, and I gladly accepted her offer, and lIrs. Betty 
departed, elated with the success of her expedition. 

I found to my cost, that, once admitted into the house, there was no 
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keeping her away. She borrowed everything that she could think of 
without once dreaming of restitution. I tried all ways of affronting her, 
but without success. 'Vintcr came, and she was still at her old pranks. 
Whenever I saw her coming down the lane, I used involuntarily to ex­
claim, '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 things that I 
scarce know where to begin. Ah, what a thing 'tis to be poor! First I 
want you to lend me ten pounds of flour to make some Johnnie cakes.' 

'I thought they were made of Indian meal ?'-' Yes, yes, when you've 
got the meal. I'm out of it, and this is a new fixing' of my own inven­
tion. Lend me the flour, woman, and I'll bring you one of the cakes 
to taste.' This was said very coaxingly. 

, Oh, pray don't trouble yourself. What next?' I was anxious to see 
how far her impudence would go, and determined to affront her if pos­
sible.-' I want you to lend me a gown, and a pair of stockings. I have 
to go to Oswego to see my husband's sister, and I'd like to look decent.' 

'Mrs. Fye, I never lend my clothes to anyone. If I lent them to you, 
I should never wear them again.'-So much the better for me,' (with a 
knowing grin). 'I guess if you won't lend me the gown, you will let me 
have 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.' 

'I wonder when that will be. You owe me so many things that it 
will cost you more than you imagine to repay me.' -' Since you're not 
going to me!ltion 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.' 1'his was 
too much for my patience longer to endure and I answered sharply, 

'Mrs. Fye, it surprises me that such proud people as you Americans 
should condescend to the meanness of borrowing from those whom you 
affcct to despise. Besides, as you never repay us for what you pretend 
to borrow, I look upon it as a system of robbery. If strangers unfor­
tunately settle among you, their good-nature is taxed to supply your 
domestic wants, at a ruinous expense, besides 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 to you to give them to me," I 
should then acknowledge you as a common beggar, and treat you ac­
cordingly; give or not give, as it suited my convenience. But in the 
way in which you obtain 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 me will be a debt owing to the day of judgment.' 

'S'pose they are,' quoth Betty, not in the least abashed at my lecture 
on honesty, 'you know what the Scripture saith, "It is more blessed to 
give than to receive." , 

, Ay, there is an answer to that in the same book, which doubtless you 
may have heard,' said I, disgusted with her hypocrisy, '" The wicked 
bOIToweth, and payeth not again." , 

Never shall I forget the furious passion into which this too-apt quota­
tion tllrew my unprincipled applicant. She lifted up her voice and 

D 2 
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cursed me, using some of the big oaths temporarily fliscarded for con­
science' sake. And so she left me, and I never looked upon her face 
again. 'When I removed to our own house, the history of which, and its 
former owner, I will give by-and-by, we had a bony, red-headed, ruffianly 
American squatter, who had' left his country for his country's g.ood,' for 
an opposite neighbour. I had scarcely time to put my house m. order 
before his family commenced borrowing, or stealing from me. It IS even 
worse than stealing, the things procured from you being obtained on 
false pretences-adding lying to theft. Not having either an oven or a 
cooking-stove, which at that period were not so cheap or so common Il;s 
they are now, I had provided myself with a large bake-kettle as a 8ub~tI­
tute. In this kettle we always cooked hot cakes for breakfast, preferrmg 
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 day, and I found 
her importunity a great nuisance. I told the impudent lad so, who was 
generally sent for it; and asked him what they did to bake their bread 
before I came. 

'I guess we had to eat cakes in the pan j 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 his mother have it in future, for I wanted it for the same purpose. 

The next day passed over. The night 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 lifted up, and a step crossed the floor. I jumped out of 
bed, and began to dress as fast as I could, when Philander c.lIed out; in 
his well-known nasal twang, 

, Misslls! I'm come for the kettle.' I (through the partitl:on): 'You 
can't have it this morning. We cannot get our breakfast without it.' 

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

'Hurrah for the Yankee Boys!' 

When James came home for his breakfast, I 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 h011se 
with her bread in it. One word more about this lad, Philander before 
we part with him. Without the least intimation that his company would 
be agreeable, or even tolerated, he favoured us with it at all hours of the 
day, opening the door and walking in and out whenever he felt inclined. 
I had given him many broad hints that his presence was not required 
but he pa~d n~t the. slightest attention to w.hat I said. One morning h~ 
marched III With h1B 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 
here. Will you oblige me by going into the kitchen?' . 

NG answer. He seldom spoke during these visits but wandered 
about. the room, .turning over our books and papers, 'looking at and 
handlmg everythmg. Nay, I have even known him to take a lid 
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off from the pot on the fire, to examine its contents. I repeated my 
request. 

Philander: '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 that we are ashamed 
of.'-I: 'So it seems. But I want to sweep the room-you had better 
get tmt of the dust.' 

I took the broom from the corner, and began to sweep; still my 
visitor did not 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 mount.ed the threshold. I had bim now at a fair advan­
tage, and fairly swept him out, and shut the door in his face. 

Philander (looking through the window): 'W elI, I guess you did me 
thcn; but 'tis deuced hard to outwit a Yankee.' 

This freed me from his company, and he, too, never repeated his visit; 
so I found by experience, that once smartly rebuked, they did not like to 
try their strength with you a second time. When a sufficient time had 
elapsed for the drying of my twenty bushels of apples, I sent a Cornish 
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 yelIow, 
smoke-dried string of pieces, dangling from his arm. Thinking that 
these were a specimen of the whole, I inquired when we were to send 
the barrel for the rest. 

, Lord, ma'am, this is all there be.' -' Impossible! All out of twenty 
bushels of apples ?'-' Yes,' said the boy, with a grin. '~'he 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 bed for safety, and the mice 
and the children 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 been 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, in the softest tones imaginable, that 
mammy had sent him, with her compliments, to the English lady to ask 
the loan of a little sugar or tea. I could easily have refused 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--, and I must give a 
slight sketch of her. She lived ill a lone shanty in the woods, which 
had been erected by lumberers some years before, and which was desti­
tute of a single acre of clearing; yet Betty had plenty of potatoes, 
without the trouble of planting, or the expense of buying; she never 
kept a cow, yet she sold butter and milk; but she had a fashion, and it 
proved a convenient one to her, of making pets of the cattle of her 
neighbours. If our cows strayed from their pastures, they were always 
found near Betty's shanty, for she regularly snpplied them with salt, 
which formed a 80rt of bond of union between them; and, in return for 
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these little attentions, they suffered themselves to be milked before they 
returned to their respective owners. Her mode of obtaining eggs and 
fowls 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 husband 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 visited his wife to see 
her eldest daughter, Betty the younger, who was his child. She was 
now a fine g'irl of sixteen, as beautiful as her little brother. Betty's 
second husband had been killed in one of our fields by a tree falling upon 
him while ploughing' 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 re­
garded her with a jealous eye. 

'I am so jealous of that nasty Betty B--,' said the wife of an Irish 
captain in the army, and our near neighbour, to me, one day as we were 
sitting at work together. She was a West Indian, and a negro by the 
mother's side, but an uncommonly fine-looking mulatto, very passionate, 
and very watchful over the conduct of her husband. 'Are you not 
afraid of letting Captain Moodie go near her shanty?' -' No, indeed; and 
if I were so foolish as to be jealous, it would not be of old Betty, but of 
the beautiful young Betty, her daughter.' Perhaps this was rather 
mischievous on my part, for the poor dark lady went off in a frantic fit 
of jealousy, but this time it was not of old Betty. 

Another American squatter was always sending over to borrow a 
small-tooth comb, which she 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 tryon 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 night I was roused up from my bed for the 
loan of a pair of 'steelyards.' For what lJUrpose, think you, gentle 
reader? To weigh a new-born infant. The process 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 ~ave a party of her friends, and wanted the loa~ of the 
drawing-room. It would be endless to enumerate our losses in this 
~ay; ~ut, fO!'t,uI?-ately for us, the arriva.l of an English family in our 
~me~Iate VICIDlty dr~w off the atte~tlOn of our neighbours in that 
dIrectIon, and left us tIme to recover a lIttle from their persecutions. 
. This sy~tem of borrowing is not 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 ca'ndlesticks, 
that are presentable, for the use of the company. 
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During my stay at the hotel, I took a drcss out of my trunk, and 
hung it up upon a peg in my chamber, in order to remove the creases it 
had received from close packing. Returning from a walk in the after­
noon, I found a note upon my dressing-table inviting us to spcnd the 
evening with a clergyman's family in the village; and as it was nearly 
time to dress, I went to the peg to take down my gown. ,Vas it a 
dream ?-The gown was gone. I reopened the trunk, to see if IlIad 
replaced it; I searched every corner of tho room, but all in vain; 
nowhere could I discover the thing I sought. What had become of it? 
The question was a delicate one, which I did not like to put to the 
young ladies of the truly respectable estallishment; still, the loss was 
great, and at that moment very inconvenient. While I was deliberating 
on what course to pursue, lIIiss S-- entered the room. 

'I guess you missed your dress,' she said, with a smile. . 
'Do you know where it is?'-' Oh, sure. Miss L--, the dressmaker, 

came in just after you left. She is a very particular friend of mine, and 
I showed her your dress. She admired it above all things, and bor­
rowed it, to get the pattern for Miss R--'s wedding dress. She pro­
mised to return it to-morrow.'-' Provoking! I wanted it to-night. 
Who ever heard of borrowing a person's dress without the leave of the 
owner? Truly, this is a free-and-easy country I' 

One very severe winter night, a neighbour borrowed of me a blanket 
-it was one of my best-for the use of a stranger who was passing the 
night at her house. I could not well refuse; but at that time, the world 
pressed me sore, and I could ill spare it. 'l'wo years elapsed, and I saw 
no more of my blanket; at length I sent a note to the lady, requesting 
it to be returned_ I got a very short answer back, and the blanket, 
alas! worn threadbare; the borrower stating that she had sent the 
article, but really she did not know what to do without it, as she wanted 
it to cover the children's bed. She certainly forgot that I, too, had 
children, who wanted covering as well as her own. But I have said so 
much of the ill results of others' borrowing, that I will close this sketch 
by relating my own experience in this way. 

After removing to the bush, many misfortunes befel us, which deprived 
us of our income, and reduced us to great poverty. In fact we were 
strangers, and the knowing ones took us in; and for many years we 
struggled with 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 care, both by night and day. '1'0 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 overcame my scruples, and succeeded in procuring a candle from 
a good neighbour, but with strict injunctions (for it was her last), that 
I must return it if I did not require it during the night. 

I went home quite grateful with my prize. It was a 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 
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pan~ of '"lass was broken· out of the window-frame, and I bad supplied 
its place~by fitting in a shingle. 1\1y friend Emilia S-- had a large 
Tom-cat who when his mistress was absent, often paid me a predatoryt 
or borro~inO' ~isit; and Tom had a practice of pushing in this wooden 
pane, in ord~r to pursue his lawless depredations.. I had f?rgotten all 
this, and never dreaming that Tom would approprIate such hg~t food, I 
left the candle lying in thc middle of the table, just under the wI.ndow. 

Between sleeping and waking, I heard the pane gently pushed Ill. The 
thought instantly struck me that it was Tom, and that, for lack of some­
thing better, he might steal my precious candle. I spr~ng up from !he 
Iled, just in time to see him d~rt through the broken wmdow, dragg'l~g 
the Ion'" white candle after hIm. I flew to the door, and pursued hIm 
7!aif ov;r 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. 

A h! never did I fcel more acutely the truth of the proverb, 'Those 
that go a-borrowing go a-sorrowing;,' than I did that night. My poer 
boy awoke ill and feverish, and I had no light to assist him, or even to 
look into his swcet face, to see how far I dared hopc that the light of 
day would find him better. 

VI.-OLD SATAN AND TOM WILSON'S NOSE. 

AFTER reducing the log cabin into some ~ort of order, we contrived, with 
the aid of a few boards, to make a bed-closet for poor Tom Wilson, who 
continued to shake every day with the pitiless ague. There was no way 
of admitting light and air into this domicile, which opened into tho. 
general apartment, but through a square hole cut in one of the planks, 
just wide enough to admit a man's head through the aperture. Here we 
made Tom a comfortable bed on the floor, and did the best we could to 
nurse him throug'h his sickness. His long, thin face, emaciated with 
disease, and surrounded by 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 !' 

Among his cmiosities, and he had many, he held in great csteem 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 mothel' 
who bore him never would have recognised her accomplished son. 

Numberless were the tricks he played off with this nose. Once he 
walked through the streets of ---, with this proboscis attached to bis 
face. 'What a nose! Look at the man with the n-ose!' cried all the 
boys in the .street. A party of Irish emigrants passed at the moment. 
The men, ,nth the courtcsy natural to their nation, forbore to laugh in 
the gentleman's face; but !l'fter they had passed, 'l'om looked back, and 
saw_ them bent half double III 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 a very severe fit of the ague, and 
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looked 80 ill that I really entertained fears for his life. The hot fit had 
just left him, and he lay upon his bed bedewed with a cold perspiration, 
in a state of complete exhaustion. 

'Poor 'I.'om,' said J, 'he has passed a horrible day, but the worst is 
over, and I will make him a cup of coffee.' While preparing it, Old 
Satan came in and began to tal\;: to my husband. He happened to sit 
directly opposite the aperture which gave light and air to 'I.'om's berth. 
This man was disgustingly ugly. He had lost one eye in a quarrel. It 
had been gouged out in the barbarous conflict, and the side of his faco 
presented a succession of horrible scars inflicted by the teeth of his 
savage adver~ary. 'rhe nickname he had acquired through the country 
sufficiently testified to the respectability of his character, and dreadful 
tales were told of him in the neighbourhood, where he was alike feared 
I!-nd hated. 'I.'he rude fellow, with his accustomed insolence, began 
abusing the old cuuntry folks. The English were great bullies, he said; 
they thought no one could fight but themselves; but the 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 It horrible apparition presented itself to his view. 
Slowly rising from his bed, and putting on the fictitious nose, while he 
drew his white nightcap over his ghastly and livid brow, 'I.'om thrust his 
face through the aperture, and uttered a diabolical cry; then sank down 
upon his unseen couch as noiselessly as he had arisen. The cry was 
like nothing human, and it was echoed by an involuntary scream from 
the lips of our maid-servant and myself. 

'Good God I what's that?' 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 thc devil before !' 

Moodie, who had recognised the ghost, and greatly enjoyed the fun, 
pretended profound ignorance, and coolly insinuated that Old Satan had 
lost his senses. The mau was bewildered; he stared at the vacant 
aperture, then at us in turn, as if he doubted the accuracy of his own 
vision. '''!'is tarnation odd,' he said; 'but the women heard it too.' 

'I heard a sound,' I said, 'a dreadful sound, but I saw no ghost.' 
'Sure an' 'twas himsel',' said my lowland .Scotcll girl, who now per­

ceived the joke; 'he was a seeken' to gie us puir bodies a wee fricht.' 
'How long have you been subject to these sort of fits?' said 1. ' You 

had better speak to the doctor about them. Such fancies, if they are not 
attended to, often end in madness.'-' Mad I' (very indignantl!l) 'I guess 
I'm 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 out­
cry to save my life. But be it man or devil, I don't care, I'm not afear'd,' 
doubling his fist very undecidedly at the hole. Again the ghastly head 
was protruded-the dreadful eyes rolled wildly in their hollow sockets, 
and a yell more appalling than the former rang through the room. 'I.'he 
man sprang from his chair, which he overturned in his fright, and stood 
for an instant with his one eyeball starting from his head, and glaring 
upon the spectre; his cheeks deadly pale; the CGld perspiration streaming 
from his face; his lips dissevered, and his teeth chattering in his head. 

, There-there-there ! Look-look, it comes again I-thc devil I-the 
devil !' 
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Hero Tom, who still kept his eyes fixed upon his victim, gave a know­
ing wink, awl thrust his tlJllgue out of his mouth. 

'Hc is coming i-he is coming I' cried the affrighted wretch; and 
clearing the open doorway with one leap, he fled across tllC' field at full 
~peed. The stream intcrecptccl hi~ }la tll -hi' passl'd it at a bound, plunged 
into the forest, and was out of ,i~,ltt. . 

, Ha, ha, ha !' chuckled poor Tum, sinl;ing down exhausted on hIS befl. 
, Oh that I had streng't h to follow up my advantage, I would I"ad 01,1 :-:atan 
sueh a chase that he should think his namesake was in truth behind him. 

During the six weeks that we inhabited that wretched cabin, we neyer 
were troubled by Old :-:atan again. "\8 Tom slowly reclwer('ll, and began 
to regain his appetite, his soul sickclled over th,' saIt bee!' and pork, 
which, owing to our distance from ---, formed ~ur prmcipal fare. 
He positively rdllsl,d to touch the SI{,/ bread, as Illy \ ankee neIghbours 
very appropriately termed the unleavened cakes in the pan; and it was 
no easy matter to sellil a man on horseback eight miles to fetch a loaf of 
bread. 

'Do, my dear :'Ilrs. Moodie, like a good ('hristian as you are, give me a 
morsel of the IJaLy's biscuit, and try and make us some Ikecll1, bread., 
'I'he stuff your Sl'l'nlllt give~ us is uneatable,' sai,l ,Yilson t" me, in most 
imploring a('e<:nts.-' 2'l108t "illingly. But J have no yeast; and I never 
baked in one of those ~trange kettles in my life.' 

'I'll go to old .Joe's wife and ],I)ITOW some: said he; 'they arc always 
bOTI'owing of yon.' Away he went across the field, but soon returned. 
I looked into his jug-it was empty. ']\0 luck,' said he; 'those stingy 
'\\Tetches had jw,t baked a fine bateh of bread, and they would neither 
lend nor sell a loaf: but they told me how to make their milk-emptyings.' 

',r ell, discuss the same;' but I much doulJte,l if he could remember 
the recipe. 'Y ou are to take an old tin pan,' said he, sitting' down on 
the slnol, and poking the fire with a stick. 

'1\1ust it be an old one?' said I, laughing.-' Of course; they said so.' 
'And what am I to put into it ?'-' Patience; let me begin at the 

beginning. Some flour and some milk-but, by (;eor;2;e! I've forg'ot all 
about it, I was :wondering as I came across the field why they -called 
the yeast milk-emptyings, and that put the way to make it quite out of 
my head. But newr mind; it is only ten v'cloek by my watch, I have 
nothing to do; I will go again.' 

He went. "-ould I had been there to hear the colloquy j)c:twecn him 
and Mrs. Joe! he described it something to this cffect :_ 

1\1rs. Joe: '1rell, stranger, what do you want now ('-Tom: 'I have 
forgotten the way you told me how to make the bread.' 

1\1rs. Joe: 'I never told you how tn make bread. I guess vou are a 
fool. People have to raise bread before they can bake it. 'Pray who 
sent you to make game of me. I guess somebody as wise as yourself.' 

Tom: 'The lady at whose house I am staying.' 
1I>1rs. Joe: 'Lady! I can tell you that We k,yc no ladies here. So the 

old woman who lives in the old log shanty in the hollow don't know how 
to make bread. A clever wife that! Are you her husband?' (Tom shakes 
his ftead.)-' lIer brother ?'-(Another shake.)-' Her son? Do you hear? 
or are you dea!?' (O{Jinrl 'Jllde do,'€ up to III'm.) 

Tom (moving back): 'l\Iistrcss, I'm not deaf; and who or what I am is 
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nothing to you. Will you oblige me by telljng me how to makc the mill­
emptyings; and this time I'll put it down in my pocket·book.' 

Mrs. Joe (with a strong sneer): 'Mal-emptyings! Milk, I told you. So 
you expect me to answer your questions, and give back nothing in return. 
Get you gone; I'll tell you no more about it.' 

Tom (bowing t'ery low): 'Thank you for your civility. Is the old 
woman who lives in the little shanty near the apple-trees more obliging?' 

Mrs. Joe: 'That's my husband's mother. You may try. I guess she'll 
give you an answer.' (Exit, slamming the door ,in his/ace.) 

, And what did you do then?' said I.-' Oh, went of course. The door 
was open, and I reconnoitred the premises before I ventured in. I 
liked the phiz of the old woman a deal better than that of her danghter­
in-law, although it was cunning aud inquisitive, as sharp as a needle. 
She was busy (shelling cobs of Indian corn into a barrel. I rapped 
at the door. She 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 guess, or you would 
know how to make milk-emptyings. Now, I always prefer bmn-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 all 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 Ibubbles rising through it, you may strain it into your 
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 give me a small quantity?'-Old woman: 'I never give 
anything. You Englishers, who come out with stacks of money, can 
afford to buy.' 

Tom: 'Sell me a small quantity.' -Old woman: 'I guess I will.' 
(Edging quite close, and fixing her sharp eyes on him.) , You must be very 
rich to buy bran.' 

Tom (quizzically): 'Oh, very rich.'-Old woman: 'How do you get 
your money?' 

Tom (sarcastically): 'I don't steal it.'-Old woman: 'Pr'aps not. 
I guess you'll soon let others do that for you, if you don't t-ake care. 
Are the people you live with related to you l' . 

Tom (hardly able to keep his gravity): 'On Eve's side. They are my 
friends.'-Old woman (in surprise): 'And do they keep you for nothing, 
or do you work for your meat P' 

Tom (impatiently): 'Is that bran ready P' (The old woman goes to the 
binn, and measures out a quart of bran.) 'What am I to pay you P' 

Old woman: 'A York shilling.' 
Tom (wishing to test her honesty): 'Is there any difference between a 

York shilling and a shilling of British currency P'-Old woman (evasively); 



co nOUGHIXG IT IN THE nUSH. 

'I guess not. Is tliere not a place in En~Ia]l(1 called York 2' (Loolcing. 
1Ip ail,//ec,.ill.'l ?moa:i;,(;!y in hisf.lce.) ' • . 

Tom (/!(I11//(il1!}): 'You arc not going to come t ork over me III that 
'.I'ay, or Yankee either. There is thrc,'pcncc .for your I)Ound,of bran; 
you are enorl11ou~ly l'lLid.'-OIJ woman (crrl/ll/f} (ifter hUll): Rut t~ 
;'ccipe; do y,m allow nothin:::; for the recipc' (' 

Tom: 'It is included in th" pri'T of tlw hran.' 
'.\nd so,' ~aill he, 'I l'<tmc laughin~' away, rejoicing in my sleeve that 

I had disappointed the ~1'I':uicious old cheat.' 
Tllc' nC'xt thing to be ,lune was to ~ct tIll' bran ri~in:::. Ry the help of 

Tom's recipe, it was duly mixed in th .. coffec',p"t. allil l,jaccci within a 
tin 1"111, full of hot water, lly the si,le of the jilT. I have often heard it 
~aill that a watt-hed put ne'\'('r boib; and there certainly was no lack of 
w;ltdler~ in this case. Tom sat fur hours rCG'ardin~ it with his large 
heavy eyes, the mai,l insl'cdc"l it frlll!l timc to tim", and scarce ten 
minute's were suffered tu eJal's,.' without my testin:::; tlte heat of the water, 
an,l tho st<,.te of the cll1vtyin;2s; but the day slil'llI'd slowly away, and 
night drew on, an, 1 yet the watehell pot gave no Si;:'IlS of Yitality. Tom 
sig-hed ,lel'ply ,I·!tcn we sat dO"'n to tca with the old fare. 

'.;\cI'C'r mind,' said he, ',\'I:' Rh"ll get some good 1<]'1'<1,1 in the morning; 
it must get up by that timC', I will wait till then. I cuuld almost starvo 
],,:,fllro I could touch these le:1I1l'll cakes.' ' 

The tea-things were remo\'(~d. Tom took up his flute, and commenced 
a series of the wildest voluntary airs that evcr were breatherl forth by 
human 11111~;,~. ~Ltll jigs, to which tbe ~ra\'E:st of mankind mi;.dlt have 
cut (c('('(cntric' capers. \Ve were all c«llvulsell with bughter. In the 
midst "I' one of these droll mO'l'ements, Tom suddenly hopped like a kan· 
;,:;,,1'00 (which feat he performed by raising himself upon tip· toes, tben 
tlinging hill1~df forward with a stooping .krk), tow,mls the II earth, and 
squinting 'lown into the olllf""-1'"t in the most quizzical manner, ex· 
claimed, '::\liscral)lc cbaff! If that does not make you rise nothin£ 
wiIl.' 

I left the hran all night by the firc. Early in thc morning I had th~ 
satisfaction ot finding' that it had risen hifih above the rim of the pot, 
and was surrounded by a fine crown of bubbles. 

, Better late than never,' thong'ht T, as I emptied the emptyings inte 
my flour. 'Tom is not lip yet. I will make him so happy with a loaf 01 
ltew bread, nice hllllli'-l>:lkcll bread, for his breakfast.' It was my first 
('anadian loaf. I felt (iuite proud of it, as I placed it in the odd machinE 
in which it was to be baked. I (lir! not understand the method of bakim 
in these ovens; or that my 1 Ire ad should have remained in the kettle fOI 
balf an hour, until it hall risen the >'ecowl time, before I applied the firE 
to it, in order that the ]'re:l,l should be light. It not only required 
experience til know whell it was in a fit state for baking, but the oveE 
should have been brought to a proper temperature til receive the bread 
If!:l1ur:mt of all this, I put my unrisen loaf into a cold kettI<:', and heape< 
:t large quantity of hot. ashes al,IIn' and below it. Th" first intimatiol 
I had of the result of my experiment was the disaoTeeable odour 01 
burning bread filling the house. '" 

'What is this horrid smell?' cried Tom, issuin n • from his domicile in 
his shirt sleeves. 'Do open the door, Dell (to the I~((id); 1 feel quite si~k 
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'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 as vinegar,' says he. 'The black bread of Sparta!' 
Alas! for my maiden loaf! With a TIleful face J placed it on the 

breakfast-table. 'I hoped to have given you a treat, but I fear you will 
find it worse than the cakes in the pan: 

'You may be sure of that,' said Tom, us he stuck his knife into the 
toaf, and drew it forth covered with raw dough. 'Oh, Mrs. Moodie! I 
hope you make better books than bread!' 

We were all sadly disappointed. The others submitted to my failure 
good-naturedly, and made it the subject of many droll, but not unkindly, 
witticisms. For myself, I could have borne the severest infliction from 
the pen of the 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 j and when they returned at night, brought several 
long letters fdr me. Ah! those first kind letters from home! Never 
shall I forget the rapture with which J grasped them-the eager, trembling 
haste with which I tore them open, while the blinding tears which filled 
my eyes hindered me for some minutes from reading a word which they 
contained. Sixteen years have slowly passed away-it appears half a 
century-but never, never can home 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 om' power, and our friends give up all 
hope of our return j their letters grow fewer and colder, their expressions 
of attachment are less yiyid; the heart has formed new ties, and the 
poor emigrant is nearly forgotten. 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, which he 
read with great glee. After reperusing them, he declared his intention 
~f setting off on his return home the next day. 'Ve tried to persuadc 
Ilim to stay until the following spring, and make a fair trial of the 
oountry. Arguments were thrown away upon him j the next morning 
Dur eccentric friend was ready to start. 

, Good-bye!' 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, 
~nd I hope by that time you will know how to make better bread: And 
~hus ended Tom Wilson's emigration to Canada. He brought out three 
Ilundred pounds, British currency j he remained in the country just four 
months, and returned to England with barely enough to pay his passage 
Ilome. 

VII.-UNCLE JOE AND HIS FAMILY. 
Ay, your rogue is a laughing rogue, and not a whit the less dangerous for the smile 

on his lip, which comes not from un honest heart, which reflects the light of the soul 
through the eye. All is hollow and dark within; and the contortion of the lip, like 
the phosphoric glow upon decayed timber, only serves to point out the rottenness 
within. 

UNCLE JOE! I see him now before me, with his jolly red face, twink­
ling 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 j for a more 
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knowing fellow 8,t a bargain newr crORRcd the lakes fo abuse Ilriti,h in. 
stitutions and 10c8,te himself comfortably among thc despised Britishel1. 
But, then, he h8,d f;ll<'h a good-n8,tured, fat face, su.eh :; mischi('volII, 
mirth-Iovinf' smile, and such a merry, roguish expressIOn III those f;ma~ 
jet-black, g'littering C')'('~, that you suffered yourself .t? be taken in by 
him without offering thl' least resistance to his impOSItIOns. 

Uncle Joe's father had l'C'l'1l a Xew England loyalist, and his doubtful 
att8,chment to the British government had been repaid by a grant of 
land in the township of H--. He was the first settler in tha~ township, 
and chose his location in a remote 'I'ot. for the sake of a beautiful natural 
spring, which bubbled up in a slllall ,tone basin in the grecn bank at the 
back of the house. 

'Father might have had the pick of the township,' quoth rnclc Joe; 
'but the old coon pn,ferred that sUI' of good water to the site of a town, 
Well, I guess it's seldom I trouble th,' spring; and whe'never I step that 
way to water the horseR, I think what a tarnation fool the old one was, 
to throwaway such a chance of making his fortllne, for such cold lap.' 

'Your father was a temperance man'?'-' Temperance !-He had been 
fond enough of the whisky bottle in his day, He drank up a good farm 
in the United States, and then he thought he could not do better than 
turn loyal, and .c:ct one here for nothing'. He did not carc a cent, not he, 
for the King or England. He thought himself a~ good, any how. But 
he found that he would have to work hard here to scratch along, and he 
waR mightily plagued with the rheumatics, and somc old woman told 
him that good spring water was the best cure for th,tt; so he chose this 
poor, light, stony land on aecount of the sprin",-', and took to hard work 
and drinking cold water in his old age!' 

'How did the change agree with him?' -' I gue~s better than could 
have been expected. He planted that fine orchard, and cleared his 
hunch'ed acres, and we got along slick enough as long as the old fellow 
lived.' 

, And what happened after his death, that obliged you to part with 
your lanel ?'-' Bad times-bad crops,' said Fncle Joe, lifting 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 1111', C-- put in an execution, and seized upon the 
whole concern, Hc 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 clearing it.' 

, And harl the whisky nothing to do with this change?' said I, looking 
him in the face suspiciously.-' Not a bit! ,Yhen a man gets into difficul­
ties, 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 how to 
value the whisky-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 !tead in at the door, and calling out, 

'UncM Joe i-You're wanted to hum.' 
'Is that. your nephew?' -' No! I guess 'tis my woman's eldcst son, 
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said Uncle Joe, rising, 'but they call me Uncle Joe. 'Tis a spry chap 
that-as cunning as a fox. I tell you what it is-he will make a smart 
man. Go home, Ammon, and tcll your ma that I am coming.' 

'l won't,' said the boy; 'you may go hum and tell her yourself. She 
has wanted wood cut this hour, and you'll catch it !' 

Away ran the dutiful son, but not before he had applied his forefinger 
significantly to the side of his nose, and, with a lmowing wink, 
pointed in the direction of home. 

Uncle Joe obeyed the signal, drily remarking that he could not leave 
the barn door without the old hen clucking him back. 

At this period we were still living in Old Satan's log-house, and 
anxionsly looking out for the first snow to put us in possession of the good 
substantial log dwelling occupied by uncle Joe and his family, which 
consisted of a brown brood of seven g'irls, and the highly-prized boy who 
rejoiced in the extraordinary name of Ammon. 

Strange names are to be found in this free country. What think you, 
gentle reader, of Solomon Sly, Reynard Fox, and Himm Dolittle; all 
veritable names, and belonging to substantial yeomen? After Ammon 
and lchabod, I should not be at all surprised to meet with Judas Iscariot, 
Pilate, and Herod. And then the female appellations! But the subject 
is a delicate one, and I will forbear to touch upon it. I have enjoyed 
many a hearty laugh over the strange affectations which people designate 
here very handsome names. I prefer the old homely Jewish names, 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. It 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.' \Vas the woman deaf and dumb, or did her 
friends hope by bestowing upon her such an impossible 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 was 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, striving 
to make onrselves 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 brought Captain S -- over to 
inspect the land, as he wished to buy a farm, and settle in that neigh­
bourhood. With some difficulty I contrived to accommodate the visitors 
with seats, and provide them with a tolerable dinner. Fortunately, 
Moodie had brought in a brace of fine fat partridges that morning; these 
the servant transferred to a pot of boiling water, in which she immersed 
them for the space of a minute-a novel but very expeditious way 
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of removing tlw feathers, which then come off at the least touch. In 
l.css than ten minutes thc\' were stuffed, tru,sl"l, and in the bake-kettle; 
,mel before the gentlemen rcturllctl from ,,'alking' over the farm, the 
dinner was on the table. 

To our utter consternation, C'tptain S --- agreed to purchase, nnd 
asked if we could give him lJos,'CS~i"ll in a week !-' Good heavens!' 
cried I, glancing reproachfully at lUI'. ---, who was discussing his 
partridge with ,Loical indifference, '''-hat will beco,me of us1 Where 
are we to go:' -' Oh, make yourself easy; I wIll force that oIU 
witch, .Toe's mother, to clear out.' 

'But 'tis impossible to stow onrsc-lvcs into that pig-sty,' 
'It will only he for a wl'ck or two, at farthest. This is October; Joe 

wiII be sure to be off by the first of sleighing,' 
'But if she rl'fusc~ to give up the 1'1;lI'l' t' 
'Oh, leave her to me. I"JI talk her over,' said the knowing land 

8peculator, 'Let it come to the worst,' he said, t1ll'lIing' to my husband, 
, bk, will go out for the sake of a few doJlars. By-the-by, she refusc,l to 
bar the dowcr wIlL,)] I bought thc place: we must cajole her out of that. 
lt is a fine afternoon; suppose we walk oYCr the hilI, and try our luck 
with the old nigger (' 

I fcIt so anxious about the rcsult of the ncgotiation, that, throwillg my 
cloak oycr my shoulders, and tyill,; on my bonnet without the assistance 
of a g'lass, I took my husband's arm, and we walked forth. 

It was a llright, clear :afternoon, the first wl'ek in October, and the 
fading wooels, not yet denuded of their gnrg'cous folia::", glowed in a 
mcllow, golden light. A soft purplc haze rl'~tc',l on thc llilld outline of 
the Hahlemand hills, and fin thc rugged beauty of the wild landscape I 
soon forgot the purport of our visit to the old woman's log-hut. 

On reaching the ridgc of the hilI, thc' lovely valley in which our future 
home lay smiled peacefully upon us from amiLlst its fruitful orchards, 
still loaded with their rich, ripe fruit. 

',Yhat a pretty place it is!' thought I, for tIll' 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 
,,,hich for some time has been our own!' 

The log-hut that we were approaching, and in which the old woman, 
II --" -, resided.by herself-having quarrelled yean; ago with her son's 
wife-was of the smallest. dimensions, only containing one room, which 
served the old dame for kitchen, and bed-room, and all. The open door, 
and a few gla~ed panes, supplied it with light amI air; while a huge 
hearth, on whIch crackled two enormous logs-which arc technically 
termed a front and a back stil'k-took up nearly half the domicile; and 
the old woman's bed, which was covered with an unexceptionably clean 
patched quilt, nearly the other half, leaving just room for a small home­
made deal table, of the rudest workmanship, two ba~f,wood-bottomed 
chairs, stained red, one of which was a rocking-chair, appropriated solely 
to thc 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 yo~r way through it in 
the best manner you could-we found the old woman with a red cotton I 

handkerchief tied over her grey locks, hood-fashion, sbelling white bush-
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beans into a wooden bowI. Without rising from her seat, she pointed to 
the only remaining chair. ' I guess, miss, you can sit there; and if the 
otherll can't stand, they can make a seat of my bed.' 

The gentlemen assured her that they were not tired, and could dispense 
with seats. Mr. --- then went up to the old woman, and proffering 
his hand, asked after her health in his blandest manner. 

'I'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 a bad bargain to you and yours.' 

• Mrs. H ---,' returned the land-speculator, nothing ruffled by her 
ullceremonious 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 tq imagine that others can suffer for their folly.' 

• S!~ffer l' 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 1 My 
Bon was a poor, weak, silly fool, to be SlIcked 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?' 

C Three hundred pounds in cash.' 
• Poor sufferer!' again sneered the hag. 'Four hundred dollars is a 

~y small profit in as many weeks. ,VeIl, I guess, you beat the Yankees 
l1l:Jllow. And pray, what brought you here to-day, scenting about you 
like a carrion-crow? "-e have no more land for you to seize from us.' 

Moodie now stepped forward, awl briefly explained our situation, offering 
the old woman anything in reason to give up the cottage and reside with 
her son until he removed from the premises; which, he added, must be 
in a very short time. The old dame regarded him with a sarcastic smile. 
C I guess Joe will take his own time. The house is not built which is to 
receive him; and he is not a man to turn his back upon a warm hearth 
to camp in the wilderness. You were g1"een when you bought a farm of 
that man, without getting along with it the right of possession.' 

C But, Mrs. H---, your son promised to go out the first of sleighing.' 
C 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 leaye 
my place?'-'Twelve dollars, if you give us possession next l\Tonday,' 
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 month,' said 
Mr. ---, pointing with his cane to the dilapidated walls. 'Mr. Moodie 
has offered you It 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 tllat 
to me, and more nor double that just now to him. But I will not be 
bard with him,' continued she, rocking herself to and fro. 'Say twenty 

E 
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dollars, and I will turn out on l\Ionday.'-' I dare say you will,' said 
Mr. ---, 'and who do you think would be fool enough to give you 
such an exorbitant sum for a ruined old ~hed like this?' 

, Mind your own business, and make your own barg'ains,' returned the 
old woman tartlv. 'The de\'il himself could not deal with you, for I 
guess he ,~ould have the worst of it. 'What do you say, si~'?' and she 
fi..'(ed her keen c~'es upon my husband, as if ~he would read Ills thoughts. 
"Vill you agTce to my pri,,(' ?'-' It is a very high one, Mrs. H---; but 
as I cannot help Illyself, and you take advantage of that, I suppose I 
must give it.' "Tis a barg'ain,' eried the old crone, hol(ling out her hard, 
bony hand. '('«llle' ('[Ish down !'-' K ot until you give me possession on 
MOlllhy next; or Y"U mig'ht serve me as yonI' son has done.' 

'lilt!' said the old woman, laughing' and rubbing her hands together; 
'you begin to see !laylight, do you? In a few months, with the help of 
him,' pointing to ),11'. ---, 'you will be able til go alone; hut have a 
care of your teacher, for it's no good that yon will learn ii'om him. But 
will you really stand to your word, mister?' Rhe added, in a coaxing tone, 
, if I go out on Monday ?'-' To be sure I will; I nCITr break my word.' 

'\Yell, I ;';W'" you are not HO dever as our people, for they only keep 
it as Inllg' as it ,'uits them. tOU have an honest look; I will trnst you; 
but I will not trust him,' nodding to Mr. ---. 'he can 1>1l~' and sell his 
word as fa,t as a horse can trot. So on J\[o11llny I will turn out my traps. 
I have lived here six-an!l·thirty years; 'tis a pretty 1,lac<:, and it "exes 
me to Icrwe it,' eontillw',l tlll' poor creatnl'o, as a touch of n(ttural fe('lir·~ 
softened and agitated her world-hardened heart. 'There is not an aD..e 
in cultivation hut I help-'ll to clear it, nor a tree in yonder orchard but I 
held it while my poor man, who is dearl and gone, planted it; a11l1 I have 
,mtched the trl'I>S hud from yc(tr to yenr, until their boug'hs r,wr,hadowed; 
the hut, where all my children, but Joe, werr: born. Ye's, I came here 
young, and in lll~' prime; and I mm;t It:,\\'c it in age and poycrty. 1\'[y 
children and hu~l'nllil are dead, and their hones rest beneath the turf in 
the bUl'Yill~-g:rou]]ll on the side of the hill. (If all that once gathered 
about n;y I~Il~l's, J 0" and his Y"llng ones alone remain. And it~is hard, 
very hard, that I must leave their gnln's to be turned by the plough of 
a strauger.' 

I felt for the desohte old creature-the tears rushed to my eyes; but 
there was no moisture in hers. ~o rain from till' hl'art could filter 
through that iron soil. 

'Dc assnrell, ;\In;, II---,' ~aid :\Ioorlie, 'that the dead will be held 
saered: the place willlH.'I'cr be disturbed by me.'-' Pn'ltal's not; but it 
is not I,>Jl;.:·that you will remain here. I have seen a good ,lcal in my 
time: but I never saw a gentleman from the oM eountrv make a "'ood 
Cauadian farmer. TIlt' ",((rk is rough and hard, aUlI t'hey gc't o~t of 
humour with it, and I"an. it to their hired hdps, and then all goes 
wrollg. Tlll'Y are ,.heatcil on all sides, and ill de'l,nir take to the whisky 
bottle, and that fixes them. I tell you what it is, mi~tcr-I g·in~ you just 
three yean; to spellfl your money and ruin yoursclf; and then you will 
become a conlhmed drunkanl, like the rest.' 

'rhe first lJart of her prophecy was only too true. Thank God! the 
la"t has IlCH'r been fulfilled, andllever can be. 

Perceiving that the old woman Wl'.S not a little elated with her bargain, 



UNCLE JOE AND HIS F_\MILY. 67 

Mr. --- urged upon her t.he propriet.y of barring the dower. At first 
she was outrageous, and very abusive, and rejected all his proposals with 
contempt; vowing that she would meet him in a certain place Lelow be­
fore she would sign away her right to the property . 

.' Li~ten to reason, JUrs. H---,' said th~. land-speculator. 'If you 
WIll Slgn the papers before the proper authofltIes, the next time 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 noticing her rejoinder, 
'at a dollar a yard. Think what a nice church-g'oing gown it will 
make.'-' To the devil with you! I never go to church.' 

'I thought as much,' said Mr. ---, winking to us. ' y,' ell, my 
dear madam, what will satisfy you ?'-' I'll do it for twenty dollars,' 
returned the old woman, rocking herself to and fro in her chair; her 
eyes twinkling, and her hands moving convulsively, as if she already 
grasped the money so dear to her soul. 

'Agreed,' said the land-speculator. '"When will you be in town?'­
'On 'l'uesday, if I be alive. But., remember, I'll not sign till I 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 develish 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 occasions, 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, 
however humble. anI' new habitation, though small, had a decided 
advantage over the one we were leaving. It stood on a gentle slope; and 
a narrow but lovely stream, full of pretty speckled trout, ran murmuring 
under the little window; the house, also, was surrounded by fine fruit­
trees. I know not how it wa~, but the sound of that tinkling brook, for 
ever rolling 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 upon them, glancing and flashing 
on, now in sunshine, ndw in shade, now hoarsely chiding with the op­
posing rock, now leaping triumphantly over it,-creates within me a feel­
ing of mysterious awe of which I 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 anel impetuous rushings against 
the stones which choked its passage, were mournful types of my own 
mental struggles against the strang'e destiny which hemmed me in. 
Through the day the stream still moaned and travelled on,-but, engaged 
in my novel and distasteful occupations, I heard it not; but whenever 
my winged thoughts flew homeward, then the voice of the brook spo~e 
deeply and sadly to my heart, and my tears flowed unchecked to Its 
plaintive and harmonious music. In a few hours I had my new abode 

E ~ 
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more comfortably arranged than the old one, although its dimensions 
were much smaller. The location was beautiful, and I was greatly con­
soled by this circumstance. The aspect of Nature eyer did, and I hope 
eyer will continue, 

, To shoot marvellous strength into my heart.' 

As long as we remain true to the Divine :lrother, so long will she remain 
faithful to IlI'r suffering children. At that period my love fo: C:anafla was 
a feelin,,; ,,'ry nearly allied to that. which the condemned cnmmal entcr­
tains for his cell-his only hope of escape IJeing through the portals of 
the gran'. The fall rains had commence,d. In a few days the cold 
wintry,h"'H'n swept all the gorg'eolls crimson from the. trees; and a 
bleak and dl'",llai" waste presented itFelf to the shurldermg speetator. 
But in spite of wind and rain 111", little tenemcnt was nCYer free from the 
intr;lsion of 1'11C'lc .T fie's wife' an'd e!lilrlrcn. Thcir house stood about a 
stone's-throw from the hut we occupierl, in the same meadow, and th~y 
seemed to look upon it still as their own, althoug'h we had literally paId 
for it twice (lv,'r. Fine strapping girls they wprc, from five years old to 
fourtecn, but rude and unnurtured as so many hears. They would come 
in without the least eeremony, and, ~'''lmg a~ tllcy were, ask me a 
thousand impertinent questions; and ",I,,'n I civilly rcquested them to 
lea\'e thc room, they would range th8mselYes I11'0n thc door-stcp, watch­
ing my motions, with their black eyes gleaming lljlOn me through their 
tangled, uncombed locks. Their company was a great annoyance, for it 
obliged me to put a painful restraint llpon thc 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 hatred. 

The ~imJllicity, thc fond, confiding faith of childhood, is unknown in 
{'a nuda. There are no children here. The boy is a miniature man­
knowing, keen, and wide awake; as able to drive a bargain nnd take an 
~'l.d\'antag-e of hi" juvenile companion as the grown-up. world-hardened 
man. The ;::'irl, a g-ossipping flirt, full of vanity and affectation, with a 
premature l",'e of finery, and an acute perception of the advantages to 
be f1criYcfl from wealth, and from keeping up a certain appearance in the 
world. The flo',\'l'rs, the green grass, the glorious sunshine, the birds of 
the air, and the young lambs gambolling down the vcrdant slopes, which 
:fill the heart of a British child with a fond ecstasy. bathing the young 
spirit in Elysium, would float unnoticed before the vi"ion of a Canadian 
child; while the sight of a dollar, or a new dre~R, or a ;::-ay bonnet, would 
.swell its proud bosom with self-importance and delight. 'I'he glorious 
blush of Ill(l,lc,~t diffidenee, the tear of gentlc sympathy, are so rare on 
the cheek, or III the C'ye of the young, that their nj'jlearance creates a 
feeling of surprise. f'nch perfect self-reliance in lwings so new to the 
worll is painful to a thinking mind. It betrays a great want of sC'nsibility 
.and mental culture, and a melancholy knowledge flf the a1is of life. 

For a "Tek I was alone, my good :-':cotch girl h"ving left me to visit 
ller father. :-;'l]lIe smaIJ baby-articles were needed to 1,(, washed, and after 
making a ~Teat preparati?n, I determined to try my unBkillcd hand upon 
the flperalJOn. The fact IS, I knew notlling about the task I had imposed 
up0fo1 l11 y, ... lf, and in a f ... w minutes rubLcd the ~l,ill off my wrists, without 
gdtmg the clothes clean. The door was o11('n, as it generally was, eYeIl 
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during 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, thank God! 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, like a lady l' 

'Mrs. H--,' said I, not a little annoyed at her presence, 'what 
concern is it of yours whether I work or sit still? I never 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-critters, 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 com'se,' said I, 'they are more suited to you than 
we are; they are uneducated, and so are you. This is no fault in either ; 
but it might teach you to pay a little more respect to those who are pos­
sessed of superior advantages. But, 1\1:1's. H--, my helps, as you call 
them, are civil and obliging, and never make unprovoked and malicious 
speeches. If thay could so far forget themselves, I should order them to 
leave the houso.'-' Oh, I see what you are up to,' replied the insolent 
dame'; 'you mean to say that if I were your help you would turn me 
out of your house; Lut I'm a frce-born American, and I won't go at your 
bidding. Don't think I corne here out of regard to you. No, I hate you 
all; and I rejoice to see you at the wash-tub, and I wish that you may be 
brought down upon your knees to scrub the tioors.' 

This speech only caused a smile, and yet I felt hurt and astonished 
that a woman whom I had never done anything to offend should be so 
gratuitously spiteful. In the evening she sent two of her brood over to 
borrow my , long iron,' as she called an Italian iron. I was just getting 
my baby to sleep, sitting upon a low stool by the nre. I pointed to the 
iron upon the shelf, and told the girl to take it. She did so, but stood 
beside me, holding it carelessly in her hand, and staring at the baby, 
who had just sunk to sleep upon my lap. The next moment the heavy 
iron fell from her relaxed grasp, giving me a severe blow upon my knee 
and foot; and glanced so near the child's head that it drew from me a 
cry of terror. 

'.1 guess that was nigh braining the child,' quoth Miss Amanda, with 
the greatest coolness, and without making the least apology. Master 
Ammon burst into a loud laugh. 'If it had, Mandy, I guess we'd have 
cotched it.' Provoked at their insolence, I told them to leave the house. 
'1'he tears were in my eyes, for I felt certain that had they injured the 
child, it would not have caused them the least regret. 

'1'he next day, as we were standing at the door, my husband 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 small stearn-engine, and hiR face flushed to deep red 
with excitement and passion. 'You -- young scoundrel!' he cried, 
half choked with fury, 'if I catch up to you, I'll take the skin off 
yon!' .. 

'You -- old scoundrel, you may have my skin if you can get at me: 
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retortc,l the precociolls ('hi],I, as he jumped up upon the top of tqe high 
fUI CC' , and rlou1>led hi,< fist in a lllellHcinl-' manner at Li:, fatller. 

'That boy is growing too bad,' sair) Uncle .Till:, comlll~ ul? to us out of. 
hreath, thr.. l'crsl'imiilln Rtr"'ltlliw~' down his fn.cc. 'It IS tune to break 
him ill, (>1' h' '1\ ccd ill'_' mast,'r of 118 all.' 

''lou ,llonl,!'hn';c begun that ]'"forc,' sni:.1 -:I[of"li·'. 'ITe seems a 
hopefu!l"ll'il.'-' Oh, as to th'lt, a little swearing is manly,' returned the 
fat.her; • I f,W,"l1' mysclf, I know, and as the old Col']~ CI'<W'-', 80 cro~s 
the young 0110. It is not his s\H"1l'in;;' that I carL' a pill lvI', but he will 
not do a thing I tell him to.' .. . . 

'Swearin~ is a dre;ulful vice,' f·a;,l J, 'nn,l, '.\'lck<"l as It IS III the 
mouth of a ''''rown-up person, it is 1"'ri'l-clly "lllCkin;,; in a child; it pain­
fully tells h~ has l','en brought up without the fear of G <-,rl.' 

'Pooh! pooh! that's all Cilllt; th,'re is )]0 harm in a few oaths, and I 
cannot drive oxen and horses \\-itllflllt swearing. I dare sn.y that you 
can 8W'::-Ir too when you are rilell, but you are too cunning to let us 
hear v"n,' 

I could not help laughing outright at thiR supposition, but replied 
n'ry qnidly, 'Th'N: w11<1 l,mctisc such iniquities lIe'vcr take any paius 
to conceal them. The concealment would infer a feeling of Shll.lllC ; and 
when people are conscillu, of their guilt, they are in the road to improve­
ment.' The man walked whistling :1.W:1;", and tIl<: wieked child returned 
unpunished to his home. The next minnte the ,,1,1 woman came ill_ 'I 
guess you can ;;'ivc' me a piece of ~ilk for a hood,' ~,\i,l she, 'the weather 
is grO\\'ill.~' l'on.,i,ll'ra1,]c l'1I1<1.'-' Surely it cannot "".-11111: cuh1n than it is 
at 1'1'e,;('l1t,' said I, giving her the rocking-chair 11)' the fire. 

'I""it a while; you know nothing' of a Canadian winter. This is only 
N o·\'IC'lIllH.'r; after the Christmas thaw, you'll know something a1>out cold. 
It. is seVl'll-anr!-thirty years ngo ,inn' I and my man left the U-ni-ted 
St'ltcS. It was called tli" Year of the Great "-inte)'. I tell you, woman, 
that the snow lay so deep ou the earth, that it blocked up all the roads, 
and ,,',' coulc! drive a sleigh wliither we please,], right over the snake: 
fences. All the cleared land was onc widu wllitc IeI'('} plain; it was a 
year of Rcarcity, aUfl we Were half starved; but the severc cold was far 
worse )]01' the want of provisions. ,\ long and bitter journey we had of 
it; but I "'a" young then, and pretty wdl use,1 to trouble ll.nd fatigue; 
my man stuck to the British gOYernment. ?lIo)'t' foul he! I was an 
Ameriean born, and my heart was with the true cause. But his father 
was English, and, says Ill', "I'll ]i,-e and die under their flag.' So he 
dragger! me 'from my comfortable fireside to ,,,,·k a, home in the far 
Canadian wil,lC'rnC'Fs. '1'rou1>le! I guess you think you have your 
troubles; ],11t what are thc~- to mi\ll' " ~hc p:nm.'(l, took a pinch of 
snuff, offeree) me the box, ,i;2'he,1 pailliully, pushed the red handkerchief 
from her hig-h, narrow, wrinkled In'ow, all,l continued :-'.J oe ,,-as a baby 
then, and I har) another helpless critter in my lap-an adopted child. 
1\1y sister had died from it, and I ".,,' mu'sing it at the same breast with 
my boy. IVell, wo had t'l p'TrOrm a journey of four hundred miles in an 
ox-cart, which carried, besides me and the childrcn all ollr household 
stufi'. Our "-'Jy lay chiefly throng'h the f"rest, and 'we made but slow 
progress. Oh! what a bitter cO]fl night it was when we reached the 
swampy woods where the city of Rochester now stands. The oxen were 
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covered with icicles, and their breath sent up clouds of steam. "Nathan," 
says I to my man, "you must stop and kindle a fire; I am dead with cold, 
and I fear the babes will be frozen." 'Ve began looking about for a 
good spot to camp in, when I spied a light throug'lI the trees. It was a 
lone shanty, occupied by two French lumberers. The men were kind; 
th'l!ly rubbed onr frozen limbs with snow, and shared with us their 
supper and buffalo skins. On that very spot where we camped that 
night, where we heard nothing but the wind soughing amongst the 
trees, and the rushing of the river, now stands the great city of Hoehester. 
I went there two years ago, to the funeral of a brother. It seemed 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 un­
educated, might have been a ,ery superior person under different cir­
cumstances-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.' 

'Humph!' returned the old dame, in a tone which seemed to contra­
dict my assertion. She then settled herself in her chair, and, after 
shaking her foot awhile, and fixing her piercing eyes upon rue 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 girl.' 

'Is your mother ali,e 7'-' Yes.' 
'What is her name 7' I satisfied her on this point. 
'Diel she ever marry again ?'-' She might have done so, but she loved 

husband too well, and preferred living single: 
. Humph! lYe have no such notions here. What was your father7'­
• gentleman, who lived upon his own estate.' 
'Did he die rich ?'-' He lost the greater part of his property from 

J8ing surety for anothw:.' 
'That's a foolish business. l\Iy man burnt his fingers with 1hat. And 

what brought you out to this poor country-you, who are no more fit 
for it than I am to be a fine lady ?'-' 'l'he 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.' 
'I 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 
bird in a cage; you may beat your wings against the bars, but you can't 
get out.' 'l'here was a long pause. I hoped. that my guest had suffi­
ciently gratified her curiosity, 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 7' 
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Provoked by her pertinacity, and seeing no end to her cross-question­
ing, I replied, very impatiently, ' ;\[rR. H--, is it ~he eustoI? in your 
country to catechise strangers whcneyer you meet wIth them 7 

, \Vhat do you mean 7' she said, colouring, I belieYc, for the first timo 
in her life. 

'I mean,' qnoth I, 'an evil habit of asking imp'ertincnt que~tions.' 
The old woman got up, and left the housc wIthout speakmg anothel' 

word. 
THE SLEIGH-BELLS.* 

'Tis 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 ruudy 

blaze' 
Those me~ry sleigh-bells, our hearts k~ep 

time 
Responsive to their fairy chime. 
Ding-dong, ding-dong, o'er vale and hill 
Their welcome notes are trembling still.' 

'Tis he, and blithely the gay bells sound, 
As gliJes his sleigh o' er the frozen 

ground; 
Hark! he has pass'd the dark pine wood, 
He crosses now the ice-bound floou, 
And hails the light at the open door 
That tells his toilsome journey's o'er. 
The merry sleigh-bells! My fond heart 

swplls 
And throbs to hear the welcome bells; 
Ding-uong, ding-dong, o'er ice anu snow, 
A voice of glauness, on they go. 

Our hut is small, and rude our cheer, 
But love has spread the banquet here; 
And chiluhood springs to be caress'd 
By our belove.l anu welcome guest. 
With a smiling brow his tale he tells, 
The urchins ring the merry sleigh-bells; 
The merry sleigh-bells, with shout and 

song 
They urag the noisy string along; 
Ding-dong, ding-dong, the father's come, 
The gay bells rin~ his welcome home. 

From the cedar swamp the gaunt wolves 
howl, 

From the oak loud whoops the felon owl; 
The snow-storm sweeps in tbundel' past, 
The forest creeks beneath the blust; 
No more I list, with boding fear, 
The slei~h-bells' distant chime to hear. 
The merry "leigh· bells, with soothing 

power 
Shed gladness on the eycnin;; hour. 
Ding-dong, ding-uon~, what rapture 

swells 
The music of those joyous bells! 

VIII.-JOHN ;\IO~.\.GIIAN. 

A FEW days after the old woman's visit to the cottage, our servant 
.James ausC'ntcd himself for a week, without asking leaye, or giving any 
intimation of his intention. IIe had under his care a fine pair of horses, 
a yoke of oxen, three cows, and a numerous family of pigs, uesides having 
to ch"lJ all the firewood required for our m·e. His 1lI11'Xl'l-C1("ll departure 
canol'll no small trouble in the family; and when the truant at last 
made his appearance, :I[oollil' discharged him altogether. 

The winter had now fairly set in-the iron winter of 1833. The snow 
:,-", unusua~ly deep, and i.t being OUl·. first winter in C'all<ula, and passed 
ill Hlell a ml~erable dwelIlIlg, we felt It vcry s<:YCl"l·ly. In ~1,i11' of all my 
boasted fortltnde-anel I think my powers of endurance lla\'\.: been tried 
to. the uttermost since my sojourn in this country-the rigour of the 
climate suLdued my lll'oml, iUdependent English spirit, and I actually 
sLamed my womanhood, and cried with the cold. Y cs, I ought to Llu8h 

* Many versions haye been ~i\'en of this song, and it has been set to musie in the 
States. I here give the original copy, written whilst leaning on the open door of my 
shanty, and watching for the return of my husbanu. 
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at evincing such unpardonable weakness; but I was foolish and inex­
perienced, and unaccustomed to the yoke. My husband did not much 
relish performing the menial duties of a servant in such weather but ho 
did not complain, 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. 

It was a bitter, freezing night. A sharp wind howled without, and 
drove the fine snow through the chinks in the door, almo~t to the hearth­
stone, on which two immense blocks of maple shed forth'a cheering 
glow, brightening the narrow window-panes, and making the blackened 
l'arters ruddy with the hearl-inYigorat.ing blaze. 

The toils of the day were over, the supper-things cleared away, and 
the door closed for the night. Moodie had taken 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 of the 
touching 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 solt blue eyes. 

'Ay, 'tis bonnie time songs; but they mak' me greet, an' my puir heart 
is sair, sair when I think on the bonnie braes and the days 0' lang syne.' 

Poor Bell! Her heart was among the hills, and mine had wandered 
far, far away to the green groves and meadows of my own fair land. 
The .music and our reveries were alike abruptly banished by a sharp 
blow upon the door. Bell rose and opened it, when a strange, wild­
looking lad, barefooted, and with no other covering to his head than 
the thick, matted locks of raven blackness that hung like a cloud oveli' 
his swarthy, sunburnt visage, burst into the room. 

'Guidness defend us! Wha ha' e we here?' screamed Bell, retreating 
into a corner. 'The puir callant's no cannie.' 

l\{y husband turned hastily round to Illeet the intruder, and I raised 
the candle from.the table the better to distinguish his face; while Bell, 
from her hiding-place, regarded him with unequivocal glances of feal­
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. 

'Shut the door, man,' said Moodie, whose long scrutiny of the strange 
being before us seemed. upon the whole satisfactory; 'we shall be 
frozen.'-' 'l'hin, 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, sir, 
I was never so near gone in my life !' 

'Where do you come from, and what is your business here? You 
must be aware that this is a very late hour to take a house by storm 
in this way.'-' 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 masthcr; and next to that~ 
bedad! I want, something to ate. As I'm alive-and 'tis a thousand pities 
that I'm alive at all at all, for shure God Almighty never made sich a. 
misforlunate crather afore nor since-I have had nothing to put in my 
head since I ran away from my ould lllasther, Mr. F--, yesterday at 
noon. Money I have none, sir; the divil a:cent. I have neither a shoe 
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to my foot nor a hat to my l~ea~, and if you refuse to shelter ~e tl~e 
night, I must be eontint to perIsh III the snow, for I have not a frmd m 
the wide wurld,' 

't'he lad ('o\,u·c.l his face with his hunds, and sobbed uloud. 
'Bell,' I whi"perl·,l; ';:;0 to the cupboard ~nd get the. poor . fellow 

something to l'at. The boy is "taning','-' DlIlna heed 111m, mIstress; 
dinna credit his lees. He is une 0' those wicked l'apists wha ha' just 
steppe,l in to rob ulHl murder us.' . 

, :'\01l'(,1)'I.'! Do as I bid you.'-' I winna be fashed aboot 111m. An' 
if he bides hen'. I'll e'en flit by the first blink 0' ihe morn.' 

'Isabel, fur ,!u\llle I Is this acting like a Christian, or doing as you 
woultl be done l,y i" 

Bell was as oi"tin,ttc us a rock, not only refusing to put down any 
food for the famished lad, but reiterating her threat fa[ leaving the house 
if hI' were sulTered to remain. My Imsbaml, no longer able to endure 
her selfish and absurd conduct, got ungTy ill good earnest, and told her 
that she might pl.'ase hersl'lf; 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 serYant, clean, 
honest, and illllustrious, and loved the dear baby. 

'You will think better of it in the morning',' sai,l 1, as I rose and 
placed before the lad some cold l,eef am1 bread, and a bowl of milk, 
to which the runaway did ampk jnstic('. 

',rhy did you quit your maHter, my lad?' said l\Ioc"lie.-' Recause I 
coultl lin' wid him nu 1011,,;,,1'. You see, sir, I'm a poor foundling frOID 
the Belfast Asylum, ,,]uwe.j "lit by the mother that bore me, upon the 
wide wurlc1, long before I knew that I was in it. As I was too young 
to spal,.' for mpdf intirely, Ehe lJUt me into a lmsket, wid a label 
round Illy ]lee]" to tell the folks that my name was .T ohn Monaghan, 
't'his was all I e,"cr g'ot from my parents; and who or what they were, 
I ne,er knew, not I, for they nen']' claimNl me; bad cess to them! 
But I'YO no lhmbt it's a fine illigant gintl(,IlUIIl he was, and herself a 
handsome rich young lady, who ,lan"lnot own me for fear of affronting 
the rich jintry, her father awl mother. Poor folk, sir, are lI(',er ashamed 
of their children; 'tis all the threm,ure they have, sir; but my parents 
wer,~ af,hamed of me, and they thrust 11]1' out to the stranger and the 
hard bread of dCl'inrl.:nce.' The 1"'01' lad sighed deeply, and I began to 
fed a growing interest in his Ha.l hi,tnry, 

'11n,..' you Ill'cn in the country long 2'-' Four years, madam. You 
know my ma,tlwr, ;'III'. F--; he brought me ont wid him as his 
apprentice, and dnring the yl)~"agc he trated me well. But the young 
men, his sons, nrl' tyrants, and full of durty pride; and I could not 
a,~rec wi,] t hem at all at all. Yesterday, I forgot to take the oxen out 
of the yoke, and :'IIusthcr 'Villiam tied me up to a stump, and Late me 
with the raw hide. Shure ihe marks are on my 8howlthers yet. I left 
the oxen 1\Il<1 the yoke, and turned my heck upon them all, for the hot 
blood waR bilin' wi.lin me; and I felt that if I stayed it would be him 
that would ;.::l't the worst of it. "Koone had ever cared for me since I 
was born, 80-1 thought it was high time to take care of myself. I had 
heard yom name, sir, and I thought I would find you out; and if you 
want a lad, I will work for you for my kape, and a few dacent clothes.' 
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A bargain was soon made. Moodie agreed to gi'.-e Monaghan six 
dollars a month, which he thankfully accepted; and I told Bell to 
prepare his bed in a corner of the kitchen. But mist.ress Bell thought 
fit to rebel. Having' been guilty of one act of insubordination, she deter­
mined to be consistent, and throw off the yoke altogether. She declared 
that she would do no sueh thing; that her life and that all our lives 
were in danger; and that she would never stay another night. under the 
same roof with that Papist vagabond. 

'Papist!' cried the indignant lad, his dark eyes flashing fire, 'I'm no 
Papist, but a Protestant like yom'sdf; and I hope a deuced dale better 
Christian. Yon 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.' ~ 

l'here was both truth and nature in the lad's argnment; but Bell, like 
an . obstinate woman as she was, chose to adhere to her own opinion. 
Nay, she eyen carried her absurd prejudices so far that she brought 
her mattress and laid it down on the floor in my room, for fear that the 
Irish vagabond should murder 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 
show 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 wr.~ to feed her himself. 
After this operation wus over, he would carry her round the floor on 
his back, and sing her songs in native Irish. Katie always greeted his 
return from the woods with a scream of joy, holding up her fair arms 
to clasp 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 Cl'athers he ever 
made who can love poor John Monaghan. Brothers and :;isters I have 
none-I stand alone in the wurld, and your bonny wee face is the 
sweetest thing it contains for me. Och, jewil! I could lay down my life 
for you, and be proud to do that same.' 

l'hough careless and reckless about everything that concerned himself, 
John waR honest and true. He loved us for the compassion we had 
shown him; and he would have resented any injury offered t.:J our 
person 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 particles of his irritable nature. " 

Moodie had purchased several tons of hay of a neighbouring 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 fodder 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 measm'ed terms of being the 



76 ROUGHIXG IT IN THE BUSH. 

thief. The other very coolly replied that he had takcn a little of the 
hay in order to repay himself for his flax, that Mo~ag~lan .had stolen 
for the oxen. . ~uw by the powers!' quoth John, londllllg mto wrath, 
e that is adding a big lie to a dirthy petty larceny. I take your flax, 
you ould villain! Shure I know that flax is grown to make linen wid, 
not to feed oxen. God Almighty has given the erathers a good warm 
coat of their own; they neither require shifts nor shirt~.' 

, I saw you take it, you rag-gelI IriHh vagabond, with my own eyes.' 
'Thin yer two eyes showc(l yuu a wicked illusion. lOU had lbetther 

shut up yer head, or I'll give you that for an eye-salve that shall 
make you see thrue for the time to come.' 

Relying upon his grea,t size, and thinking that the light stripling, who, 
by-the-by, was all bones and sinews, was no match for him, Uncle Joe 
struck l\[onag'han over the head with the pitchfork. In a moment the 
acti"e hl W,lS upon him like a wild eat, and in '"I lite of the difference of 
his age and weight, gave the big man such a thorough dressing that he 
was fain to roar aloud for lllercv. 

, ( )\\"n that you are a thief a!l'd a liar, or I'll murther you!' 
'I'll own to anything whilst your 1018e is pressing me into a pancake. 

Come now-there's a good lad-let Ille get up.' Monaghan felt irreso­
lute, but after extorting from ('nele Joe a promise neYer to purloin any 
of the hay again, he Id him rise. 

, For shure,' he said, 'he began to turn so Llack in the face, I thoughi; 
he'd burst intirely.' 

The fat man neither forgot nor forgave tid" injury; and though he 
darL'd not attack.J aim personally, he set the ehildrcn to in~ult and affront 
him upon all occasion~. The boy was without socks, and I sent him t() 
old .:'III'S. H--, tu inquire of her what she would charge for knitting­
him two p,l,irs of socks. The reply was, a dollar. This was agreed to, 
and .lear enough they were; but the weather was very cold, and the lad 
was barefooted, and there was no other alternatiye than c'ither t.o accept 
her offer, or for him to go without. In a few days, Monaghan brought 
them home; but I found upon inspecting them that they were old socks 
new-footed. This waH rather too glaring a cheat, and I feut the lad 
back with them, and told him to inform Mrs. H-- that as he had 
agreed to give the price for new socks, he expected them to Le 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 superstitious fe,u' so common to the natin's of his country, 
he left her under the impression that she was gifted with the cvil eye, 
and was an 'owld witch.' He never went out of the ~'anl with the 
waggon and horses, but she rushed to the door, and eu~'~ed him for a 
bare-heeled Irish Llackguard, and wished that he might overturn the 
waggOlJ, ki!l the horses, and break his own worthless neck. 

, ~Ia'arl1l,' said John to me one day, after returning from C--- with 
the team, 'it would be betther for 1m' to rave the masther intirely; for 
s~ure if I do not, some mischief will befall me or the crathers. Tha~ 
WIcked owld wreteh! I eannot thole her curses. Shure if~ in purgatory 
I am all the while.'-' X onsens<', Monaghan! you are not a Catholic, and 
need not fear pW"gatory. The next time the old woma!} commences her 



JOHN MONAGHA.~. 77 

reprobate conduct, tell her to hold her tongu.e, and mind her own 
business, for curses, like chickens, come home to roost.' 

The boy laughed heartily at the old Turki~h proverb, but did not 
reckon much on its efficacy to still the clamorolls 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 the 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 grief of ye already, for" curses, like chickens, come 
home to roost j" so get in wid ye, and hatch them to yerself in the 
chimley corner. They'll all be roosting wid ye by-and-by j and a nice 
warm nest they'll make for you, considering the brave brood that 
belongs to you.' 
Wh~ther the old woman was as superstitious as John, I know not j 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 j but she shrunk 
back into her den, and never attacked the lad again. 

Poor John bore no malice in his heart, not.he j for, in spite of all the 
ill-natured things he had to endure fi·om Uncle Joe and his family, he 
never attempted to ret.urn evil for evil. In proof of this, he was one 
day chopping firewood in the bush, at some distance from Joe, who was 
engaged in the same employment with another man. A tree in falling 
caught upon another, which, although a very large maple, was hollow, and 
very much decayed, and liable to be blown down by the least shock of the 
wind. The tree hung directly over the path that Uncle Joe was obliged 
to traverse daily with his team. He looked up, and perceived, from the 
situation it occupied, that it was necessary for his own safety to cut it 
down j but he l:teked 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 yourself, H--,' said the axe man, with a grin. ' My wife and 
childI:en want their man as much as your Hannah wants you.' 

'I'll 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 w,anted 
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 fall 
upon them.' 

'Thrue for you, l.\'Iasther Joe; but your own cattle would llave the 
first chance. Why should I risk my life 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. "Ye are both family mell. Don't you 
see that 'tis your duty to cut down the tree ?' 

The lad swung the axe to Ilnd fro in his hand, eyeing Joe and the tree 
alternately; but the natural kind-heartedness 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!' 



78 ROUGHI~G IT I:{ TIlE BUSH. 

'1'11e tree fell, amI, contrary to their expectations, without any injury to 
John. The knowing Yankee bur~t into a loud laugh. ',\"ell, if you 
arn't a tarnation soft fool, I never saw one.'-' ,VIUlt do you mane?' 
exclaimed J olm his dark C,t'S flashing: fire. 'If 'tis to insult me for 
doino. that whi~h neither of' you dare~l to do, you had bettcr not thry 
that "'s'lmr'. lOU have just seen the strength of my ~pirit. Yon had 
better not tIll'y again the strength of lIl J" arm, or, IlH'~" be, YOll and the 
tree wou],! c·h,tllC'.· to share the same fate;' and shouldcring his axe, the 
boy stroele down the hill, to g:ct scolded by me for his fuolhanliness. 

The first week in :\Iarch, all th" people wcr,c busy making mal'le sugar. 
'Did you ever taste any maple Bug"ll". ma'arm?' ask .. (! :\Ionaghan, as he 
sat fcee!in;:!: l\ati,; one e\-ening by tIl<." fire.-' X 0, .T ohn.' 

, ,Yell, then, you',c a tlu'ate to come; am! it's Illpdf that will make 
:\1iss li:ati,', the d,1]"lint, an iIligant lump of tlmt same.' 

Early in th" morning' .T ohn was 111', h'lrd at work, making troughs for 
the sap. l:y noon he had compld .. ,l a dozen, which he showed me with 
great pri,1e of heart.. I felt a little cnrinu~ about this far-famed maple 
sugar, aild ",k .. ,l a thousand questions about the use tu which the 
troughs were to be applied; how the trees were to be tapped, the sligar 
mallC', and if it were )"""lIy guod when made? To all my queries, John 
responded, , (kh! 'tis illi:,,-'lIlt. It bate~ all the Sll!,"lr tllat evcr was made 

. in Jamab-. But yuu'l! SC'i.' before to-morrow ni!l'ht.' 
:\10 01 li .. : was a,~"a.y at P---, anll the prospect of the maple sugar 

relicYt'll the dulness occasioned by his absc'ncc, I ]"cd-;:on"tl on showing 
him a pic('.e uf sug-ar of our own making' when he came home, and never 
dreamt of the ll<,ssibility of disappointment, John t['l'l'cd his trees after 
the most approved fashi<>n, and set his troughs to l':lteh the S,lP; bllt 
lIii"s Amall<\a and :\Inst.-"r "\lllmon upsct them as fast as they filled, and 
spilt all th,; Eal', ,nth great difficult J", :\I()na.~hnll say:,tl the contents of 
one larg-e iron pot, This he Lrought in a1.01lt nil-!"Iltfall, aw! made up a 
roaring fire, in order to boil it down into sugar. J r011l" "fter hour pa8sed 
away, mul the sn;'ar-nwker looked as hot and black as the stoker in a 
steamboat. ;\Iany times I l,e-eped into the large pot, Imt the sap never 
seemed to diminish. 

, This is a tedious piece of husinefs,' thought I, but seeing- the lad so 
anxious, I said nothing. About t,n,lve o'clock, he asked me, ,ery 
lJl~'"tc'l'ium;Jy, for a piece of pork to hang oyer the sugar. 

, 1'ul'l,!' saitl I, looking into the pot, which was half full of a very 
1 <lack-I, 'oldng liquid; 'what do you want with pork 2' 

'i-:lhun·, an' 'tis to keep the sn;'al" from burning.' 
'But, .fulm, I see no Bll!::'nr !'-' Oeh, but 'tis all sugar, ollly 'tis molasses 

ii~t now. ~ec how it sti,'ks to the ladle, Aha! ],ut ,,\Ii~H Katie will have 
'tht· fine IUlllp,' of sugar \I'lli'll she awal'l"~ in the morning.' 

I grew so tired and sle('l'.)' that I left John to finish his juh, went. to 
bcd, and sonn fOI";,ot all about the maple ;.u~ar. At breakfast I observed 
a smalll'latc upon the table, placed in a ver~- conspicuous manner on the 
tea-tray, the bottom con're(! with a hard, black su1.stance, which very 
muc!l rl'~em~I,"'~1 Viteh. ',Yhat is that dirty-looking stuff, Jolm(' 

'~IJUre an tIS the maple sugar.' 
'Can 1"-"(/1'],; cat that '!'-' TIy dad, an' they-can' only thry it, ma'arm.' 
"Vhy, 'ti~ so hard, I C:lllllOt cut it.' -, , 
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With some difficulty, and not without cutting his finger, J olm broke a 

,iece off, and stuffed it into the baby's month. The poor child made a 
lonible face, and rejected it as if it had been poison. For my own part 
I never tasted anything more nauseous. It tasted like a compound of 
pork-grease and tobacco-juice. ' Well, Monaghan, if this be maple sugar 
I never wish to taste any again.' ' 

'Och, bad luck to it!' said the lad, flinging it away, plate and alI. 
'It would have been first-rate but for the dirthy pot, and the blackguard 
cinders, and its burning to the bottom of the pot. That owld hag', 
Mrs. H---, bewitched it with her evil eye.' 

'She is not so clever as you think, John,' said I, laughing. ' You have 
forgotten how to make the sugar since you left D--- ; but let us forget 
the maple sug'ar, and think of something else. Had you not bettcr get 
old,Mrs. H--- to mend that jacket for you? it is too ragged.' 

'Ay, dad! an' it's mysel'is the illigant tailor. Wasn't I brought up 
to the thrade in the Foundling Hospital ?' 

'And why did you quit it?' 
'Because it's a low, mane thrade for a jintleman's son.' 
'But, John, who told you that you were a gentleman's son ?'-' Och! 

but I am shure of it, thin. All my propensities are gintale. I love 
horses, and dogs, and fine clothes, and money. Oeh! that I was but a 
jintleman! I'd show them what life is intirely, and I'd challenge IHasther 
William, and have my revenge out of him for the blows he gave me.' 

'l;ou had better mend your trousers,' said I, giving him a t-ailor's 
needle, a pair of scissors, and some 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 progress t.hrough life. '1'he present for 
him was everything; he had no future, While he supplied stuff from 
the trousers to repair the fractures in the jacket, he never reflected that 
both would be required on the morrow, Poor J olm! in his brief and 
reckless career,how often have I recalled that foolish act of his. It now 
appears to me that his whole life was spent in tearing his trousers to 
repair his jacket. In the evening John asked me for a piece of soap. 

'What do yon want with soap, John?'-'To wash my shirt, Ma'arm. 
Shure an'I'm a baste to be seen, as black a.s 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 condemned garment, which was 
all of it that John allowed to be visible. They were mueh 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.' 
I thought the matter rather doubtful; but when J went to bed I left 

what he required, and soon saw through the chinks in the boards a 
roaring tire, and heard John whistling over the tub, He whistled and 
rubbed, and 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 
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performing the same operation on fifty, I laughed to myself, and thought 
of my own abortive attempts in that way, and went fast asleep. In the 
morning John came to his breakfast, with his jacket buttoned up to his 
throat. 

, Could you not dry your shirt by the fire, .T ohn ? You will get ('nl, 1 
wanting it.'-' Aha, by dad! it's dhry enough now. The clivi! has made 
tinder of it long afore this.' 

'Why, what has happened to it? I hearrI you washing all night.' 
"Va~hing! Faith, an' I clid scrub it till my hands were all ruined 

intirely, and thin I took the brush to it; but sorra a bit of the dirth 
could I get out of it. The more I rubbed the blacker it got, until I had 
used up all the soap, and th,> perspiration was pouring off me like rain. 
" You dirthy owld bit of a blackguard of a rag," says I, in an exthremity 
of r:1,,,", "you're not fit for the back of a daeent lad an' a jintleman. The 
divil may take ye to cover one of his imps;" an' wid that I sthirred up 
tile fire, an,I sent it plump into the middle of the blaze.' 

, And what. will you do for a shirt?' 
'Faith, .10 as many a betther man has done afore me, go wid out .• 
I looked up two old shirts of my husband's, which John received with 

an ecstn~y of delight. He retired instantly to the stable, but soon 
returned, with as much of the linen breast of the garment displayed as 
bis waistcoat would allow. X 0 peacock was ever proUfler of his tail than 
the willI Irish lad was of the old shirt. John had been treated very 
much like a spoiled child, and, like most spoiled children, he was ·r~,t.her 
fond of having his own way. Moodie had set him to do something which 
was rather contrary to his own inclinations; he did not objeet 10 the 
task in wnnls, for he was rarely saney to his employers, but he left the 
following shwc upon the table, writ.ten in pencil upon a scrap of paper 
torn from the back of an old letter :-

, A man alive, an ox may drhre 
Unto a springing well; 

To make him drink, as he may think, 
No man can him compel. 

'Jon>! 1I10>! AGRA>!.' 

IX.-PHffiBE H--, AND OUR SECOND MOVING 
She died in early womanhood 
Sweet scion of a stem so rude'· 
A child of Nature, free from ~rt, 
'Vith candid brow and open heart· 
The flowers she loved now gently ~mve 
Above her low and nameless grave. 

IT was during the month of :\lar..Jl that lJlclc Joe's eldest daughter, 
l'llOebe, a ,,>ry handsome g'irl, and the best of the family, fell sick. I 
w~nt over to ~e() her. The P?or girl was very depressed, and stood but a 
Iihght chance j"r her lIfe, beIng under the medical treatment of three or 
four ol~ women, who all recommended different treatment and adminis. 
tcre,l (hfferent nostrun~s. Seeing that the poor girl was dangerously iII, 
.I took her. mother. aSllle, and begged hpr to lose no time in procuring 
Jlroper medICal adVice. Mrs. Joe listened to me very sullenly, and said 
there was no danger; that Phmbe had caught a violent cold by going hot 
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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 which the light of 
fever painfully burned, and motioned me to come near htr. I sat down 
by her, and took her burning' hand in mine. 

, I am dying, lVlrs. 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?-anything 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 hand tightly between 
her own. Her eyes looked darker, and her feverish cheek paled. ' What 
becomes of people when they die ?'-' Good heayens!' I exclaimed, inyO­
luntarily, 'can you be ignorant of a future state?' 

'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 responsibility to God for the actions 
done in the flesh; its natural depravity and need of a Saviour j urging 
her, in the gentlest 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. She 
sat like one in a dream j yct 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.' 

'Pray! I don't know how to pray. I never said a pJ"ayer in my life. 
Mother j can you teach me how to pray ?'-' Nonsense!' said l\Irs. Joe, 
hurrying forward. '~\yhy should you trouble yourself about such things? 
Mrs. l\foodie, I desire you not to put such thoughts into my daughter's 
head. 'Ye don't want to know anything about Jesus Christ here.' 

'Oh, mother, don't speak so to the lady! Do, Mrs. Moodic, tell me 
more about God and my soul. I never kne,,- until now that I had a 
soul.' 

Decply compassionating the ignorance of the poor girl, in spite of the 
menaces of the heathen mother-for she wls no better, but rather worse, 
seeing that the heathen worships in ignorance a false god, while this 
woman lived without acImowledging a God at all, and therefore con­
sidered herself free from all moral restraint-I bid Phrebe good-by, 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 power­
ful interest in her fate. The mother did not actually forbid me the 
house, because she saw that my visits raised the drooping spirits of her 
child, whom she fiercely loved, Hnd, to save her life, would cheerfully 
have sacrificed her own. But she never failed to make all the noise she 
could to disturb my reading and cOllversation with Phoebe. She could 
not be persuaded that her daughter was really in any danger, until the 
doctor told her that her case was hopeless; then the grief of the mother 
burst forth, and she gave way to the most frantic and impious comlllain­
ings. 

'I.'he rigour of the winter began t~ abate. The beams of the SUll 

during the day were warm and penetrating, and a soft wind blew from 
F 
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the south. I watched, from ,lay to (lay, the snow disuppearing from thn 
curth, with indescribable pleusure, llnd at lcn,:.;th it wholly vanished; not 
even a solitary patch lingered under the "h,uie of the forest trees j but 
l'wl" Joe g'<l,\'C no ~ig'n of remo\ing hi" family, 

'Does h(~ me un to ,tay all the summer?' thou;;ht 1. 'Perhaps he never 
intends going at all. (will ask him, the next time he comes tl) borrow 
whiskey.' 

In the aftcmoon he walked in to light his pipe, and, with some anxiety, 
I made the inqniry. 

'\\' ell, I ;.:uC',s we cun't h,' moving afore the end of :I ray. My misBus 
expects to I;," confined the fore part of tl1(' month, und I ,hall't move till 
she he quite smart ug'in.' 'You are Ilut using us well, in keeping us 
out of the house ~o IO!lg.'-' ()h, I dmd care a eurse about any of you. 
It is my house as long us I choose to relllain in it, and you way Imt up 
with it the Lest way you can j' and, humming' a Yankee tunc, he de­
parted. 

I had l:omc l",(i"nt I," the odious, cribbed-up I,]ace during the winter, 
but now the ilftt \\,(',,'chl'r "'as coming, it .'<·(llll'II almost insuIJportaLle, as 
we were oLligcd to have a fire in the cl"'l' rl>om, in order to cook our 
provisions. I cOlJ",];o.1 1l1~',df a' Wl·1l as I could by roaming alJl.,ut the 
fields amI \\'C",rl,. allil lllakill.~' uC(jlwintance with c\'!c'ry wild flower as it 
blossomed, and in writin~ 1I>1l~' letters to home friel1<ls, in which [ abuRed 
one of the finest el)lllltril'~ in the world as tIle worst that God cnr called 
out of chuns, 

The middle of lHay at 12ngth arrived, allll, loy the number of long, lean 
women, with handkcrchiefs of all colours tied on'r their hcuds, who 
passed my cloor, :'1I,1 swarmed into 1\1rs. ,Tue's house, I rightly concluded 
that another Y"llll~ one lmd been a(I,I!'II to the tril'e i and, shortl:y 
after, l:nc Ie J oe him.~"\f announced the important fact, by putting his 
jolly red face in at the door, and telling 1I1C', that' his missus klll got 
a ehvpping j,ny; an,l he was right glad of it, for he WdS tired of so 
many gals, and that he should moye in a fortnight, if his woman did 
kindly.' 

I had been so often disaP140intecl that I paill yery little heed to him, 
but this time he kept his word. The /,(sl day of :i.\Iny, they went, l,af;' 
nnd baggage, the p"or siek PhCBbe, ",1((( still lill~erc(l on, and the nGw­
born infant; and ri:;llt joyfully I sent a ~':""fl'11 p;iri (anoll11'l' ] \,11, whom 
I had hired in lien of her I had lost), and ;'I:.;",~'I"IJl, to clean out the 
Aug-can stable. In a few minutes John rdllllll·Ll, l,alltinp; ,,,ilh indig-
nrltion. -

'The hon.~(·.' he said, 'II'ns more filthy thrln a l,i~·-it:,..' TIut that was 
not the \\'or,t of it: l-ncl .. .Joe, before he w'cnt, h(\li11ll,knninl',1 the llrick 
chimney, und let all the water into the house. '( ih, but if hi' comes here 
a~'in,' he continued, ~rincling his teeth awl donI ,I i) If'" his first 'I'll thrash 
him for it. And thin, ma'arm, he has girdkcl rOl~lfl all tl;e bnt graft 
apple-trees, the mnrthcrin' owld yillain, as if it could spile his clige&tion 
our ating the111.'-' It wou.ld re.qnire a strong stomach to ,li~'(',! apple­
trees, John i but newr mllld, It can't be helped, ancl "'0 may be very 
thankful that the,c l,,"ol'k [tre ~olle ut last.' 
J~hn and Bell SCrll!,],(·.1 at the hou-e all (lay, and in the evening they 

carned 0\ Ll' the furruturc, and I went to insl,ect our new dwelling. 
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It looked beautifully clean and neat. Bell had whitewashed all the 
black, smoky walls and boarded ceilings, and scrubbed the dirty window­
frames, and polished the fly-spotted panes of glass, until they actually 
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 ail' of comfort and 
cleanliness to a room which, only a few hours before, had been a loath­
some den of filth and impurity. This chang'c would have been very 
gratifying, harl not a strong, disagreeable odour almost deprived me of 
my breath as I entereel 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 guidne~s knows, 
ma'am; John and I have searched the house from the loft to the cellar, 
but we cannr, find out t.he cause of tllae stink.' 

'It mnst be in the room, Bell; and it is impossible to remain here, or 
live in this house, until it is 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 I 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. 

"Yhat is it, John?' I cried from the open door.-' A skunk! ma'arm, a 
skunk! Shure, I thought the di,·il had scorched Ilia tail, and lell the 
grizzled hair bC'hind him. "-hat a strong perfume it has!' he continued, 
holding up the beautiful but odious little creaturc by the tail. 

'By dad! I know all about it now. I sawN ed Layton, 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 docs n9t 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 hardly help laughing myself; but I begged Monaghan to convey 
the horrid creature away, and putting some salt and sulphur into a 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 trick that Uncle Joe had played off upon us. 

The next day we took possession of onr new mansion, and no one was 
better pleased with the change than little Katie. She was now fifteen 
months old, and could just begin to prattle, uut she dared not venture to 
step alone, although she would stand by a chair all day, and even climb 
upon it .. She crept from room to room, feeling and admiring everything, 
and talking to it in her baby language. 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. She would 
pat them with her soft white hands, murmuring like a bee among the 
branches. '1'0 keep her quiet whilst I was busy, I had only to gjve her 
a bunch of wild flowers. She would sit as still as a lamb, looking first at 
one and then at another, pressing them to her little breast in a sort of 

F 2 



84 ROUGIII~G IT I~ TIIi': BUSH. 

ecstasy, as if she comprehended the worth of this lllu:,t Leautiful 
of God's gifts to man. 

She was a sweet, lovely flower herself, and her charming infant graces 
reconciled me, more than aught eloe, to a wcary lot. "'as she not ]Jurely 
Britioh? Did not her soft blue eyes, and sunny curls, and bright rosy 
checks for cn~r remind me of her Saxon ori;":'in, and bring lJl,fure me deal· 
forms and 1:1CCS I could lIL'n'r h01Je to lJl'!lUltl again? 

The first night we slcpt in the new house, a demon of lmrc,t had taken 
possession of it in the' shape of a countless swarm of lllic('. They 
scampered over our pillow" and jumped .upon our filceR, HJl~eaking and 
cutting a thonsand capers over the floor. I ne,er co~ld nnh;.:e the true 
value of "'hittington's invaluable cat until that mgllt. At first we 
laughed until our filks aellt',l, but in reality it was no langhillg matter. 
:UooLlie remembered that we had left a monse-trap in the old house; he 
,n'nt and brought it o,er, htited it, and Ed it on the table ncar the bed. 
During the night no fl.:,,'l'r than fourteen of the provoking " rmill were 
captured; and for fl Yt'r,,1 succceding nights the trnp did equal execution. 
How l'nclc Joe's family could haye allowed such a nui::-ance to exist 
astoni~hed me; to >kt'V with these creatures continually l'lllming over lUI 

was imllOssible; and they'\'( rc not the only evils in the shape of vermin 
we had to contend with. The old lug'" which composed the walls of the 
house ,n'r!; full of hugs and large black ants; and the lilace, o\l'ing' to the 
number of dogs that always had slept under the beds with 1I1l' children, 
was infested with fleas. It required the utmost care to rid the place of 
these noisome nnd disgusting tcnants. 

AlTi,·ing in the country in the autumn, we had never C'x]lI'ril'llccd any 
inconvenience from the mosquitoes, but after the first Illui,t, y,al H1 ,'pring 
days, particularly after the showers, these tormenting ill'l'ds annllF,1 us 
greatly. The farm lying in a valley cut up with little "tn,m", in ('n'ry 
direction, made us more liable to their inflictions, The hands, arms, a]](l 
face uf the poor babe were covered eyery morning with red intlamcd 
Lumps, ,,"hich often threw out Llisters. 

The llanks of the little streams allounded with ,"illl sira,\'lx'rries, 
which, although small, ,,,,'re of a delicious f1anJUr. Thither 13dl and I, 
and the htlly, llaily repaired to gather the bright red Lerries of Xaturc's 
uwn jlruyiljinl,':. Katie, young as she was, was wry ('sl,(rt at hell>ing 
hcr,,"]f, and \I'e; used to scat her in the middle of a fine bcd, whilst we 
galhc],<.",j farther on. Hearing her talking \"I.ry luvingly to fomcthing in 
the gra,s, which she tried to clutch between Ll'r white killlls, calling it 
'Pitty, pitty,' I ran to the spot, and found that it was a large garter­
make that sh,· was so affectionately conrting to her embrace. 1\ ot then 
aware that this formidable-looking reptile was perfectly harmless, I 
snatched the child up in my arms, and ran with her home, Il,'wr stopping 
lmtil I gained the house, and saw her ~'lft.:ly seated in her cra,lle. 

It had been a very latc, cold spring, but the trees had fully expanded 
into leaf, and the forest world was glorious in its beauty. J:n'ry patch 
of cleared lanfl presented a viyid gn en to the eye, the Lrook brawled in 
the gay sunshine, and the warm air WaS filled with soft murmurs. 
Gorgeous butterflies floated about like winged flowers, and feclings allied 
to poetry and gladness once mora pervaded my heart. In the evening 
we ,vanderedthrough the woodlandllaths, l)(;neath the glowing Canadi~1I 
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sunset, and. gathercd 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 knowlcdge, and a 
love of variety. 

We had commenced gardening, 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 Canarla is astonishing. 

Not understanding much about farming, especially in a climate like 
Canada, Moodie was advised by a neighbouring settler to farm his farm 
upon shares. This advice seemed ,ery reasonablc; and had it been 
given disinterestedly, and had the persons recom~ended (a man and his 
wife) been worthy or honest people, we might have done very well. But 
the farmer had found out their encroaching ways, was anxious to g'et rid 
of them himself, and saw no better way of doing so than by palming 
them upon us. 

From our engagement with these people commenced that. long series 
of losses and troubles to which their conduct formed the prelude. They 
were to live in the little shanty that we had just left, and work the farm. 
lHoodie was to find them the land, the use of his implements and cattle, 
and all the seed for the crops; and to share with them the returns. 
Besides this, they unfortunately were allowed to keep their own cows, 
pigs, and poultry. The produce of the orchard, with which they had 
nothing to do, was resen-ed for our own use. 

For the first few weeks they were clvil and obliging enoug'h; and had 
the man been left to himseIt~ 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 every way they could, and 
were constantly committing petty depredations. 

From our own experience of this mode of farming, I would strenuously 
advise all new settlers never to embrace any such offer, without they are 
well acquainted with the parties, and can t.horoughly rely upon their 
honesty; or else, like 1\1:rs. 0---, they may impudently tell you that 
they can cheat you as they please, and defy you to help yourself. All 
tlie money we expended upon the farm was entirely for these people's 
benefit, for by their joint contrivances very little of the crops fell to our 
share; and when any division was made, it was always when lVIoodic 
was absent from home, and there was no person present to see fair play. 
'I'hey sold what apples and potatoes they pleased, and fed their hogs ad 
libitum. But even their roguery was more tolerable than the irksome 
restraint which their near vicinity, and constantly having to come in 
contact with them, imposed. '" e had no longer any privacy, our sen-ants 
were cross-questioned, and our family affairs canvassed by these gossiping 
people, who spread about a thousand falsehoods regarding us. I was so 
much disgusted with this shareship, that I would gladly have gi,en them 
all· the proceeds of the farm to get rid of them, but the barp:ain was for 
twelve months, and, bad as it was, wc could not break our engagement. 

One little trick of this woman's will serYe to illustrate her general 
conduct. A neighbouring farmer's wife had presented me with some 
very pretty hens, who followed to the call of old Betty Fye's handsome 
game-cock. I was always fond of fowl~, and the innocent Katie delighted 
in her chicks, and would call them round her to the sill of the door to 
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feed from her hand. 1\Irs. 0--- had the same numher as I had, and 
I often admired them when marshalled forth b~' her splendid black 
rooster. One morning I saw her eldest son chop ()If the head of the fine 
bird; and I asked h'is mother ,,;hy she had all()wed him to kill the 
beautiful crcatnrc, f'hc' laughed, and merely replied that she wanted it 
for the pot. The next day my sultan walked over to the ,vidowed Lens, 
and took all his f,eraglio with him. From that hour I never gathcred a 
single eg-I!:; thc hens dcpof;it."j all their eggs in Mrs. ()--- 's hen­
house. She used to boast of this as an excellcnt joke among her 
neighbonrs. 

On the 0th of June, my dear little "\~ncs was born. "\ few c1ays after 
this joyful event I heard a great 1>l1,tlo in the room adjllillin,,' to mine, 
and old Dolly Rowe, my Corni,h nurse, informed llle' that it was 
occasioned hy the people who cawe to attend the funeral of I hO'be 
H---. She only survived the 1'I_'mo\',,1 of the family a week; and at 
hl'r own request had been brought all the way from the -- lake plains 
to be interred in the burying-ground on the hill which oycrlooked the 
stream. 

As I lay upon my pillow I could distinctly see the spot, and mark the 
long funeral proce8sion, as it wound along the banks of the brook. It 
was a solemn and imposing ~pectacIc, that humble funcral. ''''hen the 
waggons reached the rude enclosnre, the coffin was carefully lifted to the 
ground, the door in the lid opened, and old and young approached, one 
after another, to take a last look at the dead, before cOlJsigning her to 
the oblivion of the ;!!"lIT, 

Poor I'It,):l 'l'! G._'ntle ehild of coarse, unfeeling parcnts, few shed 
more f'il\('crl'l~' a tear for tl,y early fate than the stranf!,'er 'whom they 
hated and despised. Often have 1 stood beside that humble mound, when 
the song of the lark was above me, and the bee murmuring at Illy feet, 
and thought that it was well for tl)(',-, that (:0<1 opened the eyes of thy 
soul, and called thee ont of the rlarlmcEs of ignor",lle." and sin to glory in 
His marvellous light. f'ixt, 'en years have pass.e,l a way since I heard 
anything of the family, or what had become of tho 1l1, when I was told by 
a neighbour of theirs, whom I accidentally met last winter, that the old 
woman, who now nearly nnmbers a hundred years, is still living, and 
inhabits a corner of her Eon', barn, as she still quarrels too much with 
his wife to resirj.:: with Joe; that the girls are all married and gone; and 
that .Tile himself, although he does not know a. Iottc'r has commenced 
travelling preacher. After this, who can doubt the cxi~tcnce of miracles 
in the nineteenth century? 

X.-URn", THE ST1LL-HUNTEH. 

IT was early day. I .'n~s alone in the old shanty, preparing breakfast, 
and now and then stlrrll1g the cradle with my foot ,dl'll a tall thin 
middle~aged ma~ walked into the .house, fo!lowed by t~o large strong dog~ 

Placmg the nile he had carned on hIS shoulder in a corner of the 
roon~, he a(hal1L',:(l to th~ he~rth, and without speaking, or seemingly 
100kll1g at. me, lIghted ~IS pIpe and commenced smoking. The dogs, 
after growlll1g and mapJllng nt the cat, who had not given the stranger! 
a very courteous receptIon, sat down on the hearth-stone on either 8idc 
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of their taciturn master, eyeing him from time to tilYle, 3S if long habit 
had made them understand all his motions. There was a great contrast 
between the dogs. The one was a brindled bulldog of the largest size, 
a most formidable and powerful brute; the other a stag'hound, tawny, 
deep-chested, and strong-limbed. 1 regarded the man and his hairy 
companions with silent curiosity. 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 werc high, his complexion 
brightly dark, aud his eyes, in size, shape, and colour, greatly resembled 
the eyes of a hawk. '1'hc 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 anyone. 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 dOj!;s, reproving 
their exuberant expressions of attachment, with-' Down, Musie; down, 
Ohance!' 

, 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 down on a low stool by the table, 
and began feeding her. During this operation, 1 once or t.wice caught 
the stranger's hawk-eye fixed upon me and the child, but word spoke he 
none; and presently, after whistling to his dogs, he resumed his gun, and 
strode out. When Moodie and Monaghan came in to breakfast, I told 
them what a strange visitor I had had; and 1\foodie laughed at my vain 
attempt to induce him to talk. 

'He is a strange being,'.1 said; 'I must find out who and what he is.' 
In the afternoon an old soldier, called Layton, who hao. served during 

the American war, and got a grunt of lund about a mile in t.he 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. lie was a deep 
drinker, a great swearer, in short, a perfect rcprobate; who never 
cultivated his land, but went jobbing about from farm to farm, trading 
ltorses and cattle, and cheating in a pettifogging way. Dncle Joe had 
employed him to sell Moodie a young heifer, and he had brought her 
over for him to look at. 'When he came in to be paid, I described the 
stranger of the morning; and as I knew that he was familiar with every 
one in the neighbourhood, I asked if he lmew him. 

'No one should know him better than myself,' he said; "tis old 
Brian 13--, the still-hunter, and a near neighbour of your'n. A sour, 
morose, queer chap he is, and as mad as a March hare! He's from 
Lancashire, in England, and came to this country some twenty years 
ago, w~th his wife, who was a pretty young lass in those days, and slim 
enough then,.though she's so awful fleshy now. He had lots of money, 
too, and he bought four hundred acres of land, just at the corner of the 
Concession 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 ano. his pot 
too well; and at last he left off farming, and gavc himself to them 
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altogether. Many a jolly bouse he and I have ?an, I ca~ tell you. 
13rian was an awful passionate man, and, when the lIquor was Ill, an~ the 
wit was out, as Sllvag-e amI as quarrelsome as a bear. ~t sueh tImes 
there waR no one but Xc,l Layton dare,l go near him. "\\ e once had a 
1) itched battlE', in which J wa~ eonqwror; and ever arter he yielded a 
sort of sulky obe(lienee to all I said to him. Arter being on the spr~e 
for a week or two he woul,1 take fits of remorse, ann return home to hIS 
wife; wtlnlel fall ~Iown at her Imc(", and ask her forgiveness, and cry 
like a chi If!. At other time'S he would hide himself up in the woods, 
ancl stl'al home at night, and get what he wanted out of the pantry, 
without speaking- a word to anyon", He \Wllt on with these pranks 
for ~OIllC' years, till he took a fit of the hlue ,kyib.' 

'" Cume away X",I to the --- lake, with me,' said he; 'I am 
wcary of mr lif~' amI i want a ehange.'-'" ~hnll we take the fishing­
ta('kl~?" says I. ' "The blal'k bass are in prime season, and F-- will 
lend ns the old canoe. lIe's got some capital rum up from King~ton. 
"-e'll fish all day, and hare a spree at night." 

". It's not to fj,h, 1'111 ('ning," says h".-'" To shoot then? I've 
hC,ll,cJlt RuckwoOfl'S new riftc."-' "It's neither to fish nor to shoot, Xed: 
iff; a IIt'W game I'Ill ~;(>ill,C!; to try; 80 come along." 

, \\\,11 ttl the --- Ink.' we went. The ,lay was very hot, and our 
path Lt~· throw~:h tilt' wn orj,; , (mel over those s(,tlrchin:; plains, for eight 
long lIIi],'s. I thonght I should have droppc'd by the wny; but during 
our lon~' walk my companion m'w'r opened his lips. He strode on before 
me, at a half-mn, never once turning his head. 

'" The man llIll,t 1>e t])(; deyil 1" says I, "amI aeellstomed to a warmer 
place, Ill' IJe lllll't feel this. Hollo, J:J'i:1Il 1 :-'t,,!, thero 1 Do you mean 
to kill me ~." -' "'1',,],,' it cas~'," ~ay, he; "y"'ll'll see another day arter 
this-T'Y,.' ]'llsin,"" on haml, and eannot wait." -I 

'''-ell, on we w('nj-, at tIll' s(,me awful rate, amI it was mid-day when 
we got to the little tan'rJ1 I,n the lake shore, kL'l't by one F---, who 
had a ]>oat for the c"nn'nicne.: of strangers who eame to visit the place. 
Here we ;:,:nt 0111' flinner, amI a g'lass of rllm to w:1Sh it down. But Brian 
was mno,ly, am1 to all Illy jllke>i he IIlJly returned a sort of grunt; amI 
while I was talking with F--, hc s!t'l's out, and a few IJJilJl\tof; arter 
we saw him crllssing the lake in the "leI (,:1II([C'. 

, ""-hat's the m~tter with Brian (" SrlP' F--; "all ,1,ll's not seem 
right with him, -:\ "II. 1'111\ had bettcr take the boat, and look arter 
him ,"-' .. 1'ooh '" says I; "he's oftcn f,t), an,1 grows SI, glum now-a­
tlays, that 1 will ('ut his ae'pw;nrancc alto:;ethcr if he does not im-
1'1'0\"."-'" ]f" f!rinks awful 11:1]'(1." ",ys F--; "may be ho's f'ot a fit 
of the delirium tremulous, Ther"', no tdling what he may be up to at 
this minnte." 

, ~ry mind misgave me too, so I e'en takos thc oars, and pushes out, 
right upon Brian's t.rack; anrl, by the Lord Harry! if I did not find him, 
ul:0n n~y landin:; on the opposite shore, lying wallowing in his blood, 
w~th IllS throat cut. "Is t.hat you, Brian?" ~ays 1, gi,ing him a kick 
WIth my foot, tn see if he was alive or dead. ""-hat upon earth 
tempted you t.o pl:ty me and F-- sllch a dirty, mean trick as to go 
and stick yourselflike a pig, brill_~'illg snch a r1i'l .. i·(',lit upon thd house?­
and you so far from home and those who should llurse you." 
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C1 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 j 

but he only answered with groans and a horrid gurg-ling in his throat. 
"It's choking you are," said I; "but you shan't have your own way, 
and die so easily either, 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 choldng and growing black in thc face.' 

Layton then detailed some particulars of his surgical practice which it 
is not necessary to repeat. He continued :-

, 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 believe it?­
made several attempts to throw himself into the water. " This will not 
do," says I; "you've done mischief enough already 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 as a 
lamb. I put my foot upon his breast_ "Lie still, now! or you'll catch 
it." He looked piteously at me; he could not speak, but his eyes 
seemed to say, "Have pity on me, Ked; don't kill me." 

'Yes, ma'am; this man, who had just cut his throat, and twice arter 
that tried to drown himself, was afraid that I should knock 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 I-came to nurse him. Bad as he was, she was mortal fond of 
him! He lay there, sick and unable to leave his bed, for three months, 
and did nothing but pray to God to forgive him, for he thoug-ht the 
devil would surely 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 anyone, and his wife's brother carries on the farm for the family. 
He is so shy of strangers that 'tis a wonder he came iu here. '1'he old 
wives are afraid of him; but you need not heed him-his troubles are to 
himself, he harms no one.' 

Layton departed, and left me brooding over the sad tale 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 wholly answerable for his conduct-that he was a 
harmless maniac. '1'he 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 a truly benevolent smile, that flitted 
slowly over his stern features, and lighted them up, 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 voice, said, 'lHilk 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 milk out into a deep pan. I had 
not asked him-had never said that the poor weanling wanted milk. It 
was the courtcsy of a gentleman-of a man of benevolence and refine­
ment. For weeks did my strange, silent friend steal in, take up the 
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empty jar, and supply its place with another replenished .with milk. 
The baby knew his step, and would hold out hcr hands to hlln and cry 
, Milk!' and 13rian would stoop down and kiss her, and his two great 
dogs lick her face. 

, Have you any children, lHr. 13--? -' Y CR, five; but nonc like this.' 
, JUy little giri is greatly indl'bted to yon for your kindne~s:-' She's 

wclcome, or she wouhl not get it. Yon are strangers; but I bke you all. 
You look kind, aUll I would like to know more about you.' 

lHooclie shook hands with the old hunter, awl M>:\U'(',I him that we 
should always b,: glad to SI~(, him. "\ft('r this invitation, Briull became a 
frequent guest. Hc would sit and listen with ddi~ht to Moodie while he 
describe!l to him elephant-hunting at the (':LP"; grasping his riflo in a 
determined llllUlllcr, and whistling an cncouragillg air io his dogs. I 
asked him olle evening' what made him so fond of hunting'. 

"Tis tho excitement,' hc sai,l; 'it drowns thought, and I love to be 
alone. I am Norry for tho ('rcatnreR, tno. for they are free and happy; 
yet I am led h;' an instinct I c:lllnot restrain to kill them. :-iometimes 
the sight of their dying agonies recalls rminful feding's; and then I ~ay 
aside thc gun, and do not hunt for days. But 'tis fine til be alone wlth 
God in the :.';rc"t wuods-to watch the sunbeams stc:llin,C;' through the 
thick hrandt"" the bluo sky breaking in upon you in patches, and to 
know that all is bright and shiny above you, in ~l'it,; of the gloom that 
surrounds you.' 

After a long pause, he continued, with much solemn feeling in his look 
and tOile :-' I lived a life of folly for Far,s, for I was respectably born 
and educated, and had seen something of the world, perhaps more than 
was good, before I left home for the woods; and from the teaching I had 
received from kind rclatin's and I'<ll',:'nt,s I shoulll have known how to 
have cIIIl,]uch,d myself better. nut, Ill'ldam, if we associat,: long with 
the depraved and ignorant, we learn to become even worse than they 
are. 1 felt deeply my degradation-felt thnJ I had 1 wCllme the; slave to 
low vice; and in order to emancipate myself from the hateful tyranny of 
evil pa,,,ions, I did a very rash and foolish thing. I !lee'] not mention 
the manner in which I tr:\ll':"T"~'I"] God's holy laws; all the neighbours 
know it, and must have tul,1 YUH l'illg ago. I could klH' borne rellroof, 
but the~' turned my sorrow into indecent jests, and, unablo to bear their 
coarse ridicule, I made companions of m~' ,Io:,;'s and gun, und went forth 
into the wildern('ss. Hunting becamo a halJit. I could no longer live 
without it, and it supplies thc' stimulant which I lost when I renounced 
the cursed whiskey-bottle. I remember tho first hunting excursion I 
took alone in tho forest. How srul and gloomy I felt! I thought that 
therc 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 1 lin:,;', wil,l cry. l\Iy dog, for I had not Chance then, 
and he's no hunter, ]l1'ickul up his ear" but. instead of answering with a. 
bark of defiance, he crouched aown, trembli.ng, at my feet. "What does 
this mean ?" I cried, and I ('ock",1 my rifle and Rprang upon the log. The 
sound came nearer upon tho wina. It was like the detp baying of a pack 
of hounds in full cry. l)rcs"lltly a noble dl'cr rllfo}wtl past me, and fast 
upon his trail-I see them now, like so many black devils-swept by a 
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pack of ten 01' fifteen large, fierce wolves, with fiery eyes and blistling 
hair, and paws that seemed hardly to touch the ground in their eager 
haste. I thought not of danger, 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 Lound. A close thicket inter­
cepted his path, and, rendered desperate, he turned at bay. His nostrils 
were dilated, and his eyes seemed to send forth long ~tJ'eams of light. 
It was wonderful to witness the courage of the beast. How bravely he 
repelled the attacks of his deadly enemies, how gallantly he to~sed 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 
dreaded! Is God just to his creatures?' '''ith this sentence on his lips, 
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 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, gra&ping them one by one, with infantile joy, kissed 
every lovely blossom. 

, These are God's pietures,' 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? Is His benevolence gratified by the 
admiration of animals whom we have been taug'ht to consider as having 
neither thought nor reflection? When I am alone in the forest, these 
thoughts puzzle me.' 

Knowing that to argue with Brian was only to call into action the 
slumbering fires of his fatal malady, I turned the conversation by asking 
him why he called his favourite dog Chanee? 

, I found him,' he said, 'forty miles back in the bush. He was a mere 
skeleton. At first I 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 
wistfully 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 manner I happened with him; and I would 
not part with him for twenty dollars.' 

Alas, for poor Chance! he had, unknown to his master, contracted a 
private liking for fresh mutton, and one night he killed no less than eight 
"heep that belonged to Mr. D--, on the front road; the culprit, who 
had been long suspected, was caught in the very act, and t.hiR mischance 
cost him his life. Brian wasl!ad and gloomy for many weeks aftel" his 
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favourite's death. 'I would have restorerl the sheep fourfold,' he said, 
• if he would but have spared the life of my dog.' 

My recollections of nrian seem more partit-uhrly to concentrate in the 
auventures of one night, when I happtll,:<l to l,,· left alone, for the first, 
time since my arrintl in ('<lll<l,la. I cannot now imagine how I could', 
have been such a fool as to give way for four-and-twenty hours to such 
childish fears; uut so it wa', awl I will not disguise my weakness from 
my in,lllI~('nt !'I'a,ler, Moodie ha,l bought a very fine COIV of a black 
man, W\IIl~,1 M"lIill"llX, for which he was to givc tWC'lltY-;;CV(:1I dollars. 
'r'he man livc,l (wehe miles back in the wooas; and onc fine frosty 
spring day-(doJ1't smile at the !c'rm frosty, thus connected with the 
~(mial SC':U'"11 of the year; thl' term is perfectly COlTl'ct when applied to 
tile Callil,]i,m sl'l'illg, which, until the middle of l\Iay, is the most dismal 
season of tl]l' ymr)-h" and .Tohn :\rlllla~'llan took a rope, and the dog, 
and 8alli",l forth to fdeh tltc' cow home, :\foo<li<· s"i,l that thl'y should 
j", back hy ,ix o'clock in the evening, and charg,',lme til have something 
cooked for supper wlt"I1 they rdnrm',l. as he rlnnl,te(l not their long walk 
in the sharp air w"HI,1 ;.;ivc them a ,,00,1 appetite. This was during the 
time that I WilS withont a ,",crLmt, anclliving in old 11£1·,. --'s F.hanty. 

The r!:I~' \\'", ,0 hri:,;ht and clear, and Katie was so full of frolic and 
play, rolling' upon the' floor, or to,l,llin;.; from cllair to chair, that the day 
l':ls",il on without Illy fcelin.'~ remarkn.l,ly l"m'l~-. "\t kll::;11t the evening 
drew nigh, and I began to expl'e! my ltu,l):Ul']'s return, and tn think of 
the supp:'r tInt I was to l,rCJ"H" for his reception. The n',l hr,ifl'r that 
we ha,t! bong-ht of L:I~·ton camo lowing to the door to be milked; but I 
did not know how 10 milk in those days, aIlll, ],,'~idl's this, I W:l' terribly 
afraid of cattle. Yet, as I kn0w that milk would ]w rcqnircd for thc tea, 
I ran across the meadow to 1\1rs .. Toe. and ],eg;';"r! that nnc "I' her girl! 
would be so kind as to milk for me. :\fy I'C'Pt',~t was greetcd with a rude 
burst of laughter from the whole sd. 

'If you can't milk,' said :III'S. Joe, 'its high time you should Icarn, 
My girls arc al,o\'e being helps.' 

'I would not :l,k you but as a great favour; I am afraid of cows.' 
'.'1;>"1'[ u/ CUI/'s! 1,0]'1] ],Ipss the woman 1 A farmer's wif<. and afraid 

of CIJWS I: • fIn!) followed a~other laugh at my ('xI,,'n,c'; rtll'"l, indignant 
at tlte rl'iu",1 of my fir&t and last request, when they harl all borrowed so 
much from me, I shut the inhospitable ,]"nr, anel returned hr,me. 

Aft':r many ineffectual attempt~, I f;ucccc,lcd at last, and bore my 
il,~lf-]lail of milk in triumph to the honse. Y l'S! I felt prouder of that 
llillk than many an anthor of tIle best thing he ('WI' wrote, whether in 
W'rf;l' or prose; and it was doubly sw,'ct when I conRi(]C'rl'd that I had 
procured it without being unrler any ol,ligation to my ill-n,ttnrcd neigh­
bours. I had learned a uscfullesson of independence, to which in after­
years I had "ftell a~ain to refer. I fed little Katie and put her to bed, 
made the hot cakes for tea, boilerl the potatoes and bid the h,tlll cut in 
nice slices, in the pan, re,ldy to croo], the mom~nt I saw the me{l enter 
the meadow, awl arranged the little room with scrupulous care and 
llcainess. A. gloriolls fire was blazing on the hearth, and cverything was 
ready for t hell' sUPI",r ; and I began to look out anxif)u~ly for their arrival. 

The night harl cllJ~0rl in col<1 and flJ~!2'v and I could no Ion O'er 
distinguish any object at more than a few )~{r;l~ from the door. Bringing 
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in as much wood as I thought would last me for several hours, I closed 
the door; and for the first time in my life I found myself at night in It 
house entirely alone. Then I began to ask myself a thousand torturing 
questions as to the reason of their unusual 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 listened. The little 
brook lifted up its voice in loud, hoarse wailing, or mocked, in its 
babbling to the stones, the sound of human voices. As it became later, 
my fears increased in proportion. I grew too superstitious and nervous 
to k~ep the door open. I not only elosed it, Lut dragged a heavy box in 
front, for holt there was none. Several ill-looking men had, during the 
day, asked their way to Toronto. I felt alarmed lest such rude way­
farers should come to-night and demand a lodging', and find me alone and 
unprotected. Once I thought of running across to ]\irs. 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 after hour wore away, and the crowing of the cocks proclaimed 
midnight, and yet they came not. I had burnt out all my wood, and I 
dared not open the door to fetch in more. The candle was expiring in 
the soel,et, and I had not eourage 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 listened till the beating 
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 swamp in our rear, filled the whole air. Their 
yells were answered by the barking of all the dogs in the 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, 
during the winter, particularly on thaw nights, with hearing the howls 
of these formidable wild beasts; but I had never before heard them 
alone, and whell one dear to me was abroan amin their haunts. They 
were directly in the track that Moodie and :Monaghan'lllust have taken; 
and I now made no doubt 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 ~mall dim 
windows. I have passed many a long cheerless night, when my dear 
husband was away from me during the rebellion, and I was left in my 
forest home with five little children, and only an old Irish 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 bene­
diction, so loud, and wild, and near to the house, that I was afraid lest 
they should break through the frail windows, 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 dispersed the wild 
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horrors of the ni~'ht, and I looked once more timidly around me. The 
sight of the table ~spread, and the uneat.'n supper, 1'l'Jl('wed my grief, fOI 
I could not divest myself of the idea that Moodie ,ms dead. I opened 
the door, <Ill'] stepped forth into the purc air of the early ,lay. A solemn 
and beautiful rel'''~'-' still hung like a yeil on'r the fal'e of :"ature. Tho 
mists of lJi~·ht. still rested upon the majestic wood3, and not a sound but 
the tlowill~' of the waters went up in the vast stillncss .. The earth had 
not yet rai",<] her n1:1tin h~'mn to the throne of the Creatur. Sad at 
heart., awl weary awl worn in spirit, I Wcllt down to t!Ie ~pring and 
wa~lll'rl illY face and he,"l, and drank a .l,'l'l) clraug'ht of Its ICY waters. 
On returning to the house, I met, near t he door, 01<1 Brian the Illlnter, 
with a lal'g" fox dangling across his shoulder, and the dogs following at 
his h"d,. 

, (~r){){l (,od! Mr;;. ;'Ioorlie, what is the matter? 1" ou are early abroad: 
this morning, and look drt'adful ill. Is anything; wrong at home i' Is 
the bahy 01' YonI' hu:·;j)alJll sick?'-' Olll' I cried, bnr~ting into tears, 'I 
fear he is killerl by the wol\·e,.' 

The nmn ,tard at me, as if he douhted the eyi,j'.'llce of his senses, and 
well he llli;_dlt; but this one i.ler, had taken ~Ill'h Htron3" possession of my 
mind that I coulL! arlmit no other. I then told him, as well ns J fcould 
find w()j"(b, the cause of my alarm, to which he listened very kindly and 
patiently. 

, Ret y01l1" heart at rest; your husband is safe. It i;; a long- journey on 
foot to l\IoJlilleux, to Ifllr.' unacquainted with a blazed path in a bush 
road. They have stay,,<l all night at the black man's shanty, and you will 
see them Lack at noon.' I shook my 1J(,;tl] and coutinued to \"<Xl'. 

'''-cli. now, in order to ,atisfy you, I will saddle my mare, and ride 
over to th" nig-ger's, and bring you worr! as fast as J can.' 

I thanked him sincerely for his kindness, and rctnrnr'.l, in somewhat., 
better spirits, to the hOllse. At ten o'cltrck my good messc·nger returne" 
with th,' gillfl tirlill,~s that all waR well. The day berlin', when half the 
journey hrtd been al','ollll'lishcd, John ;'llflla~·lwu let go the rope by which: 
he led the cow, am] shu had broken away throug-h to the woods, and 
returned to her olel m'tstcr; and when they again reached llis place,l 
night hafl set in, and they were oblig-ed to wait until tIlt; return of day.' 
Moodie hughed heartily at all my fears; but indeed I found them no 
joke. Brian's eldest son, a lad of fourteen, was not exactly an irliot, but 
what, in the old countJ·y, is very ('''I'rf..",ively termed l,y the ]>oor people 
a 'natural.' He could fl'cl] and assist himself, had. been taught imper­
fectly to rea,] and write, allll coull] go to and from the town on errands, 
and carry a meRsag'e fi'orn one farm-house to another; 1mt he was a 
stran~'(', W:l)'\I'Hr<] neature, and evidently inheriterl, in no small degree, 
hi, j;ltiJ('J"', ""lh(l~·. JJuring the summer months 116 liyer! entircly in the 
woods, nl'ar his father's dwelling, only returning to obtain food, which 
was ;,;c'lIl'ral1r len for him in an outhouRe. In the winter, .lrin:n home 
by the Rl'Y"rity of the weather, he wouhl ,.it for days together moping 
in the chimney-corner, without taking the least notice of what was 
passing around him. Ilrian ueyer mentioned this boy-who had a strong, 
active figure: a handsome, but very inexpressive face-without a deep 
sigh; anf] J fc-c-l certain that half his Gwn dejection was occasioned by 
the mental aberration of his child. One clay he sent the lad with a note 
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to our house, to know if Moodie would purchase the half of an ox that 
he was going to kill. There happened to sh\nd in the corner of the room 
an open wood box, into which several bushels of fine apples had becn 
thrown j and, while Mooelie was writing' an answer to the note, the eyes 
of the idiot were fastened, as if by some magnetic influence, upon the 
apples. Knowing t.hat Brian had a very fine orchard, I did not of reI' the 
hoy any of the fruit. 'When the note w~s finished, I handed it to him. 
The lad grasped it mechanically, without removing his fixed gaze from 
the apples. 

'Give that to your father, Tom.'-'l'he boy answered not-his ears, his 
eyes, his whole soul, were concentrated in the apples. Ten minutes 
elapsed, but he stood motionless, like a pointer at a dead set. 

'l\'Iy good boy, you can go.'-He did not stir. 
'Is there anything you want ?'-' I 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 1'· 'Oh, if that's all, take what you like.' 

. The permission once obtained, the boy flung llimself upon the box with 
the rapacity of a hawk upon it~ prey, aner being long poiRed in thc air, 
to fix its certain aim; thrusting his hands to the right and left, ill order 
to secure the finest specimens of the devoted fruit, scarcely allowing 
!limself time to breathe until he had filled his old straw hat and all his 
pocket!> with apples. To hclp laughing was impo~sible; while this new 
Tom 0' Bedlam darted from the house, and scampered across the field for 
dear life, as if afraid that we should punue him, to rob him of his lJrize. 

It was during this winter that our friend Brian was left a fortune of 
three hundred pounds per annum; but it was necc>sary for him to return 
to his native country, in order to take posseesion of the property. This 
he positively refused to do; and when we remonstrated wi1h him on the 
apparent imbecility of this resolution, he declared that he wculd not risk 
ms life, in crossing the Atlantic twice, for twenty times that sum. What 
strange inconsistency wall this, in a being who had three times attempted 
to take away that which he dreaded so much to lose accidentally 1 

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 "Gpper Canada. 

'It was a fine spring day, somc ten years ago, and I was yoking my 
oxen to drag in some oats I had just sown, when a little, fat, punchy 
m"'J1tlifiVith a broad, re(l, good-natured face, and carrying a Fmall black 
leathern wallet across his shoulder, called to me over the fcnee, and asked 
me if my nanlo was Brian B---? I said, "Yes; what of 1hat?" 

, " Only you are the ruan I want to see. 'rhey tell me that you are 
better acquainted with the woods than any person in these parts j and I 
will pay you anything in reason if you will be my guide for a few daye." 

, "'Vhere do you want to go?" said I.-':'" Nowhere in particular," 
sayR he. "I want to go here and there, in all directiollfil, to colleot vlantB 
and flowers." That is still-hunting with a vengeance, thought I. " To­
day I must drag in my oats. If to-morrow will ~uit., we wiII be off." 

, " And your charge?" said he. " I like to be certain of that," -' " A 
dollar a-day. ~Iy time and labour upon my farm, at this bu~y seawn, is 
'worth more than that." 
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, " True" said he. " "'ell, I'll give you what you ask. At what time 
will you b~ ready to start?" "By daybreak if you wish it." . I 

'Away he went; and by daylight next morning he was at my door, 
mounted upon a stout French pony. "'''hat are you going to do with 
that beast (" said 1. " Horses are of no use on the road that you and 1 
are to tmvel. You had better leave him in my stable."-'" I want him 
to carry my traps," said he; "it may be some days that we shall be 
absent." 

'I assured him that he must be his own beast of burthen, and carry 
his axe, and bJoanket, and wallet of food upon his own back. The little body 
did nut much relish this arrangement; but as there was no help for it, he 
very good-nnJureclly ('0l1lplied. Utt' we set, and soon climbed the steep 
ridge at the heck of your farm, and got upon --- lake plains. The 
woodH were flush with flowers; and the little man grew into such an 
c(,,,tn,'y. thr,t at every fresh spccimen he uttcn.'d a yell of joy, cut a caper 
in the air, and flung himself duwn upon them, as if he was drunk with 
delight. "I )11, what treasures! what treasures!" he cried. "I shall 
make my fortune !" 

'It is seldom I bugh,' quoth Brian, 'hut I ('(ml,l' not help laughing at 
this odd little man; for it was not the beautiful blOiisoms, such as you 
delight to paint, that drew forth these exclamations, but the queer little 
plants, which he lwe] rummaged for at the roots of old trees, among thfl 
moss anI] long grass. He sat upon a decayed trunk, which lay III our 
path, I do believe for a long' hour, making an oration over some greyish 
tllings, spotted with red, that grew upon it, which looked more like 
mould than plants, d<:claring himself repaid for all the trouble and eXpenH& 
he hall bcon at, if it were ouly to obtain a sight of them. I g'uthered him 
a beautiful blosFom of the lady's "lil'l'cr; but he pushed it back when J 
pn'sclltc,] it to him, saying, "Yes, yes; 'tis very fine. I have seen that 
often before; but these lichens arc splendid." 

'The man had so little taste that I thought him a fool, and so I left 
him to talk to his dear vlants, while I shot partridges for our supper. 
'Ye spont six days in the woods, and the little man filled his black wallet 
with all sorts of rubllish, as if he wilfully shut his eyes to the beautiful 
flowers, and chose only to admire ugly, insignificant plants that everybody 
ebc passes by without noti<:ing, and which, often as I had been in the 
woods, I JlC'ver had observed before. I never purmcd a deer with such 
earncstlll':-S as he continued his hunt for what he called" specimens." 

''':hen we came to the Cold t'rr; ... k, which is pretty dec!, in placllJPi:Jo 
was m snch ,a hurry to :.:;et at some plants tilat 1',Tl'W ulltlc'r the water, 
that in reaching after thc'm he lost his balance and fell head on'r heels 
into the ~tream. He got a thorough ducking, and was in a terrible 
fri:':;'ht; llll.t he held on to the flowers which had caused the trouble, and 
thankccllllS stars that he had saved them as well as his life. 'Yell, he 
was an !nnocent man,' continued Brian; 'a very little made him happy, 
and at mght hl' woul,] sing and amuse himself like a child. He gave me 
tell dollars for Illy trouble, and I never saw him ao'ain' but I often think 
of him, when hunting in the woods that we wand~rcd' through together, 
and I pluck the Wee IJlauts that he used to admire, and wonder why he., 
preferred them to the fine flowers.' ' 

''"hen our resolution was formed to sell our farm, and take up our 
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gTant of land in the backwoods, no one was so earnest in trying to per­
suade us tu give up this ruinous scheme as our friend Brian B---, who 
became quite eloquent in his description of the trials and sorrows that 
awaited us. During the last week of our stay in the township of H---, 
he visited 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-destl1lction. But a kinder or warmer-hearted man, while he enjoyed 
the light of reason, has seldom crossed our path. 

XL-THE CHARry ARI. 

THE moan of the wind tells of 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 
mysterious warnings, its fits of sunshine and shade, of storm and calm, 
now elevated with anticipations of joy, now depressed by dark presenti­
ments 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 

I their power; but few, very few, have had courage holdly to declare 
I their belief in them: the wisest and the best have given credence to 
. them, ar.d the experience of every day proves their truth; yea, the 
I 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 acknowlcdge 
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 to its mysterious warning·s, we should be saved much after-sorrow. 

Well do I remember how Rternly and solemnly this inward 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 England and emigrate to Canada, and how gladly would I have 
obeyed the injunction had it still been in my power. I had bowed to a 
superior mandate, the command of duty; for my husband's sake, for the 
sake of the infant, whose little bosom heaved against my swelling heart, 
I had consented 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 h@py in each other's love, we possessed all that 
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the world c:;In ue,t()w of g()od-but "', (dt,',. The half-pay of a subaltern 
officer, manar:'c.l with the most rigid economy, is too ~IlHIll to Fupply the 
wants of a j'"nJilv; and if of a g'oofl family, not cnol';,:h to maintain his 
original Rtanding: in ".wiely, True, it may find hi~ el,il<1rcn ~'rcac1, it may 
clothe them indifferently but it knY<'R nothin~ fur the mdi,penRable 
requiremonts of educatio~, or the painful (,,,111 ;ll~~('llcies of ,klmes:' and 
misfortune, In such a case it is bolh wise and I i;':'ht to emigrate; Kature 
points it oul as the' only Rafe remedy for thc cyils ari:,ing out of an over­
densc pnpnlation, and her aflvice is always foulltlcd upon justice and 
truth. IIp tIl the jH'riod of which I now sj,cak, we had not C'xperienced 
much inC"IlH'lIicllCU from our very limited means. Our wants '\'l're \"'''', 
and '\'l' enjo~'l',l mallY "f tl](, comforts aJ1(1 even somo of tho luxuries of 
life>; mHl all h:lIl g'one on smoothly ml,l lovingly with us until the birth of 
our fin,t child. It wn, tll"n that l,rndencc whispercd to the father, 
, Yon arc happy alid ('ontented now, but this cannot always last: the 
birth of that chilf] ,\'hom ylln h:1Yc' hai1c<l with as much rapture as 
though she WCI"(' born to inherit a noble c~tnt." is to you the beginnill!; of 
carc, Yom family may increase an,l your wants "'ill increase in propor­
tion: out of what fund can yon satisfy their demands? ~Oll1e provision 
must he ma,l,' for the future, and nmde qnickly, while youth and hcalth 
enable you til combat ,;nccC's"!'I1I1,\' with the ills of life. 'Yhen you 
marrief] for inclination, ylln km',\' tllat cmigTatioll must 1,r; the rcsult of 
such an act of imprudence in over-populated England. Up and be doing, 
while you ~till possess the means of transporting' ynnrself to a land where 
thL' industrious can ncyer lack 1»)"c",l, anfl where thc:re is a chance that 
wealth aIHl indcl'c'llclcnce may reward ,irtuous t"il.' 

Abs! that truth ~hould CH'r ,I'lJi'I,,'r such llnpleafant realities to the 
lover of ('ace-tn the poet, the author, th,' m1U;ician, the man of books, of 
refinefl taste aJ1(] g'cntlemanly habits. Yet he took the llint and began, 
tn bestir himsdf with the spirit and clll'r!"y so characteristic of thei 
g'lorillus Xorth, from whence he sj1rnng', 

'The sacrifice,' he said, 'must be marle, and tIl(' sooner the better, ~Iy 
dear wifc, I feel confident that you will rc~p'\J"l to the call of duty; and 
hand-in-hand and heart-in-heart we will g'o forth to meet llifficulties,/ 
and, by the help of Uorl, til subdue them.' 

Dear hn~band! I take ~hame to m~-,'df that my purpose was less firm, 
that my heart lillc:;C'r('ll ~o far l,-hin,l yours in IJl"l'p:lring for this great 
epoch in our lin',,; that, lib, Lot's wife, I still turne',l mill looked back, 
and clung with all Illy strength to the lawl I was ll':willg". It was not 
the hardships of an emigrant's life I <1n:arlcll. I could bear mere IJhysicai 
pri:'atill]'s philosophicnJly enough; it was the I"ss (d' the soci~ty in 
wluch ~ kllIll1"H'll. the want of cong-enial minds, of l'c'r,<om: engaged in 
con,~'el1lal pur,cnit:" that made me so reluctant to rC'llOllil to my hu,lJand's 
call., I was the youngest in a family r<:markal 'k for th"ir literary 
attamments; amI, while ,yet a child, I had seen riches melt away from 
Our once prosperous homc, as the Canadinn snows clissnlH: before the first 
warm days of spring, leaying the Yerdureless earth naked and bare. 
Th~re ,~as, however, a spir~t in my family that rOfe superior to the 

crushmg mfiuences of adverSIty. PoYCrty, which so often degrades the 
weak mind, became their best teacher, the stem but fruitfur parent of 
high resolve and ennobling thought. The vp.ry misfortunes that over-
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whelmed, became the source from whence they derived both energy and 
strength, as the inundation of some mighty river fertili8cs the shores 
over which it first spreads ruin and desolation. 'Without losing aug'ht of 
their former position in society, they dared to be poor; to place mind 
above matter, and make 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 went forth 
through the crowded cities of that cold, sneering world, and their names 
were mentioned with respect by the wise and good; and what they lost 
ill wealth they more than regained in well-earned reputation. 

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 correspond­
ing fruit. I endeavOlued to reconcile myself to the change that awaited 
me, to accommodate my mind and pursuits to the new position in which 
I found myself placed. lVlany a hard battle had we to fight with old 
prejudices, and many proud swellings of the heart to subdue, before we 
could feel the least interest in the land of our adoption, or look upon it as 
our home. All was new, strange, and distasteful to us; we shrank from 
the rude, coarse familiarity of the uneducated people among whom we 
were thrown; and they in return viewed us as innov~,tors, who wished 
to curtail their independence by expecting from them the kindly civilities 
and gentle courtesies of a more refined community. They eonsidered us 
proud and shy, when we were only anxious not to g'ive offence. The 
semi-barbarous Yankee squatters, who had' left their country for their 
'country's good,' and by whom we were surrounded in our first settlement, 
detested us, and with them we could haye no feeling in common. ",Ve 
could neither lie nor cheat in our dealings with them; and they despistd 
us for our ignorance in trading and our want of smartness. 

The utter want of that common courtesy with which a well-brought-up 
European addresses the poorest of his 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 boasting of their 
rreedom, violated one 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 to me by such guests, while my bare-legged, ragged Irish 
servants were always spoken to as 'sir' and 'n-,ern,' as if to make the 
distinction more pointed. Why they treated our claims to their respect 
with marked insult and rudeness I never could satisfactorily determine 
in any way that could reflect honour on the species, or even plead an 
~xcuse for its bnltality, uhtil I found that this insolence was morc 
~enerally practised by the low, uneducated emigrants from Britain, who 
Detter understood your cla.ims to their civility, than by the natives 
themselves. Then I discovered the secret. 

1'he unnatural restraint which society imposes upon these people at 
ilOme forces them to treat their more fortunate brethren with a servile 
ieference which is repugnant to their feelings, and is thrust upon them 
~y the dependent circumstances in which they are placed. This homage 
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to rank and education is not sincere. Hatred and envy lie rankling 
at their heart, although hidden by outward obsequiousness. Necessity 
compels their obedience; they fawn, anrl cringoc, allil flatter the wealth 
on which they ucpcnd for broad. But let them onocc emigrate, the clog 
which fettered them is suddenly removed; they are free; and the 
dearest 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 leY(~1 by rlisallo",ingo all your claims to distinction; while they 
hope to exalt themselves and their fellows into ladies and gentlemen 
hy sinking you back to the only title you received from Xature-plain 
, man' anrl 'woman.' Oh, how much more honourable than their vulgar 
prctcnsions ! 

I never knew the re[1,1 dignity of these simple epith('t.~ until they were 
insuItingoly thrust npon us by the working-classes of Canada. 

But from this folly thc nativc-born (\madian is cxempt; it is only 
practised by the low-born Yankee, or the Yankeefied British peasantry 
and mechanics. It originates in the enormous reaction springing out of 
a sudden emancipation from a state of utter dependence into one of un­
rcstrained liberty. As such, I not un1r excuse, but forgive it, for the 
principle is fonnded in nature; and, however (Iisgnsting' and distasteful 
to those accustomed to different treatment from their inferiors, it is 
better than ,1, hollow profession of duty and attachment urged upon us 
by a false and unn[1,tural positiono Still, it is very irksome until you 
think more deeply upon it; awl then it senes to amuse rather than to 
irritate. 

And here I would obsenT, before quitting this subject, that of all 
follies that of taking out servants from the old country is one of the 
greatest, anrl is sure to end in the loss of the money expended in their 
passage, and to become the cause of deep disappointment and mortifica­
tion to yourself. They no sooner set foot npon the Canadian shores than 
ihey Lecome possessed with this ultra-republican spirit. All respect for 
their employers, all subordination, is at an end; the very air of Canada 
Revers the tie of mutual obligoation which bound you together. They 
fancy themselves not only equal to you in rank, but that ig"llorance and 
,ulgarity goive them superior claims to notice. They demand in terms 
the highest wages, and grumble at doing half the work, in return, which 
thoy cheerfully performed at home. They demand to eat at your table, 
anrl to sit in your company; 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" in "JHeriky;" that you 
may look out for another person to fill their place as soon as you like j 
and that you may ::;oet the money expended in their passage and outfit in 
-the best manner you can.' I W,lS unfortunately persuaded to t.ake out a 
'woman with me as a nurse for my child during the voyage, as I was in 
,ery poor health; and heT cond~ct, and the trouble and expense she 
occa~lOned, were a perfect lllustrahon of what I have described. 
. -When we consider the diff?rent position in which servants are placed 
III the old and new world, thlS conduot, ungrateful as it then appeared to 
me, ought not to oreate the least surprise. In Britain, for instance, they 
are ~oo often dependent upon the caprice of their employers for hread 
TheIl" wages are low j their moral condition still lower. They ari 
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brought up in the most servile fear of the higher classes, and they feel 
most keenly their hopeless degTadation, 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 conviction 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 as long as they do their work well, and arc 
cheerful and obedient, they will be punctually paid their wages, and well 
housed and fed. 

Happy is it for them and their masters when evrn this selfish 
bond of union exists between them! But in Canada the state of 
things in this respect is wholly reversed. The serving class, com­
paratively speaking, is small, and admits of little competition. Servants 
that understand the work of the country are not ca~ily procured, and 
such always can command the highest wages. 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 cannot do without them. If you attempt to practise upon 
them that common vice of English mistresses, to scold them for any 
slight omission or offence, 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 inconvenient the time for you, the 
more bitter become their insulting remarks. 'rhey tell you, with a high 
hand, that 'they are as good as you; that they can get twenty better 
places by the morrow, and that they don't care a snap 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 arising· out of their 
former state, we cannot so much blame them, and are obligcd to own 
that it is the nat.ural result of a sudden emancipation from former 
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 ill your domestic a valuable assistant and friend; but thiR 
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 domestic can be treated with cruelty or inwlencc by an 
unbenevolent or arrogant master. Seventeen years has made as great a 
difference in the state of society ill Canada as it has in its commercial 
and political importance. 'Vhen we came to the Canadas, society was 
composed of elements which did not always amalgamate in the best 
possible manner. We were reckoned no addition to the society of C--. 
Authors and literary IJeople they held in suprcme detestation; and I was 
told by a lady, the very first time I appeared in company, that 'she 
heard that I wrote books, but she could tell me that they did not want a 
Mrs. 'I'rollope in Canada.' I had not then read Mrs. Trollope's work on 
America, or I should have comprehended at once the cause of her 
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indi~nation; for she was just such a person as wonl,l have ,d~a"'n forth 
the keen ~atire of that far-seeing observer of the absurdItIes of our 
nature, whose witty exposure of American affectation has done more 
towards l'rorlucing a reform in that respect, than would bavo resulted 
from a thousand grave animadversions soberly writtcn, 

Another of my f('lt~constitutc,l advisers informed me, with gTeat 
asperity in her look and tone, that. 'it would be lll"tter for me to lay 
by the pen, and betake myself to some more usefu~ empl(Jyment; that 
she tLanked bel' God that she could make a f-hn-t, awl see to the 
cleaning' of her house l' These remarks were l'l'rf"dly gratuitous, and 
eallerl forth by no ul'f-en-ation of mine: for I tric'rl to eoneealmy blue 
stocl;ilr~' beneath the long clIll\'entiunal robes of the tamest common· 
j>bcc' , ll"ping to ,-"w"r the fainh"t tinge of the objc('tiulmHc colour. I 
harl sl'CJI;cn to !leither of tll,'sc '\"('llll'n in my life, and was much 
aTllll,,,',1 by their rcmarks; jm'ticularly as I could both make a f'hirt, 
and attt'ncl to th,' dumc,tic arnln,~('I!1l'llt of my family as well as either of 
them, I yerily lit'lie,c: that th .. y expected to find an author one of a 
clistilld "pc-cic,.; from themselves: that thC'y imag'ined the aforesaid biped 
should neither eat, drink, ,lccp, nor talk like other folks i-a proud, 
lil'r:lcs,-., :-, __ U-cuncc'iterl, affc,,·t,',l animal. that ,!t-. L1'\,(',1 nothing but kicks 
and bni-fds from tI,e ]'t'.,t of mankin,l, Anxious not to oft end them, I 
tried to a,-oirl all literary snhject~, I confined lily conversation to topics 
of COIllmon int"ITst; but this ga\'e gTenter offence than the most u,,:enta· 
tinn, "htlw of learning', for they conclnrk,l that I 'H,ul,l not talk on such 
sub.j.-cts, be('nn.-c I ilwught them incajlahle of understanding me, This 
was more wounding to thl.'ir self-love tLan the mo~t <llTug·"llt Rssumption 
011 my p:1.rt; and thc'y n'g':1nl,',1 me with a j('alons, cn\'iuwi stand-nloofish· 
ness that was so intolvral,].:. tlwt I g'nn' np all ideas of Yi,itin~' them. 
I '''IS so nccu:-;[omed to henr the wllisjJcrcd remark, or to haye it 
retaik-,l to me I,y uthc'r(i, '( Ih, yc's' she can write, Imt she can do 
nothing .. L",,' that I was m:H1c more dilig"nt in cultiyating en'ry branch 
of domestic- usefulness: so that these ill-natured Farca,-ms uliimatcly led 
to my a"'llliring a gTcat lIlaps of most. useful practical kno\\lcdg'c, Yet­
such is the contradiction inherent in our poor fallen nature-thcse- people 
were morc "llll"ycrl 1,y lily proficiency in the common Ial'''lll's of a 
bousehul,l, than th,'y would h:n-c lx'cn by any (lisl'lays of my unfortunate 
authorship. Xcwr ,ms the fable of the' Olrl ;)l:m and his .\:;s' ~\) truly 
nrilkd, There is wry little of the fflcial, friendly yisiting among 
the C'ana,lians which cons] itutes thc ;n'cat charm of home, Tl1,jr Ito:;· 
p~t[1li~y is ,'utirely n':<cl'Y~"1 f'JI: those' munster meetin~'s in which they 
TIe WIth each utllcr III (l!splaYlllg fine clothcs and costly furniture, As 
tilL'S" lar:c',-, parties arc wry expensive, few familics ca~ aft'onl to give 
more than one during th" visiting season, which is almost exclusively 
confined to the wintcl', The ;ere'at gun once fircd, y"n meet no more at 
the same hOllSl' around thc focial board until the ew,uini-;' Ycal', and would 
scnrcdy lmow that y"u 11:1,1 a nei",'hl>olll' wen' it not for a 'formal morning 
call made JII'W <1nd then, just to remind yuu that such individuals are in 
the land of the living-', and ,till cxist in Y"lll' near vicini! y, 

I ,am f'],eaking of visiting in the to\\,118 and villages, ;j he manller, and 
habIts 01 the E~ropear~ f'e~tlers in tIle cOUldry are f~U' morc ~imJ>le and 
natural, and thell' hosPltahty more gcnulllL' and sincere. They have not 
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been sophisticated by the hard, worldly wisdom of a Canadian town 
and still retain a warm remembrance of the kindly humanities of 
home. 

Among the women, a love of dress exceeds all other passions. In 
public they dress in silks and satins, and wear the most expensive 
ornaments, and they display considerable taste in the arrangement and 
choice of colours. The wife of a man in moderate circumstances whose 
inc?me d.oes not e:",ceed two or three hundred pounds aryear, d'oes not 
hesltate 111 expendmg ten or fifteen pounds upon one article of outside 
fine~y, .while often her inner garments are not worth as many sous; thus 
sacnficmg to outward show all the real comforts of life. 

The aristocracy of wealth is bad enough, but the aristocracy of dress 
is perfectly contemptible. Could Raphael visit Canach in rags, he would 
be :lothing in their eyes beyond a common sign-painter. 

Great and manifold, even to the ruin of families, are the evils arising 
from this inordinate love for dress. ':l'hey derive their j;lshions from the 
French and the Americans-seldom from the English, whom they far 
surpass in the neatness and elegance of their costume. 

1'he 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, metallic air of stoves, and their going too early into company 
and being exposed, while yet children, to the noxious influence of late 
hours, and the sudden change from heated rooms to the cold, biting, 
bitter winter blast. Though small of stature, they are generally well 
and symmetrically formed, and possess a graceful, easy carriage. The 
early age at which t.hey marry and are introduced into society takes 
from them all awkwardness and restraint. A girl of fourteen can enter a 
crowded ball-room with as much self-possession, and converse with as 
much confidence, as a matron of forty. The blush of timidity and diffi­
dence is, indeed, rare upon the chcek of a Canadian beauty. 

Their education is so limited and confined to so few accomplishments, 
and these not very perfectly taught, that theh~conver8ation seldom goes 
beyond a particular discussion on their own dress, or that of their neigh­
bours, their houses, furniture, and servants, sometimes interlarded with a 
little harmless go.,sip, which, however, tells keenly upon the character of 
their dear friends. Yet they have abilitieS, excellent practical abilities, 
which, with a little mental culture, would render them intellectual and 
charming companions. At present, too many of these truly lovely girls 
remind one of choice flowers half buried in weeds. 

]}lusic and dancing are their chief accomplishments. In the former 
they seldom excel. Thoug'h possessing an excellent gf'neral 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 
gi.ven almost intuitively by a good ear for time and a quick perception of 
the harmony of motion. The waltz is their favourite dance, in which 
old and young join with the greatest avidity: it is not unusual to see 
parents and their grown-up children dancing in the same set in a public 
ball-room. Their taste in music is not for the sentimental; they prefer 
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the light, liYl'ly tunes of the Yiq;'illian minstrels to the most impassioned 
stmins of Bellini. 

( In cutl'riup: one of the p1l1,lie ball-rooms, a f:tranp:cr would be delighted 
with such a tli~pb~' of l,rdty faceR and neat figures. I hay~, hardly ever 
seen a really plain (\marlian g-irl in her te('lI~: ~nd a lln'nll'l~ht ugly one 
is almost unknown. The hi,~'h chl'l·k-bones, wIde mouth, and turned-up 
nose of the ~a""n race, so common among the 10"'er cla~sl's in nritain, 
are here Sllcl'ce,ll',l in the 11"xt generation, 1 'J' the small oyal fal'(', STraight 
nose, and beautifully-cut mouth of the "\IIlC'rie;lll; while the glowing tint 
of the Alhion rose p:tlcs before the withering' influence of late hours and 
~tnYl'-hcat. They are naturally a fine people, aud 11("';('>'8 capabilities 
and talents, whi"II, whell illl]>r""",1 by l'ultivation, will relJ(ler them Reeand 
to no 1'c'''1'k in the world; :md that period is !lut far distant. 

I,liub; ;wdmad people arc H' Reldom md with among: natin's of the co­
lony, that not OllC of this dcs('ription of unfortunates h~s ewr eome under 
my own immediate olisc'n-atioll, To the liclIcyulent phIlanthropist, whose 
heart has bled OWl' the .misery and pauperism of the lower clasfcs in 
nrcat r.ritain, tIll' almost entire absence of mendicity from C';lIl;lll:t would 
be highly ;r;ttit~·ing. Canada has few, if nny, native beg';2'ars; her objects 
of charit~· are g"Ill'rally imported from the mother country, and these are 
ncy,'r su1tcrccl to W;lllt food or clothing. The Canadians are a truly 
charitable pC'ople; no person in ,li,tr~ss is driven with ltnn;h and cruel 
lang-na,~c from their doors; they not only generou,ly rclicye the ,,'antB 
of suffering stranp;cI S east upon their bounty, but thcy nurse them in 
.<ickn(',.". awl use ('n'ry means in their pO\\'('r to procure them ('llllllny­
mcnt. TI)l' Illunbcr of orphan children yearly adopted by "'('"Ithy C'an~­
(1ian.", and tn'akcl in cYC'ry resp('ct as their own, is almost iw'l" dible. I 

It is a p;lnrious country for tbe labourilli-':-eh,,,,''', for ,\'hile 1,Iessed 
with health they are always certain of 'l1ll'l"ymcIlt. and certain also to 
clcriYe from it ample menns of support for tl1<:ir f'alllili,". An industrious, 
hard-working man in <L few years is able to purchase from Ilis ~aYillgs a 
])(,m"Ft"a,l of his own; and in l,rnccFs of time llc(:(Jlne" one of the most 
important and prosperous clafs of ,,~ttlcrs in Canada, her free and inde· 
l'cn(I~llt yeomen, ,\"ho form the hones and sinews of this rising' country, 
nlJ(1 fn,m among wllom she nln·ady lle,~'ills to elraw her ""lIator", while 
their educat(·d sons Ill'come tllC ari,tocrat~ of the I'i,in;~: ,~'(·llL'ration. 

It IIa,'i often been rcmarked to me by people long' rCf;i,lCllt in the colony, 
that those who cOllie t" the country clc,titute of means, but nllle and 
willing to '\'''rk, invariably improve their condition and become indepen­
dent; while the gentleman who brings out with him a small cflpital is 
too often tricked and ch .. atl'd out of hi" property, and drawn into rash 
and (lml,~' .. r"l]'; speculations which terminate in his ruin. His children, 
ne~'ket('Ll and uneducated, yet ],rongl1t up with ideas far beyond their 
means, and suffered to :waste their time in idlene~s, seldom take to work, 
and not unfrequcntly smk down to the lowest class. But I ha \-(' dwelt 
l()lI,~ enough upon these serious mbjccts; and I will leave illY husband 
who is better qualified than myself, to giyc a more accurate ·aecount ()of 
the country, while I turn to matters of a lighter and !inlier cast. 

It wa" towards the clo,,-, of the summer of 1833 which had been un­
usually cold and wet for Canada, while Moodie was absent at D---- in­
specting a portion of his government grant of land, that I was startled ~ne 
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night, just before ret.iring 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 neighbour­
hood. I never heard a more stunning uproar of discordant and hideous 
sounds. 

What could it all mean? The maid-servant, as much alarmed as my­
self, opened the door and listened. 

'The goodness defend us!' she exclaimed, quickly closing it and 
drawing a bolt seldom used. ' We shall be murdered. The Ya;lkees 
must have taken Canada, and are marching hither.' 

'Nonsense! that cannot be it. 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 servant, who was Irish (for my Scotch girl, Bell, had taken to her­
self a husband, and I had been obliged to hire another in her place, who 
had been only a few days in t.he country), began to cry and wring her 
hands, and lament her hard fate in coming to Cnnada. 

Just at this critical moment, when we were both selt:'convicted of an 
arrant cowardice which would have shamed a Canadian child of six 
years old, 1\Irs. 0-- tapped at the door, and although generally a most 
unwelcome visitor, from her gossiping, mischievous propensities, I glady 
let her in. 

, Do tell me,' I cried, 'the meaning of this strange uproar ?' 
, Oh, 'tis nothing,' she replied, laughing; '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 gal 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 T. 'Do, pray, enlighten me.' 
'Have you been nine months in Canada, and ask that question? Why, 

T thought you knew everything! Well, T will tell you what it is. The 
charivari is a custom that the Canadians got from: the French, in the 
Lower Province, and a queer custom it is. 'When an old man marries a 
young wife, or an old woman a young husband, or two old people, whg 
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 wearing horrible masks, with grotesque 
caps 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, cracked fiddles, and all the dis­
cordant instruments they can collect together. Thus equipped, thcy 
surround the house where the wedding is held, just at the hour when the 
happy couple are supposed to be about to retire to rest-beating upon 
the door with clubs and staves, and demanding of the bridegroom admit-
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tance to drink the bride's health, or in lieu thcrcofto recciyc a certain 
sum of muncy to treat the bantl at the nearest tavern. 

'If tll'3 bridegroom rdu~es to appear and grant their requ~st, they 
commence the horrible din you hear, firing- gllW'; charg-<:,l with peas 
ag'ainst the doors and windows, rattling 0111 pots and kettles, and abusing 
him for his stinginess in no measured tCl'ItlS. i"ometimes they bre:lk open 
the doors, ancl seize upon the j,ri,l,·.:c:roum ; amI hc may esteem Illmself a 
very f"dun.lte man, under such circumstanecs, if he escapes being ridden 
upon a neil, tarred and kath"!''-',l, and c,thcrwise maltreated. I have 
known many Lltal alocitlents arise out of an imprudent n·fusal to satisfy 
the demanlls of the assailants. 1'eoplc h[LYC cn'n lost their lives in the 
fray· and I think the g'overnmcnt should interfere, and put down these 
riotl:w; mc)'1 ill!.!;S. Surely it is Ycry hal'll that an old man cannot marry 
a ~:oun;' :.:',.1, if ~hc is willing' to take him, without asking the leave of 
8m·1t a ral,ble as that. ,rlHtt right haye they to interfere with his 
priyatc affairs?' ',Yh"t iJlllcc,l(' said I, feelilIc;' (I. tmly British indigna­
tion at Sll,·!t a lawlcl's illfri!l;:::cnll'nt upon the natural rights of man. 

'I j'i'lll,,'llll'cr,' continucd .i\Ir~. 0--, who had got fairly started upon 
a favourite suhject, 'a scene of this kind, that was acted two years ago 
:'It --,',dl,:n old JI r. 1'-- took his third wife. Hc was a Ycry rich 
~t"n'k,"l"'!', allli had made during the war a ;.>:reat deal of money. He 
felt 1"itl_I\" in his old a:..,·e·, and married a yonng', hamlsome widow, to 
enliven l,i., h'IlI"". The LHls in the yjlb~'C' W,,!,,' cletermined to make him 
}lay for hi., frolic. This g'ot wincl, and ";lI!-, p-- W,]S a,hj~I.'(1 to Rpend 
the' hon'_'YIIlOO!1 in Toronto; but he only lau::'-]lc,l, and said that' he "'as 
not going to be frightened from his comfortahl,· IlIImc l,), th,_, tbrcats ofa 
kw Il'ild ],";'s.' In the morning', he was married at the church, and 
spent the ,1,1)' at home, where he entertain,:rl a hr.~"_· party of his own 
and the bride's fril'l1lls. VnrilI!.!; the evening all tI,e idle chaps in the 
to,;'n c"lleded round the 110'1';':, he'alle,l by a mad )",ung' bookseller, who 
had offered himself for their captain, and, in the usual forms, <1l!lI1anded 
a sight of the bride, and li'l'ltJr to drink her health. Tlwy were very 
gootl·natun·(U)' reecil cd by :\11'. 1'--, who sent a friend,l"\',n to them 
to bid them wdcoll,e, aIltl to inquire on what terms they WGul,1 consent 
to Id him "ft, and disperse. 

'The (",plain of the band demamlell sixty pounds, as llc, )11'. P __ , 
could well affonl to l"ly it. '" That's too much, my fine ft:llo\\,~!" cried 
1\11'. P-- from tile open windo'.,'. "~ay twenty:five, and I will scnd 
you down a ChC1lllC upon the lXlllk of Montreal for the money:" 

, "Thirty! tllirly! thirty! old boy!" roared a hundred n;iceR. " Your 
wife's worth that. llu\l'n with the c:l,h, aud we will give .r"u three 
Chl'l'!", and three times three for the brilk, anll l~ayc yon to sleep in 
peace, If you hang back, we will raise f;llch a ']arum al>out your ears 
that yon shan't knl)\\' that your ",if::', your 0\\'1, for a month to come!'" 

'" I'll gi\'c you t\i'l·nty.frvc," remon'str;lt,-,d the bridegroom, not tile 
least alarmed at thcir threats, and laughing' all the time in his sleeve . 

. ' "~hirt)'; not one copper less!" Here they g-ave him such a sainte of 
diabolical sounds that he ran from the window with his hands to his cars 
and his friend came down stairs to the ycrandall and n'a,e them the 8U~ 
they required. They did not "xpcct that the ~l(l m:n would haye been 
80 liberal, and they gave him tll,) ';Hip, hip, hip, hurrah!" in fine 
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style, and marched off to finish the night and spend the money at the 
tavern." , 

, And do people allow themselves to be bullied out of their property by 
such ruffians ?'-' Ah, my dear! 'tis the custom of the country, and 'tis 
not so easy to put it down. But I can tell you that a charivari is not 
always a joke. There was another affair that happened, just before you 
came to the place, that occasioned 110 small talk in the neighbourhood; 
and well it might, for it was a most disgTaceful piece of business, and 
attended with very serious consequences. Some of the charivari party 
had to fiy, or they might have ended their days in the penitentiary. 

'There was a runaway nigger from the States came to the village, and 
set up a barber's poll, and settled among us. I am no friend to the 
blacks; but really Tom Smith was such a quiet, good-natured fellow, and 
so civil and obliging, that he soon got a good business. He was clever, 
too, and cleaned old clothes until they looked almost as g'ood as new. 
Well, after a time he persuaded a white girl to m(trry, him. She was not 
a bad-looking Irishwoman, and I can't think what be,witched the creature 
to tal{e him. Her marriage with the black man created a great sensation 
in the town. All the young fellows were inrlignant at his presumption 
and her folly, and they determined to give tht-m the charivari in fiue 
style, and punish them both for the insult they had put upon the place. 

, Some of the young gentlemen in the town joined 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
for it was winter-and, almost naked as he was, rode him upon a rail, 
and so ill-treated him that he died under their hands. 

" 'They left the body, when they found what had happened, and fled . 
• The ringleaders escaped across the lake to the other side; and those who 

remained could 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.' 

'Good heavens! are such things permitted in a Christian country? 
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 womided, at a 
charivari. The bridegroom was a man in middle life, a desperately 
resolute avd passionate man, and he swore that if such rift~raff dared t.o 
interfere with him, he would shoot at them with as little compnnction 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 wedding 
cheer, they determined to frighten him into compliance by firing several 
guns, loaded with peas, at his door. Their salute was returned from 
the chamber window, by the discharge of a double-barrelled gUll, loaded 
with buck-shot. The crowd gave back with a tremendous yell. Their 
leader was 8hot through the hea11, and two of the foremost in the scuffle 
dangerously wounded. They vowed they would set fire to the house, 
but the bridegroom boldly stepped to the window, and told them to t~ry 
it, and before they could light a torch he would fire among them agam, 
as his gun was reloaded, and he would discharge it at them as long as one 
of them dared to remain on his premises. 'I'hey cleared off; but though 
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:II1'. A-- was not punished for the acc/Jelll, as it was callerI, he became 
a marked m.m, and lately left the colony, to settle in the l~nited States. 

"Why, ;\rr~. Moodie, you look quih> serious. I can, howcH·r. tell you 
a l,'ss dismal tale. A charivari would sd,lom be aitcnrlc(l with 1':1d con­
:""1111'l1ees if people would take it as a joke, and join in t.hc "IIl'Cl·.' 

',\ very dignified proceecling, for a hri,l.:: and bridegroom to make 
themselves the laughing-Rtock of slIch people !' 

'nil, but custom reconciles us t<l everything; and 'tis I'cttcr til gi\'c up 
a little of our pride than endanger the lin's of onr fdl<l\\,-LTc:ltnres. I 
h,,\'(' heen told a story of a lady in the L<I\\'('l' Province, who took for her 
second hllsbn.nd a YOUI1!=!: fellow, who, as far as his age was concerned, 
might have been her son. The mob surrounded her house at night, 
(,:1lT~'il1g her cflif:!:~' in an open coffin, sUl'l'orb;,1 by six ~'oun,~' la,b, with 
white favours in their hat.-;; an, 1 they i'lll'ic,l thc poor bri(l,', ami(l "houts 
of lan.~'htcr, and the usual aCC'0n11l<111iltlC'nts, ju,;t opposite h';r drawing­
room windows. The widow was hi:2:hl,\' amllsed Ily the whole of their 
proceedings, but ~he wisl'ly let t11"111 h;lYe their own way. She li\'ed in 
a strong stone hous,', and she harn',l the doors, and close[l the iron 
shutters, and set them at defiance. "c\s lone;' as she enj,,~'c(l her 
health" she sai(1 "they were welcoIne to hnry her in (·ffigv as Mten as 
they pieased; sh~ W,l>; 1'8al1:, !=!:1<l,1 to he able to afford nIn;1~'C'Il1l'nt to so 
many people." Night after night, during the whole of that winter, the 
same part,\' Ilc,;d her hOllRC with their diabolical mllsic; hut she only 
laughed at them. The leader (If the mob was a young' la \\'~','r from these 
parts, a s;HI misehieyous fellow; the willow 1 ",callle aware or this, and 
she invited him one e,'ening to t;1k,' tca with a small part~' at II' r house. 
He ac('cptc,l the invitation, was charmed with her hearty nIHI hospitable 
welcome, and soon fonilll himself quite at home; but nnl,\' think how 
"sham",l he must have felt, when the same'larum eommellc<:ll, at the 
usual hour, in front of the 1:1'IY'8 h<lUse ! 

, "Oh," said ~ln'. ll--, smiling to her hushand, "here come our 
friends. n":lllr, :Ill'. K--, th,'~' alllllSC us so much of an "vcuing that 
I should feel 'init-· dull without them." 

'From that hour the char;\';ui I.:'·:lS(·(I, and the old lady was left to 
cn.io~' the s<lciety of her young hnshaml ill quiet. I a"sm'e you, ~rr~. 
:H,,,,,lie, that the chari\,:1ri often deters old people from making llis­
:;raC'l'fnl lll;1l'ria~'es, so thftt it j,; not wholly without its U'l': 

.\ few ,bys aftcr tllc eharin1ri affair :Jlrs. D-- steppecl in to sec me. 
f.1h'· was an "\lllcriC':1n: a wry resjledable old hHl~', who rc,ided in a 
halldRome frame-house on the main m;,,!. I was at (I inner, the servant­
girl, in the meanwhile, nursing my child at a (li,tallC'e. :\1rs. D-- sat 
looking at me vcry serioll,ly until I concluded Jll~' meal, her dinner 
having been accomplished Sl'\'l'ml hours I,cfllre. ,Yh"ll I Ita(1 finished, 
tll,· girl gave me the chihl, ancl then rem<l"l·(l the dinner:servicc into an 
outer room. 

, You don't eat witlt yom helps,' said my visitor. 'Is not that some­
thing' like pride?' -' It is cn,tulll,' ,ai,l I; 'we wer(' not used to do 80 
at home, and I think that keeping a ~('parate ta1,k is more comfortable 
for both p:uties.' 

, "\re you not both of the same flesh and blood? The rich and the 
poor meet together, and the Lord is the maker of them aU.'-' True. 
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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 1 you are not a good Christian, :Mrs. :Moodie. The Lord thought 
more of the poor than He did of the rich, and He obtained more followers 
from among them. N ow, we always take our meals with our people.' 

Presently after, while talking over the affairs of our households, I 
happened to say that the cow we had bought of l\'[ollineux 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 formed a part of our U. E. grant. But, for all his good condud, 
I never could abide him for being a black.'-' Indeed 1 Is he not the 
same flesh and blood as the rest?' 

The colour rose into :Mrs. D--'s sallow face, and she answered, with 
much warmth,-

'What 1 do you mean to compare me with a nigged'-' Not exactly. 
But, after all, the colour makes the only difference between him and 
uneducated men of the same class.' 

':Mrs. :Moodie l' she exclaimed, holding up her hands in pious horror; 
, they are the children of the devil! God never condescended to make 
a nig·ger.'-' Such an idea is an impeachment of the power and majesty 
of the Almighty. How can you believe in such an ignorant fable ?' 
-1'" VV cll, then,' said my monitress, in high dudgeon, 'if the devil did 
'iYOt make them, they are descended from Cain.'-' But all Cain's pos­
terity perished in the flood.'-:My visitor was puzzled. 

, The African race, it is generally believed, are the decendants of Ham, 
and to many of their tribes the curse pronounced against him seems to 
cling. To be the servant of servants is bad enough, without our making' 
their condition worse by our cruel persecutions. Christ came to seek and 
to save that which was lost; and in proof of this inestimable promise, 
he did not reject the Ethiopian eunuch who was baptized by Philip, and. 
who was, doubtless, as black as the rest of his people. Do you not 
admit IHollineux to your table with your other helps?' -' Good God! 
do you think I wonld 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 l' 

'Do you think, :Mrs. D--, that there will be any negroes in heaven ?' 
, Certa.inly not, or I, for one, would never wish to go there l' 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 1 'Yhich is more subversive of 
peace and Christian fellowship-ignorance of our own characters, or of 
the characters of others? Our departure for the woods became now a 
frequent theme of conversation. My husband had just returned from 
an exploring expedition to the backwoods, and was delighted with the 
prospect of removing thither. 



110 r:OUGHDIG IT IN THE BUSH. 

XII.-THE VILLAGE HOTEL.'" 

EMIGRATION, however necessary as the obvious mean!': of providing for 
the increasing population of early-settled and ovcr-peopled countries, is 
ind8ecl a very serious matter to thc individual emigrant and hi~ family. 
He is thrown adrift, as it were, on a troubled ocean, the wlllds and 
currents of which are unknown to him. His past experience, and his 
judgment founded on experience, will be Uf;cle~s to him in this new 
sphere of action. In an olrl country, where generation aftcr generation 
inhabits the same spot, the mental disp,,;;itionN and prejudices of our 
ancestors become in a manner hereditary, and descend to their children 
with their possessions. In a new colony, on the contrary, the habits 
and associations of the emigrant having been broken up for ever, he is 
suddenly thrown on his own internal resources, and compelled to act 
and decide at once, not unfrerruently under pain of misery or starvation. 
He is surrounded with dangers, often without the ordinary meanR which 
common-sense and prudence SUggCRt of avoiding them,-because the 
p.>y.·,.iellcc on ,yhich these common qualities are founded is wanting. 
Separ,1tcll for ever from those warm-hearted friends, who in his native 
country would advise or assist him in his first efforts, and surrounded by 
people who have an interest in misleading and imposing upon him, 
every-day experience shows that no amount of natural sagacity or 
prudence, founded Oil experience in other countries, will bc an cffectual 
safeguard against deception and erroneOllS c')Delusions. 

It is a fact worthy of observation, that among emigrants possessirl_ 
the qualities of industry and perscICrance so essential to success in an 
countries, thosc' who possess the smallest Khal'c of original talent and 
imagination, and the least of a speculative turn of mind, are usually the 
most successful. They follow the beaten track and prosper. However 
humbling this reflection may be to human vanity, it should operate as a 
salutary check on presumption and hasty conclusions. After a residence 
of sixteen years in Canada, during which my young anrl helpless family 
have been exposed to many privations, while we toiled incessantly and 
continued to hope even against hope, these reflections naturally occur 
to our minclK, not only as the common-sense view of the subject, but as 
the fruit oflong and daily-boug;ht experience. 

After all this long probation in the backwoods of Canarla, I find myself 
brought back in circumstances nearly to the point from whence I 
started, and am compelled to admit that had I only followed my own 
unassbted judgment, "hell I arrived with my wife and child in Canada, 
and quietly settled down on the clearerl farm I had purchased, in a well­
settled neighbourhood, and with the aid of the means I then possessed, 
I should now in all probability have been in easy if not in affiuen1 
circumstances. Xativc Canadians, like Yankees, will make money wherE 
people from the old country would almost starve. Their intimatE 
knowledge of the country, and of the circumstances of the inhabitants, 
enables them to turn their money to great advantage; and I must add, 
that few people from the old country, ho,vever avaricious, can bring 
themselves to stoop to the unscrupulous means of acquiring property 

* An intermediate chapter, by J. W. D. Moodie. 
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which are too commonly resorted to in this country. These reflections 
are a rather serious commencement of a sketch. which was intended 
to be of a more lively description; one of my chief objects in writing 
this chapter being to afford a connecting link between my wife's 
sketches, and to account for some circumstances connected with our 
situation, which otherwise would be unintelligible to tho render. Before 
emigTating to Canada, I had been settled as a bachelor in South Africa 
for about twelve years. I use the word settled, for want of a better. 
term-for a bachelor can never, properly, be said to be settled. He has 
no object in life-no aim. He is like a knife without a blade, or a gun 
without a barrel. He is always in the way, and nobody cares for him. 
If he work on a farm, as I did, for I never could look on while others 
were working without lending a hand, he ,yorks merely for the sake 
of work. ~e benefits nobody by his exertions, not even himself; for he 
is restless and anxious, has a hundred indesoribable ailments, which no 
one but himself can understand; and for want of the legitimate cares 
and anxieties oonnected with a family, he is full of cares and anxieties 
of his own creating. In short, he is in a falso position. as eyery man 
must be who presumes to live alone when he can do better. 

This was my case in South Africa. I had plenty of land, and of all the 
common necessaries of life; but I lived for years without companionship, 
for my nearest English neighbour was twenty-five miles off. I hunted 
the wild animals of the country, and had plenty of books to read; but, 
from talking broken Dutch for months together, I almost forgot how to 
speak my own langu:tge correctly. My very ideas (for I had not entirely 
lost the reflecting facuIty) became confused and limited, for want of 
intellectual companions to strike out new lights, and form new combina­
tions in the regions of thought; clearly showing' that man was not 
intended to live alone. Getting, at length, tired of this solitary and 
unproductive life, I started for England, with the resolution of placing 
my domestic matters on a more comfortable footing. By a happy 
accident, at the house of a literary friend in London, I became acquainted 
with one to whose cultivated mind, devoted affection, and untiring energy 
of character, I have been chiefly indebted for many happy hours, under 
the most adverse circumstances, as well as for much of that hope and 
firm reliance upon Providence which have enabled me to bear up against 
overwhelming misfortunes. I need not here repeat what has been 
already stated respecting the motives which induced us to emigrate 
to Canada, I shaH merely observe that when I left South Africa it 
was with the intention of returning to that colony, where I had a fino 
property, to which I was attached in no ordinary degree, on account 
of the beauty of the scenery and delightful climate. However, Mrs. 
Moodie, somehow or other, had imbibed an invincible dislike to that 
colony, for some of the very reasons that I liked it myself. The wild 
animals were her terror, and she fancied that every wood and thicket 
was peopled with elephants, lions, and tigers, and that it would be 
utterly impossible to take a walk without treading on dangerous snakes 
jn the grass. Unfortunately, she had my own book on South Africa to 
quote tIiumphantly in confirmation of her vague notions of danger; 
11-. lld, in my anxiety to remove these exaggerated impressions, I would 
~ain have retracted :my own Rtatements of the hair-breadth escapes I 
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bad made in conflicts with wild animals, respecting which the slightest 
in8inuatio~ of doubt from another party would have excited my utmost 
indiO'nation. In truth, before I became familiarised with such dangers, 
I had myself entertained similar notions, and my only wonder, in reading 
such narratives before leaving my own country, was how the inhabitants 
Qf the country managed to attend to their ordinary business in the 
midst of such accumulated dang·ers and annoyances. Fortunately, these 
hair-breadth escapes are of rare occurrence; but travellers and book­
makers like cooks have to collect high-flavoured dishes, from far and 
near, the better to 'please the palates of their patrons. So it was with 
my South African adventures; I threw myself in the way of danger 
from the love of strong excitement, and I collected all my adventures 
together, and related them in pure simplicity, without very particularly 
informing the reader over what space of time or place my narrative 
extended, or telling him that I could easily have kept out of harm's 
way had I felt so inclined. All these arguments, however, had little 
influence on my good wife, for I could not deny that I had seen such 
animals in abundance in South Africa; and she thought she never 
should bc safe among such neighbours. At last, between my wife's fear 
Qf the wild animals of Africa, and a certain love of novelty, which 
formed a part of my own character, I made up my mind, as they writ~ 
on stray letters in the post-office, to 'try Canada.' So here we are, just 
nrrived in the village of C--, situated on the northern shore of Lake 
()ntario. :tVIrs. :ilfoodie has already stated that we procured lodgings at 
a certain hotel in the village of C-- kept by S--, a truly excellent 
.and obliging American. The British traveller is not a little struck, and 
in many instances disgusted, with a certain air of indifference in the 
manners of such persons in Canada, which is accompanied with a tune 
of equality and familiarity exceedingly unlike the limber and oily obse­
quiousness of taverll-keepers in England. I confess I felt at the time 
not a little annoyed with :tVIr. S--'s free-and-easy manner, and apparent 
coolness and indifference when he told us that he had no spare room in 
his house to accommodate our party. 'Ve endeavoured to procure 
iodging·s at another tavern, on the opposite side of the street; but soon 
learned that, in consequence of the arrival of an unusual number of 
immigrants, all the taverns in the village were already filled to over­
llowing. We returned to Mr. S--, and after some further conversation, 
he seemed to have taken a kind of liking to us, and became more com. 
plaisant in his manner, until our arrangement with Tom 'Wilson, as 
already related, relieved us from further difficulty. 

I now perfectly understand the cause of this apparent indifferenct 
on the part of our host. Of all people, Englishmen, when abroad are 
the most addicted to the practice of giving tliemselves arrogant' airs 
towards those persons whom they look upon in the light of dependente! 
'On their ~ounty; and. ~hey torget.that an American tavern-keeper holds' 
-a very different posItIon III society from one of the same calling in 
England. The manners and circumstances of new countties are atterl) 
'Opposed to anything like pretension in any class of society; and -0'1 
worthy host, and his excellent wife-who had both held a respecta' 
position in the soicety of the United States-had often been deel 
wounded in their feelings by the disgusting and vulgar arrogance 
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English gentlemen and ladies, as they are called. Knowing from expe­
rience the truth of the saying that 'what cannot be cured must be 
endured,' we were particularly civil to Mr. S--; and it was astonish­
ing how quickly his manners thawed. We had not he en long in the 
house before we were witnesses of so many examples of the purest 
benevolence, exhibited by Mr. S-- and his amiable family, that it was 
impossible to regard them with any feeling but that of warm regard and. 
esteem. S-- was, in truth, a noble-hearted fellow. Whatever he did 
seemed so much a matter of habit, that the idea of selfish design or 
ostentation was utterly excluded from the mind. I could relate several 
instances of the disinterested benevolence of this kind-hearted tavern­
keeper. I shall just mention one, which came under my own observation 
while I lived near 0---. 

I had frequently met a young Englishman, of the name of M--, at. 
1.ir. S--'s tavern. His easy and elegant manners, and whole deportment,. 
showed that he had habitually lived in what is called the best society. He 
had emigrated to Canada with 3,OOOl. Or 4,000l., had bought horses, run 
races, entertained many of the wealthy people of Toronto, or York, as it 
was then called, and had done a number of other exceedingly foolish things. 
Of course his money was soon absorbed by the thirsty Canadians, and he 
became deeply involved in debt. M-- had spent a great deal of money at 
8--'s tavern, and owed him 70l. or SOl. At length he was arrested fOl' 
debt hy some other party, was sent to the district gaol, which was nearly 
,reTu::liles from C--, and was compelled at first to subsist on the gaol 
,aro!'ance. What greatly aggravated the misfortunes of poor 1\1--, a 
1l.t{J 1. without suspicion or guile, was a bitter disappointment in another 
qh .rter. He had an uncle in England, who was very rich, and who 
intended to leave him all his property. Some kind friend, to wh9m 
1\'1-- had confided his expectations, wrote to England, informing tht. 
old man of his nephew's extravagance and how:. ".i'he uncle thereupon 
cast him off, and left his property, when he died, to another relative. 

As soon as the kind-hearted tavern-keeper heard of the poor fellow's 
imprisonment, he immediately went to see him, and, though he had not 
the slightest hope of ever being paid one farthing of his claim, Mr. 
S---, for many months that poor M--- lay in gaol, continued to 
Bend him an excellent dinner every day from his tavern, to which he· 
always added a bottle of wine; for as Mr. 8--- remarked, 'Poor 
M---, I guess, is accustomed to live well.' 

As soon as Mr. 8--- found that we did not belong to that class of 
people who fancy they exalt themselves lly insulting others, there were no 
bounds to the obligingness of his disposition. As I had informed him that 
I wished to buy a cleared farm near Lake Ontario, he drove me out every 
day in all directions, and wherever he thought farms were to be had cheap. 

Before proceeding further in my account of the inhabitants, I shall 
endeavour to give the reader some idea of the appearance of the village 
and the surrounding country. Of course, from the existence of a boundless 
forest, only partially cleared, there is a great sameness and uniformity in 

.,Canadian scenery. 
We had a stormy passage from Kingston to C---, and the wind 

,eing direetly ahead, the plunging of the steam-boat between the sharp 
:eas of Lake Ontario produced a 'motion' which was decidedly' UUCOJl­

H 
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stitutional;' and, for the first time since we left England, we experience! 
a sensation which strong'ly reminded us of sea-sickness. 'Ihe genera 
appearance of the coast from the lake was somewhat uninviting. Th. 
land appeared to be covered everywhere with the dense unbroken forest 
and though there were some gently ~loping hills and slight elevation~ 
showing the margin of extensive clearings, there was a general want of! 
background of high hills or mountains, which imparts so much intereSl 
to the scenery of cvery country. (in reaching C---, however, WE 
found that we had been much deceived as to the features of the country, 
when viewed at a less distance. 

Immediately on the shores of the great lake, the land is generally flat for 
two or three miles inlanrl; and as the farms are there measured out in 
long, narrow strips, a mile and a quarter long', and a quarter of a mile 
wide, the back parts of the lots, which are reserved for firewood, are only 
visible at a distance. This narrow belt of the primeval forest, which 
runs along the rear of all the lot8 in the first line of settlements, ot 
concessioll as it is here called, necessarily conceals the houses and clearin.n' 
of the next concession, unless the laml beyond rises into hills. Thiil 
an-angement, however convenient, tends greatly to mar the beauty of 
Canadian scenery. 

The unvarying monotony of rail-fences and quadrangular enclosures 
occasions a tiresome uniformity in the appearance of the country, which 
is increased by the almost total absence of those little graceful ornaments 
in detail, in the immediate neighbourhood of the homesteads, whi~Q'R ;lIe 
such a charm to English rural scenery. \lc~1l'" 

'rhe day after our arrival, we had an opportunity to examine the ap.in, 
or rather village, of C---. It then con~isted chiefly of one t10ng 
street, parallel ,dlh the shore of the lake, and the hou~es, with very few 
Bxceptions, were built of wood; but they were all finished, and painWi 
with such a degree vf r>(·~tness, that thl·ir appearance was showy, and in 
some instances eleg-ant, from the symmetry of their proportions. Immedi­
ately beyond the bounds of the village, we, for the first time, witnessed 
the operation of clearing up a thick cedar-swamp. The soil looked blae. 
and rich, but the water stood in pools, and the trunks and branches ol 
the cedars were leaning in all directions, and at all angles, with their 
thick foliage and branches intermingkd in wild confusion. The rootl 
spread along the uneven surface of the ground so thickly that they seemed 
to form a vast net-work, and apparently covered the greater part of tbe 
surface of the ground. The task of dearing such a labyrinth seemed 
utterly hopeless. My heart almo~t sickened at the prospect of clearing 
such land, and I was greatly confirmed in my resolution of buying a farm 
cleared to my hand . 

. The clearin*, process, however, in this unpromising spot was going OD 
VJgorously. Several acres had been chopVed down, and the fire had rUll 
through the prostrate trees, consuming- all the smaller branches and 
foliage, and lefl,ving; the trunks and ground as Llaek as charcoal could 
m~ke them. Among this vast ma~s of ruing, four or five men were toiling 
WIth a yoke of oxen. The trees were cut into manageable lengths, alii 
we~e then dragged by the oxen together, so that they could be throW! 
up mto larg'e log-heaps to burn. The men looked, with thew bare arml 
hands, and faces begrimed with charcoal, more like negroes than whi1l 
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men; and were we, like some shallow people, to compare their apparent 
condition with that of the n'lgro slaves in more favoured regions, wo 
should be disposed to consider the latter the happier race. But this dis­
gusting work was the work of freemen, high .. spirited and energetic 
fellows, who feared neither man nor wild beast, and trusted to their own 
strong arms to conquer all difficulticR, while they could discern the light 
of freedom and independence glimmering through the dark woods 
before them. 

A few years afterwards I visited C---, and looked about for the 
dreadful cedar-swamp which struck such a chill iuto my heart, and 
destroyed the illusion which had possessed my mind of the beauty of the 
Canadian woods. The trees were gone, the tang'led roots were g'one, and 
the cedar-swamp was converted into a fair grassy meadow, as smooth as 
a bowling-green. About sixteen years after my first visit to this spot, I 
saw it again, and it was covered with stone and brick houses; and one 
portion of it was occupied by a larg'e manufactory, five or six stories 
high, with steam-engines, spinning-jennies, and all the machinery for 
working up the wool of the country into every description of clothing. 
This is civilisation! This is freedom! 

'.rhe sites of towns and villages in Canada are never selected at 
random. In Eng'land, a concurrence of circumstances has generally led 
to the gradual formation of hamlets, villages, and towns. In many 
instance8, towns have grown np in barbarous ag'es around a place of 
refu-g'e during war; around a fortalice or castle, and more frequently 
arotmd the ford over a river, where the detention of travellers has led to 
tJ,~, establishment of a place of entertainment, a blacksmith's or 
carpenter's shop. A village or town never grows to any size in Canada 
without a saw or a grist-mill, both which require a certain amount of 
water-power to work the machinery. Whenever there is a river or 
stream available for such purposes, and the surrounding country is 
fertile, the village rapidly rises to be a considerable town. Frame-houses 
are so quickly erected, and the materials are so easily procured near a 
saw-mill, that, in the first instance, no other description of houRes is to 
be found in our incipient towns. But as the town increases, brick and 
stonp. houses rapidly supplant these less substantial edifices, which 
seldom remain good for more than thirty or forty years. 
. Mr. 8---'s tavern, or hotel, was an extensive frame-building of the 
kind common in the country. All the lodgers frequent the same long 
table at all their meals, at one end of which the landlord generally 
presides. Mr. 8---, however, usually preferred the company of his 
family in anot.her part of the house; and some one of the gentlemen who 
boarded at the tavern, and who possessed a sufficiently large organ of 
self-esteem, voted himself into the post of honour, without waiting for an 
invitation from the rest of the company. This happy individual is 
generally some little fellow, with a long, protruding nose; some 
gentleman W~sl; can stretch his neck and backbone almost to dislocation, 
and who has',i j.rodigious deal of talk, all about nothing. 

The taverns in this country are frequented by all single men, and by 
many married men without children, who wish to avoid the trouble and 
greater expense of keeping house. Thus a large portion of the population 
of the towns take all their meals at the hotels or taverns, in order to 

H 2 
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save both expense and time. The extraordinary despatch used at mears 
in the United States has often been mentioned by travellers. '1'he same 
observation equally applies to Canada, and for the same reason. Wages 
are high, and time is, therefore, vaIn able in both countries; and as one 
clerk is waiting in the shop while another is bolting his dinner, it would 
of course be exceedingly unkind to protract unnecessarily the sufferings 
of the hungry expectant; no onc possessing any bowels of compassion 
could act so cruelly. For the same reason, every one is expected to take" 
care of himself first, and to help himself, without minding his neighbours; 
At tim"es a degree of compassion is extended by some naturalised old' 
countryman towards some diffident, over-scrupulous new comer, by offer­
ing to help him first; but such mluks of consideration, except to ladies, 
to whom all classes in CHn(lda are attentive, are never continued a bit 
longer than is thought sufficient for becoming acquainted with the ways 
of the country. 

Soon after our arrival at C---, I remember asking a p~rson, who 
was what the Canadians call 'a hickory Quaker,' from the north of 
Ireland, to help me to a bit of very nice salmon-trout, which was vanish­
ing alarmingly fast from the breakfast-table. 

Obadiah very considerately lent a deaf ear to my repeated entrea.ties, 
pretending to be intently occupied with his own plate of fish; then, 
transferring the remains of the salmon-trout to his own plate, he turned 
round to mc with the most innocent face imaginable, saying very coolly, 
, I beg your pardon, friend, did you speak to me? There is such a boise 
at the table, I cannot hear very well.' 

Betweell meals there is 'considerable of drinking,' among the i~.!lrl 
about the tavern, of the various ingenious Yankee inventions resorted t~ 
in this country to disturb the brain. In the evening thc plot thickens, 
and a number of young and middle-aged men drop in, and are found i~ 
little knots in the different public rooms. 

'l'he practice of 'treating' is almost universal in this country, and: 
though friendly and sociable in its way, is the fruitful source of muct 
dissipation. It is almost impossible, in travelling, to steer clear of thi! 
evil habit. Strangers are almost invariably drawn into it in the courSE 
of business. 

Thc town of C--- being the point where a large number oj 

emigrants landed on their way to the backwoods of this part of the 
colony, it became for a time a place of great resort, and here a number 
of land-jobbers were established, who made a profitable trade of buying 
lands from private individuals, or at the government sales of wild land; 
a~d selling them again to the settlers from the old country. Though my 
w~fe I~arl some near relatives settled in the backwoods, about forty 
mIles mland, to the north of C---, I had made up my mind to buy a 
d~ared farll.l near Lake Ontario, if I could get one to my mind, and the 
prICe of wInch would come within my limited means. 

A number of the recent settlers in the backwoods aws 0' whom were 
several speculators, resorted freqnently to C---'· all~ ~s soon as a 
new batch of settlers arrived on the lake shore, thcre'was a keen contest 
between the land-jobbers of C--- and those of the backwoods to 
c1,raw t~e new cO?ler .into their nets. The demand created by the con~ 
tmual mflux of ImmIgrants had caused a rapid increase in the price of 
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lands, particularly of wild lands, and the grossest imposition was often 
practised by these people, who made enormous profits by taking ad­
VAntage of the ignorance of the new settlers and of their anxiety to settle 
themselves at once. 

I was continually cautioned by these people against buying a farm in 
any other locality than the particular one they themselves represented as 
most eligible, and t.heir rivals were always represented as unprincipled 
land-jobbers. Finding these accusations to be mutual, I naturally felt 
myself constrained to believe both parties to be alike. 

Sometimes I got hold of a quiet farmer, hoping to obtain something 
like disinterested advice; but in nine cases out of ten, I am sorry t.o say, 
I found that the rage for speculation and trading in land, which was so 
prevalent in all the great thoroughfares, had already poisoned their 
minds also, and I could rarely obtain an opinion or advice which was 
utterly free from self-interest. They generally had some lot of land to 
sell-or, probably, they would like to have a new comer for a neighbour, 
in the hope of selling him a span of horses or some cows at a higher 
price than they could obtain from the older settlers. In mentioning 
this unamiable trait in the character of the farmers near C---, I by 
no means intend to give it as characteristic of the farmers in general. It 
is, properly speaking, a local vice, produced by the constant influx of 
strangers unacquainted with the ways of the country, which tempts the 
farmers to take advantage of their ignorance. 

XTII.-THE LAND-JOBBER. 

I HAD a letter of introduction to a gentleman of large property, at 
C---, who, knowing that I wished to purchase a farm, very kindly 
drove me out to several lots of land in the immediate neighbourhood. 
He showed me seven or eight very eligible lots of cleared land, some of 
them with good honses and orchards; but somehow or other, on inquiry, 
I found they all belonged to himself, and, moreover, the prices were 
~eyond my limited means. For oneJarm he asked 1000l.; for another, 
15001., and .so on. After inquiring in other quarters, I saw I had no 
chance of g~tting a farm in that neighbourhood for the price I could 
afford to pay down, which was only about 300l. After satisfying myself 
as to this fad, I thought it the wiser course at once to undeceive my 
1'ery obliging friend, whose attentions were obviously nicely adjusted to 
the estimate he had formed in his own mind of my pecuniary resources. 

On communicating this discouraging fact, my friend's. countenance 
instantly assumed a cold and stony expression, and I almost expected that 
b.e would have stopped his horses and set me down, to walk with other 
~oor men. As may well be supposed, I was never afterwards honoured 
with a seat in his carriage. He saw just what I was worth, and I saw 
what his friendship was worth; and thus our brief acquaintance termi­
!lated. Having thus let the cat out of the bag, when I might, according 
to the usual way of the world, have sported for awhile in borrowed 
plumage, and rejoiced in the reputation of being in more prosperous cir­
~umstances without fear of detection, I determined to pursue the f(ame 
course, and make use of the little insight I had obtained into the ways of 
ilie land-jobbers of Canada. to procure a cleared farm on more reasonable 
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terms. It is not uncommon for the land-speculators to sell a farm to a 
respectable settler at an unusually low price, in order to give a charac~er 
to a neighbourhood where they hold other lands, and thus to use lum 
as a decoy-dud: for friends or countrymen. 

There ~as a very noted character at C---, lITr. Q--, a great lnnd­
jobber, who did a large business in this way on his own account, besides 
getting throug'h a great denl of dirty work for other more respectable 
speculators, who did not wish to drink .at taverns and appear personally 
in such matters. To :MI'. Q-- I applied, and effected a purehase of a 
farm of one hundred and fifty acr('~, about fifty of whieh were cleared, 
for 300[., as I shall mention more particularly in the sequel. In the 
meantime, the character of tId" distiIlg'lli~hed individual was-for he has 
10nO' gone to give an acconnt of his misdeeds in the other world-so 
re~'\rkable, that I must endeavour to describe it for the edifil'ation of the 
reader. Q-- kept a shop, or store, in C---; but he left the principal 
manag'ement of this estaLli"hment to his clerks; while, taking advantage 
of the influx of emigrants, he purwed, with unrivalled success, the pro­
fitable business of land-jobbing. In his store, before taking to this busi­
ness, he had been aecw,tomed for many years to retail goods to the 
farmers at hi;::'h prices, on the usual long crerlit s~'stcm. He had thus got 
a number of farmers deeply in his debt, and, in many cases, in preference 
to suing t.hem, had taken mortgages on their farms. By this means, 
instea,l of merely recovering the money owing to him by t.he usual 
process of law, he was ('Imblerl, by threatenin;:; to foreclose the mort­
gages, to comjJd them to sell their farms nearly on his own terms, when­
ever an opportunity occurred to rc-sell them adyanta~eously to new 
comers. Thus, besides making thirty or fort.y per cent. on his goods, ha 
often realis"d more than a hundred per cent. on his land-speculations. 

In a new country, where there is no great competition in mereantilr 
busineps, and money is scarce, thc power and profits of store-keepllU! 
are very great.. Mr. Q-- was one of the most grasping of this claSli 
His heart was ca~e-hardened, and his conscience like gum-clastic: : 
would rearlily stretch, on the shOJ,test notice, to any required extent, 
while his well-tutored countenance hetrayed no indication of ",lmt waf 
passing in his min(l. But I must not fnrg'ct to g'ive a sketch of the ap­
pearance, or outward man, of this highly-gifted individual. 

He was abont the middle size, thin and limber, and somewhat loose in 
his lower joints, like most of the nativc C'nnarlinns aurl Yan1,ees. He had 
a slight stoop in his shoulders, and his long, thin neck \,'as continually 
~tretehe(l ?ut before him, while ~lis restless little cunning eyes were roam­
mg ~bout III search of prey. HIS face, when well watched, was an index 
to hl~ selfish and un[eelmg soul. Complexion he had none, except tha.t 
semplternally endUrIng red-and-tawny mixture which is acquired by 
exposure and hard drinking. His cheeks and the corners of his eyes 
were marked by an infinity of curved lines and like most avaricious and 
deceitful men, ~e. had a long, .crooked chi~, ancl that peculiar prominent 
and shg'htly aqUllme no~e, WhICh, by people observant of such indicationsj 
has been called' the rogue's ~ose.' But how shall I describe his eye­
that small hole through whIch you can see an honest man's heart? 
Q--'s eye was like no other eye I had ever seen. His face and mout. 
could assume a good-natured cxpression, and smile; but his eye was still 
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tbe same-it never smiled, but remained cold, hard, dry, and inscrutable. 
If it had any expression at all, it was an unhappy one. Such were the im­
pressions created by his appearance, when the observer was unobserved 
by him; for he had the art of concealing the worst traits of his character 
in an extraordinary degTee, and when he suspected that the curious hiero­
glyphics which Nature had stamped on his visage were too closely 
scanned, he knew well how to divert the investigator's attention to some 
other object. He was a humorist, besides, in his way, because he found 
that jokes ana fun admirably served his turn. They helped to throw 
people off their guard, and to conceal his hang-dog look. 

He had a hard head, as well as a hard heart, and could stand any 
quantity of drink. His drinking, however, like everything' else about 
him, had a motive; and, instead of trying to appear sober, like other 
drunkards, he rather wished to appear a little elevated. In addition to 
his other acquirements, Q-- was a most accomplished gambler. In 
short, no virtuous man, who employs every passing' moment of his short 
life in doing good to his fellow-creatures, eould be more devoted and 
energetic in his endeavours to serve God and mankind than Q-- was 
in his endeavours to ease them of their spare cash. 

He possessed a great deal of that free-and-easy address and tact which 
distinguish the Canadians; and, in addition to the current coin of vulgar 
flattery which. is found so useful in all countries, his quick eye could 
discover the high-minded gentleman by a kind of instinct, which aid not 
seem quite natural to his sordid character; and, knowing' that such men 
are not to be taken by vulg;u' adulation, he could address them with 
deferential reRpect, against which no minds are entirely secure. Thus 
he wriggled himself into their good graces. After a while the unfavour­
able impression occasioned by his sinister countenance would become 
more faint, while his well-feigned kindness and apparent indulgence to 
his numerous debtors would tell greatly in his favour. 1\'[y first impres­
sion of this man was pretty nearly such as I have described; and, though 
I suspected and shunned him, I was sure to meet him at every turn. 
At length this unfavoUl::able feeling wore off in some degree, and finding 
him in the best society of the place, I began to think that his countenance 
belied him, and I reproached myself for my ungenerous suspicions. 

Feeling a certain security in the smallness ot· my available capital, I 
did not hesitate in applying to 1\'[r. Q-- to sell me a farm, particularly 
as I was aware of his anxiety to inclncc me to settle near C---, for 
the reasons already stated. I told him that 3001. was the very largest 
sum I could give for a fann, and that, if I could not get one for that 
price, I should'join my friends in the backwoods. 

Q--, after scratching his head, and considering for a few minutes, 
told me that he knew a farm which he could sell me for that price, 
particularly as he wished to get rid of a set of Yankee rascals who pre­
vented emigrants from settling in that neighbourhood. "W c afterwards 
found that there was but too good reason for the character he gave of 
some of our neighbours. Q-- held a mortgage for 150l. on a farm 
belonging to a certain Yankee settler, named Joe H--, as security for 
a debt incurred for goods at his store in C---. The idea instantly 
struck Q-- that he would compel Joe H-- to sell him his farm, by 
threatening to foreclose the mortgage. I drove out with )\ir. Q-- next 
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day to see the farm in question. It was situated in a pretty retired 
valley, surrounded by hills, about eight miles from C---, and about a 
mile from the great road leading to Toronto. There was an extensive 
orchard upon the farm, and two log-houses, and a large frame-barn. A 
considerable portion of the cleared land was light and sandy; and the 
uncleared part of the farm, situated on the flat, rocky summit of a high 
hill, was reserved for' a sugar bush,' and for supplying fuel. On the 
whole, I was pleased with the farm, which was cert~inly. cheap at the 
price of 3001.; and I therefore at once closed the bargam WIth lUI'. Q-. 

At that time I had not the slightest idea but that the farm actually 
belonged to the land-jobber; and I am, to this. day, unable to tell by what 
means he succeeded in getting lUI'. H-- to part with his property. 

'1'he father of Joe H-- had cleared the farm, and while the soil WAR 

new it gave good crops; but as the rich surface, or 'black muck,' as it is 
called, became exhausted by continual cropping, nothing but a poor, 
meagre soil remained. The early settlers were wretched farmers; they 
never ploughed deep enough, and never thought of manuring the land. 
After working the land for several years, they would let it lie waste for 
three or four years without sowing gTa~~-seeds, and then plough it up 
again for wheat. The greater part of the hay raised on these farms was 
sold in the towns, and the cattle were fed during the long severe winter 
on wheat-straw. The natural result of this poor nourishment was, that 
their cattle continually degenerated, and great numbers died every spring 
of a disease called the' hollow horn,' which appears to be peculiar to 
this country. 'Vhen the lands became sterile, from this exhausting 
treatment, they were called' worn-out farms;' and the owners generally 
Eold them to new settlers from the old country, and with the monEY they 
recei,ed, bought a larger quantity of wild lands, to provide for their sons; 
by whom the same improvident process was recommenced. 

These early settlers were, in fact, only fit for pioneers to a more thrifty 
class of settlers. 

Joe H--, or 'Uncle Joe,' as the country people call anyacquaint­
ance, after a fashion l)orrowed, no doubt, from the Dutch settlers of the 
State of New York, was, neither by his habits nor industry, likely to 
become more prosperous than his neig'hbours of the same thoughtless 
class. His father had worked hard in his time;and Uncle Joe thought 
lle had a good rig'ht to enjoy himself. The nearest village was only five 
mi.les from his place, and he was never without some excuse for going 
thIther every two or three days. His horse wanted shoeing, or his 
plough or waggon wanted 'to be fixed' by the blacksmith or ear})enter. 
As a matter ?f course, ~e came home 'pretty high,' for he was in the 
const~nt ·hablt of. pOUl'mg a half-tumbler of whisky down his throat, 
st~ndmg bolt uprIght at the bar of the tavern, after which he would 
drmk about the same quantity of cold water to wash it down. These 
habits, together with bad farming, and a lazy, slovenly help-mate, in a 
few years made Joe as poor as he could desire to be' and at last he was 
compelled to sell his farm to lUI'. Q __ . ' 

:Aft,;r we had got settled down on this farm, I had often occasion to 
dl'lye mto C--, for the purpose of buying groceries and other neces­
sanes! a,s we then thought them, at the store of 1\11'. Q-_. On these 
occaSIOns I always took up my quarters, for the time, at the tavern of our 
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worthy Yankee friend, Mr. S--. As I drove up to the door, I generally 
found S-- walking about briskly on the boarded platform, or 'stoop' 
in front of the house, welcoming his guests in his own peculiar free-and­
easy style, looking after their horses, and seeing that his people were 
attentive to their duties. I think I see him now before me, with his 
thin, erect, lathy figure, his snub nose, and puckered-up face, wriggling 
and twisting himself about, in his desire to please his customers. 

On stopping in front of the tavern, shortly after our settlement on the 
farm, Mr. f:l-- stepped up to me, in the most familiar manner imagin­
able, holding out his hand quite condescendingly,-' Ah, Mister Moodie, 
ha-a-w do you do ?-and ha-a-w's the old woman F' 

At first I could not conceive whom he meant by this very homely 
appellation; and I very simply asked him what person he alluded to, as 
I had no old woman in my establishment. 

'Why, your old woman, to be sure-your missus-Mrs. Moodie, I 
guess. You don't quite understand our language yet.' 

, Oh! now I understand you; she's quite well, I thank you; and how 
is our friend Mrs. S--?' I replied, laying a slight emphasis on the 
Mrs., by way of a gentle hint for his future guidance. 

'Mrs. S--, I guess she's smart, pret-ty con-siderable. She'l1 be 
right glad to see you, for you're pretty considerable of a favour-ite with 
her, I tell you; but now tell me what you will drink ?-for it's my treat.' 

As he said these words, he strutted into the tavern before me, throwing 
his head and shoulders back, and rising on his tiptoes at every step. 

Mrs. S-- had been a very handsome woman, and still retained much 
of her good looks. She was a most exemplary housewife and manager. 
I was often astonished to witness the incessant toil she had to endure in 
attending to the wants of such a numerous household. 

She had plenty of Irish 'helps' in the kitchen; but they knew as 
much of cookery as they did of astronomy, and poor Mrs. S--'8 hand8, 
as well as her head, were in constant requisition. 

She had two very pretty daughters, whom '~he would not suffer to do 
any rough work which would spoil their soft white hands. Mrs. S--, 
no doubt, foresaw that she could not expect to keep such fair creatures 
long in such a marrying country as Canada, and, according to the common 
caution of divines, she herd these blessings with a loose hand. 

There was one sweet little girl, whom I had often seen in her father's 
arms, with her soft dark eyes, and her long auburn ringlets hanging in 
wild profusion over his shoulders. 

'I guess she likes pa, some,' Mr. S-- would say when I remarked 
her fondness for him. 'l'his little fairy had a natural genius for music, 
and though she was only four years old, she would sit for an hour at a 
time at the door of our room to hear me play on the flute, and would 
afterwards sing all the airs she picked up, with the sweetest voice in the 
world. Humble as the calling of a tavern-keeper may be considered in 
England, it is looked upon in the United States, where M;s. S-- w~s 
'raised,' as extremely respectable; and I have never met wlth women, ill 
any class of society elsewhere, who possessed morc of the good-feeling 
and unobtrusive manners which should belong to ladies than in the 
family of this worthy tavern-keeper. 

When I contrast their genuine kindness and humanity with the 
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hauO'hty, arrogant airs assumed by some ladies of a higher standing in 
soci~ty from England who sojourned i~ t~eir house at the .s~me ti~e 
with ourselves-when I remember their msolent way of gIvmg theIr 
orders to ~1rs. S--, and their still more wounding condescension-I 
confess I cannot but feel ashamed of my countrywomen. All these 
patronising airs, I doubt not, ,~ere as.sumed purposely to imI?re~s the 
minds of those worthy people with an Idea of their vast superIOnty. I 
have sometimes, I confes~, becn a little annoyed with the familiarity of 
the Americans, Canadians as well as Yankees; but I mnst say that ex­
perience has taught me to blame myself at least as mu?h as them. If, 
instead of senelin"" our youthful aristocracy to thc contment of Europe, 
to trcat the nativ~s with contcmpt and increase the unpopularity of the 
British abroad while their stock of native an-ogance is augmented by 
the cringing· c~mpJaisancc of those who only bow to their superiority in 
wealth, they were sent to the United States, or even to Canada, they 
would receive a lesson or two which would be of infinite service to them; 
some of their most repulsivc prejmlices and peculiarities would soon be 
rubbed off by the roug·h towel of democracy. 

It is cm·ious to 0118erve the remarkablc diver~ity in the accounts given 
by recent emigrants to this country of their treatment, and of the 
manners and character of the people, in the United States and in Canada. 
Some meet with con~tant kindness. others with nothing but rudeness and 
brutality. Of course therc is truth in both accounts; hut strangcrs from 
an aristocratie-al country do not usnally m'tke sufficient allowance for the 
habits and prejudices of a people of a land, in which, from the compara­
tively equal distribution of property, ftnd the certain prosperity attendant 
on industry, the whole constitution of society is necessarily democratical, 
irrespectively of political institutions. Those who go to such a country 
with the notion that they will carry cwrything before them by means of 
pretence and assumption, will find thell1sdves grieyously deceived. To 
use a homely illustration, it is just as irrational to expect to force a 
large body through a small aperture. In both cases they will meet with 
unyielding resistance. 'Vhen a poor and industrious mechanic, farmer,­
or labourer comes here without pretensions of any kind, no such com­
plaintfl are to be heard. He is treated with respect, and every one seems 
willing to help him forward. If in after-ycars the manners of such a 
setticr should grow in importance with his prosperity-which is rarely 
the case-his pretensions would be much more readily tolerated than 
th,,,,, of any unknown or untried individual in a higher class of society. 

The North Americans generally are much more dispofoed to yalue 
people according to the estimate they fonn of their industry and other 
qualities which more direc!ly lead to the acquisition of prope~ty, and to 
the benefit of the commumty, than for their prcsent and actual wealth. 
"'hile they pay ~ ce.rtain. mock homage to a wealthy immigI·ant, when 
they.have a motive 111 d01l1g so, they secretly are more inclined to look 
on 111m as a well-fledged goose who has come to America to be plucked. 
In truth, m~nf o~ them are S? dexterous in this operation that the un­
fortunatc Victim IS often strlpped naked before he is aware that he has 
~ost a feather. There seems to be a fatality attending riches imported 
mt? CaJlada. .They are sure t? make to themselves wings and flee away 
while wealth IS no less certam to adhere to the poor and industrious 
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settler. The great fault of the Canadian character is an unwillingness 
to admit the just claim.s of e?-ucation a~d talent, however unpretending, 
to some share of consIderatIon. In thIs respect the Americans of the 
United States are gTeatly superior to the Canadians, he cause they are 
better educated and their country longer settled. These genuine Repub­
licans, when their theory of the original and natural equality among 
them is once cheerfully admitted, are ever ready to show respect to 
mental superiority, whether natural or acquired. • 

My evenings on visiting C-- were usually spent at lUI'. 8--'s 
tavern, where I was often much amused with the variety of characters 
who were there Itesembled, and who, from the free-and-easy familiarity of 
the colonial mauners, had little chance of concealing their peculiarities 
from an attentive observer. Mr. Q--, of course, was always to be 
found there, drinking·, smoking cigars, and craeking jokes. 'l'o a casual 
observer he appeared to be a regular boon companion, without an object 
but that of enjoying the passing hour. Among his numerous accom­
plishments, he had learnt a number of sleight-of~hand tricks from the 
travelling conjurors '\\"ho visit the country, and are generally willing to 
sell their secrets singly, at a regulated price. This seemed a curious 
investment for Q--, but he knew how to turn everything to account. 
By such means he was enabled to contribute to the amusement of the 
company, and thus became a kind of favourite. If he could not manage 
too sell a lot of land to an immigrant or speculator, he would carelessly 
propose to some of the company to have a game at whist or 100, to pass 
the time away; and he never failed to conjure most of their money into 
his pockets. At this time a new character made his appearance at C--, 
a Mr. B--, an English farmer of the true yeoman breed. He was a 
short-legged, long-bodied, corpulent little man. He wore a brown coat, 
with ample skirts, and a vast expanse of yest, with drab-colourt'd small­
clothes and gaiters. B-- was a jolly, good-natured looking man, with 
an easy, blunt manner which might easily IJass for honesty. 

Q-- had sold him a lot of wild land in some out-of-the-way township, 
by making Mr. B-- believe that he could sell it again very soon, with a 
handsome profit. Of course his bargain was not a good one. He soon 
found from its situation that the land was quite unsaIeable, there being 
no settlements in thc neighbourhood. Instead of expressing any resent­
ment, he fairly acknowledged that Q-- was his master at a bargain, 
and gave him full credit for his address and cunning, and quietly resolved 
in his own mind to profit by the lesson he had received. 

Now, with all their natural acuteness and habitual dexterity in such 
matters the Canadians have one weak point; they are too ready to 
believe that Englishmen are made of money. All that an emigrant has 
to do to acquire the reputation of having money, is to seem quite easy, 
and free from care or anxiety for the future, and to maintain a certain 
degree of reserve in talking of his priv.ate affairs. ]l,1r. B-- perfectly 
understood how to play his cards with the land-jobber; and his fat, jolly 
physiognomy, and rustic, provincial manners and accent, greatly assisted 
him in the d('ception. Every day Q-- drove him out to look at 
different farms. B-- talked carelessly of buying some large' block' of 
land, that would have cost him some3000l. or 4000l., providing he could 
only find the kind of soil he particularly liked for farming purposes. As 
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he seemed to be in no hurry in making his selection, Q-- determined 
to make him useful, in the meantime, in promoting his views with respect 
to others. He therefore puffed Mr. B-- up to everybody as a Norfolk 
farmer of large capital, and always appealed to him to confirm the 
character he gave of any farm he wished to sell to a new comer. B-.-, 
on his side, was not slow in playing into Q--'s hand on these occaslons, 
and without being at all suspected of collusion. 

In thc evening, Mr. B-- would walk into the public room of the 
tavern apparently fatigued with his exertions through the day; fling 
himself cl1rolessly on a sofa, and unbutton his gaiters and the knees of 
his small-clothes. He took little noticc of anybody unless he was spoken 
to and his whole demeanour seemed to say, as plainly as words, 'I care 
fo~ nobody, nobody cares for me.' This was j?st the kind of man for 
Q __ . He instantly saw that he would be an mvaluable ally and coad­
jutor, without seeming to be so. 'When B-- made his appearance in 
the cvening, Q-- was seldom at the tavern, for his time had not .yet 
come. In· the meanwhile, B-- was sure to be drawn gradually mto 
conversation by some emigrants, who, seeing that he was a practical 
farmer, would be desirous of getting his opinion respecting certain farms 
which they thought of purchasing. There was such an appearance of 
blunt simplicity of character about him, that most of these inquirers 
thought hc was forgetting his own interest in telling them so much as 
hc did. In the coursc of conversation, he would mention several farmR he 
had been looking at with the intention of purchasing, and he would par­
ticularly mention some one of them as possessing extraordinary advan­
tages, but which had some one disadvantage which rendered it ineligible 
for him; such as being too small, a circumstance which, in all pro­
b..1.bility, would recommend it to another description of settler. 

It is hard to say whether Q-- was or was not deceivcd by B-­
lmt though he used him for the present as a decoy, he no doubt expectec 
ultimately to sell him some of his farms, with a vcry handsome profit 
B--, however, whose mcans werc probably extremely small, fough1 
shy of buying; and after looking at a number of farms, he told Q-­
that, on mature reflection, he thought he could employ his capital morl 
profitably hy renting a number of farms, and working them in the Englisl 
manner, which he felt certain would answer admirably in Canada, insteai 
of sinking his capital at once in the purchase of lands. Q-- was fairly 
caught; and B-- hired some six or seven farms from him, which he 
worked for some time, no doubt greatly to his own advantage, for he 
neither paid rent nor wages. Occasionally, other land-speculators would 
drop into the tavern, when a curious game would be played between 
Q-- and them. One of the speculators wouM ask another if he did not 
()wn some land in a particular part of the country, as he had bought 
some ~ots in the same quarter, without seeing them, and would like to 
know If they were good. The other would answer in the affirmative, 
~d pretend to desire to purchase the lots mentioned. The former, in 
hiS turn, would pretend reluctance, and make a similar offer of buy­
ing. All this cullUing manoouvring would be continued for a time in the 
hope of inducing some third party or stranger to make an offer for the 
land,which would be accepted. It often happened that some other 
person, who had hitherto taken no part in the course of these conversa-
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tions, and who appeared to have no personal interest in the matt€'r: 
would quietly inform the stranger that he knew the land in question and 
that it was all of the very best quality. It would be endless to de;cribe 
all the little artifices practised by thesc speculators to induce persons t() 
purchase from them. Besides a few of these lillprincipled traders in 
land, some of whom are found in most of the towns, there are a large 
number of land-speculators who own both wild and improved farms in 
all parts of the colony who do not descend to these discreditable arts 
but wait quietly until their lands become valuable by the progress of 
improvement in their neighbourhood, when they readily find purchasers 
-or, rather, the purchasers find them out, and obtain their lands at rea­
sonable prices. In 1832, when we came to Canada, a great speculation 
was carried on in the lands of the U. E. (or "Cnited Empire) Loyalists. 
The sons and daughters of these loyalists, who had fled to Canada from 
the United States at the time of the revolutionary war, were entitled to 
free grants of lots of wild land. Besides these, few free grants of land 
were made by the British Government, except those made to half-pay 
officers of the army and navy, and of course there was a rapid rise in 
their value. Almost all the persons entitled to such grants had settled 
in the eastern part of the Upper Province, and as the large emigration 
which had commenced to Canada had chiefly flowed into the more 
western parts of the colony, they were, in general, ignorant of the in­
creased value of their lands, and were ready to sell them for a mere 
trifle. They were bought by the speculators at from 28. 6d. to 305. 9d. per 
acre, and often for much less, and were sold again, with an enormous 
profit, at from 58. to 208., and sometimes even 408. per acre, according to 
their situation. As to personally examining ~hese lands, it was a thing 
never thought of, for their price was so low that it was almost impos­
sible to lose by the purchase. The supply of U. E. Loyalists' lands, or 
claims for land, for a long time seemed to be almost inexhaustible; for 
the loyal refugees appear to have been prolific beyond all precedent, amI 
most of those who held office at the c:tpital of the province, or who 
could command a small capital, became speculators, and throve prodi­
giously. Many persons, during the early days of the colony, were thus 
enriched, without risk or labour, from the inexhaustible' quivers' of the 
U. E. Loyalists. Though the bulk of the speculators bought lands at 
haphazard, certain parties who found favour at the government-offices 
managed to secure the best lands which were for sale or location, before 
they were exposed to fair competition at the periodical public sales in 
the different districts. Thus a large portion of the wild lands in the 
colony were and are still held: the absentee proprietors profiting frOlll 
the increased value given to their property by the improvements of the 
actual settlers, while they contribute little or nothing to the cultivation 
of the country. The progress of the colony has thus been retarded, and 
its best interests sacrificed, to gratify the insatiable cupidity of a clique 
who boasted the exclusive possession of all the loyalty in the country; 
and every independent man who dared to raise his voice against such 
abuses was branded as a RepUblican. 

]l;lr. Q-- dealt largely in these' U. E. Rights,' as they were called, 
and so great was the emigration in 1832 that the lands he bought at 
28. 6d. per acre he could readily sell again to emigrants and Canadians at. 
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from 5.~. to 15~. per acre, according to Ritnation and the description of. 
purchasers he met with. I have stated that the speculators generallYl 
buy lands at haphazard. By this I mean as to the quality of the lands, 
All coloni~ts accustomed to observe the progress of settlement, and th~ 
local advantages which hasten improvement, aCf"\uire a peculiar sagacity 
in such ma.tters. Unfortunately for many old countrymen, they are' 
O'enerally entirely destitute of this kind of knowledge, which is onlyac­
quired by long observation and experience in colonies. 

The knowledge of the canses which promote the rapid settlement of a 
new conntr~', and of those in geneml which leael to the improvement of 
t.he physical condition of mankind, may be compared to the lmowledge 
of a langmtg·e. The inhabitant of a civilised and long-settled country 
may speak and write his own language with the greatest purity, but 
very few ever reflect on the amount of thought, metaphor, and ingenuity! 
which has been expended by their less civilised ancestors in bringing 
that hU:2:uage to perfection. The barbarian first feds the disadvantage 
of a limited means of communicating his ideas, and with g'reat labour 
and ingenuity devises the me;,ns, from time to time, to remedy the im­
perfection~ of his languag". He is compelled to analyse and "turly it in 
its first elements, and to augment the modes of expression in order to 
keep pace wit.h the increasing number of his wants and ideas. 

A colony bears the same relation to an old-settled country that a 
grammar does to a language. In a colony, society is seen in its first 
elements, thc country itsc·lf is in its rudest and simplest form. The colo­
nist knows thcm in this primitive statt:, and watches their progress step 
by step. In this manner he acquires an intimate knowledge of the phi. 
losophy of improvement, which is almost unattainahle by an individua'\ 
who has lived from his childhood in a highly-complex and artificial state 
of society, where everything' around him was formed and arranged long 
before he came into the world; he sees the effects, the causes existed long 
before his time. His place in society-his portion of the wealth of the 
country-his prejudices-his religion itself, if he has any, are all more or 
less Bcreditary. He is in some measure a mere machine, or rather a part 
of one. He is a creature of education, rather than of original thought. 

The colonist has to create-he has to draw on his own stock of ideas, 
and to ronse up all his latent energies to meet all his wants in his new 
position. Thus his thinking princiIJle is strengthened, and he is more 
energetic. 'When a moderate sharc of education is added to these ad­
va~tages-for they are advantages in one sense-he becomes a superior 
bemg. I have indulged in these reflections, with manifes~ ri~k of being 
thought somewhat prosy by my more lively readers, in order to guard 
my countrymen, Eng'lish, Scotch, and Irish, ag'ainst a kind of presump­
tion which is exceedingly common among thcm when they come to 
Canach-- of fancying that they are as capable of forming correct opinions 
on local matters as the Canadians themselves. It is always somewhat 
hymbling to our self-love to be compelled to confess what may be con­
SIdered a;n ~rror .of judgment, but my desire to guard future. settlers 
~gam~t SimIlar mIstakes overpowers my reluctance to own that I fell 
mto the common. error. of many of my countrymen, of purchasing wild 
land, ~n specu1atlOn, With a very inadequate capHal. This was one oj 
the cbIef cause8 of much suffering, in which for lllany years my familJ 
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became involved j but through which, supported by trust in Providence, 
and the energy of a devoted partner, I continued by her aid to struggle, 
until, when least expected, the light of hope at length dawned upon us. 

In reflecting on this error-for error and imprudence it was, even 
though the result had been fortunate-I have sHU this poor comfort, 
that there was not one in a hundred of persons similarly situated but fell 
into the same mistake, _ of trusting too much to present appearances, 
without sufficient experience in the country. 

I had, as I have already stated, about 300l. when I arrived in Canada. 
This sum was really advantageously invested in a cleared farm, which 
possess~d an intrinsic and not a merely speCUlative value. Afterwards a 
small legacy of about 7007. fell into my hands, and had I contented 
myself with this farm, and purchased two adjoining cleared farms, con­
taining two hundred acres of land of the fine~t quality, which were sold 
fa,r below their value by the thriftless owners, I should have done well, 
or at all events have invested my money profitably. But the temptation 
to buy wild land at 5s. an acre, which was expected to double in value in 
a few months, with the example of many instances of similar speculation 
proving 8uecessful which came under my notice, proved irresistible. 

In 1832 emigration was ju~t at its height, and a great number of 
emigrants, several of whom were of the higher class, and possessed of 
considerable capital, were directed to the town of C---, in the orear 
of which extcnsive tracts of land were offered to settlers at the pro­
vincial government ~ales. Had this extensive emigration continued, I 
should have been enabled to double my capital, by selling my wild lands 
to settlers; but, tmfortunately, the prevalence of cholera during that 
year, and other causes, gave such a serious check to emigration to Canada 
that it has never been renewed to the same extent since that time. 
Besides the chance of a check to emigration generally, the influx of 
strangers is often extremely capricious in the direction it takes, flowing 
one year into one particular locality, and afterwards into another. Roth 
these results, neither of which was foreseen by anyone, unfortunately 
for me ensued just at that time. It seemed natural that emigrants 
should flow into a fertile tract of land, and emigration was confidently 
expected steadily to increase: these were our anticipations, Lut neither 
of them was realised. "r ere it suitable to the character of these sketches, 
I would enter into the subject of emigration and the progress of im­
provement in Canada, respecting which my judgment has been matured 
by experience and observation; but such considerations would be out 
of place in a volume like the present, and I shall therefore proceed with 
my narrative. 

I had obtained my cleared farm on easy terms, and, in so far as tlie 
probability of procuring a comforta,ble subsistence was concerned, we had 
no reason to complain; l;mt comfort and happiness do not depend entirely 
on a sufficiency of the necessaries of life. Some of our neighbours were 
far from being agreeable to us. Being fresh from England, it could 
bardly be expected that we could at once accommodate ourselves to thc 
obtrusive familiarity of persons who had no conception of any differences 
in taste or manners arising from education and habits acquired in a morp 
refined state of society. I allude more particularly to some rude ar 
demoralised American farmers from the United States, who lived in. 
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immediate neighbourhood. Other neighbours from the sam~ cOlmtry 
were worthy, industrious people; but, on the whole, the e.VIl greatly 
predominated over the good amongst them. . . 

At a few miles' distance from our farm, we had some mtelligent 
Eno'lish neiO'hbours of a higher class; but they were always so busily 
occ~pied with theil: farming operations that they had l~tt1e leisure or in­
clination for that sort of easy intercourse to WhICh we had been 
accustomed. If we called in the forenoon, we generally found our 
neighbour hard at work in the fields, and his wife over head and ears in 
her domestic occupations. "T e had to ring the bell repeatedl:y before we 
could gltin admittance, to allow her time to change her ordmary dress. 
Long before this could be effected, or we could enter the door, sundry 
reconnoitring parties of the children would peep at us round the corners 
of the house, and then scamper off to make their reports. 

It seems strange that sensible people should not at once see the 
necessity of accommodating their habits to their situation and circum­
stances, and receive their friends without appearing to be asha~ed of 
their employments. This absurdity, however, is happily confined to tho 
would-be-genteel people in the country, who visit in the towns, and 
occasionally are ambitious enough to give large parties to the aristocracy 
of the towns. The others, who do not pretend to vie with the towns­
people in su<:h follies, are a great deal more easy and natural in their 
manners, and more truly independent and hospitable. 
~ ow that we are better acquainted with the country, we much prefer 

the conversation of the intelligent and unpretending class of farmers, 
who, though their education has been limited, often possess a. rich fund 
of strong common-sense and liberality of sentiment, and not unfrequently 
great observation and originality of mind. At the period I refer to, a. 
number of the American settlers from the United States, who compose~ 
a considerable part of the population, regarded British settlers with an 
intense feeling of dislike, and found a pleasure in annoying and insulting 
them when any occasion offered. They did not understand us, nor did 
we them, and they generally mistook the reserve which is common with 
the British towards strangers for pride and superciliousness. 

'Y ou Britishers are too superstitious,' one of them told me, on a 
particular occasion. 

It was some time before I found out what he meant by the term 
'superstitious,' and that it was generally used by them for' supercilious.' 

New settlers of the lower classes were then in the habit of imitating 
their rudeness and familiarity, which they mistook for independence. To 
a certain extent, this feeling still exists amongst the working-class from 
Europe, but they have learnt to keep it within prudent bounds for their 
own sakes; and the higher class have learnt to moderate their pretensionsl 
which will not be tolerated here, where labourers are less dependent on 
them for employment. The character of both classes in fact has been 
alt.ered very much for the better, and a better and' healthi~r feeling 
eXIsts betwee~ them-much more so, indeed, than in England. 

The labourmg-class come to this country too often with the idea that 
th~ higher class are their tyrants and oppressors; and, with a feeling 
,;kin to. reven~e, they are often inclined to make their em ployers in Canada 
titrer m theIr turn. This feeling }s the effect of certain depressing 
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causes, often remote and beyond the reach of legislation, but no less real 
on ~h.at acc.ount j. and just in proporti.on to th~ degree o!, poverty and 
servlht:y WhlC~ eXIsts amung tl~e labourlllg claFs.m the partIcular part of 
the Umted Kmgdom from WhICh they eome, WIll be the reaction here. 
When emigrants have been some years settled in Canada, they find out 
their partieular andjust position, as well as their duties and interests and 
then they begin to feel truly happy. The fermentation arisino• fro~ the 
strange .mix~'ltre of discordant elements and feelings gradually subsides, 
but u~tll tins takes place, the state of. society is anything but agreeable 
or satIsfactory. 

Such was its state at C --- in 1832 j and to us it was so dis­
tasteful, that though averse, for varions reasons, to commence a new 
settlement, we began to listen to the persuasions of our friends who were 
settled in the township of D ---, about forty miles from' C ---, 
and who were naturally anxious. to induce us to settle among them. 

l\Irs. ~loodie's brother, S ---, had recently formed a settlement in 
that township, and just before our arrival in Canada, had been joined by 
an old brother officer and countryman of mine, Mr. T---, who was 
married to Mrs. Moodie's sister. 'rhe latter, who, like myself, was a 
half-pay officer, had purchased a lot of wild land, close to the farm 
occupied by S ---. Mr. S--- S--- had emigrated to Canada 
while quite a youth, and was thoroughly acquainted with the backwoods, 
and with the use of the felling-axe, which he wielded with all the ease 
and dexterity of a native. 

I had already paid some flying visits to the backwoods, and found the 
state of society, though rude and rough, more congeni,pJ to our European 
iastes and habits j for several gentlemen of liberal education were settlcd 
nn the neighbourhood, among whom there was a constant interchange of 
visits and good offices. All these gentlemen had recently arrived from 
England, Ireland, or Scotland j and all the labouring class were also fresh 
from the olrl country, and consequently very little chang'e had taken 
place in the manners or feeling'S of either class. There we felt we could 
enjoy the society of those who could sympathise with our tastes and 
prejudices, and who, from inclination as well as necessity, were inclined 
to assist each other in their farming operations. 

l'here is no situation in which men feel more the necessity of mutual 
assistance than in clearing land. Alone, a man may fell the trees on a 
considerable extent of woodland j but without the assistancc of two or 
three others, he cannot pile up the logs previous to burning. Common 
labours and common difficulties, as among comrades during a campaign, 
produce a social unity of feeling among backwoodsmen. Thcre is, 
moreover, a peculiar charm in the excitement of improving a wilderness 
1'01' the benefit of children and pORterity j there is in it, also, that COll­

!ciousness of usefulness which forms so essential an ingredient in true 
lappiness. Every tree that falls beneath the axe opens a wider prospect, and 
mcourages the settler to persevere in his efforts to attain independence. 

Mr. S --- had secured for me a portion of the military grant of 
four hundred acres, which I was entitled to as a half-pay officer, in. his 
immediate neighbourhood. l'hough this portion amounted to only sIxty 
tcres it was so far advantageous to me as being in a settled part of the 
:ountry. I bought a clergy reserve of two hundred acres, in the rear of 

I 
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the ~ixty acres, for 17. per acre, fO,r which immNliately afterwardR I '~as 
offere(1 '21, per acre, for at that, penod there was ~\l('h an lllflu~ of settl,era 
into that locality that lands h~td rben rapidly to a fictitious price. I had 
also purc]m<('(l onc hundrcd acres more for 11. lOs. pcr acre, from a 
privitte individual; this "ls .. WllS consiLlercd dlcap at thc time. 

These I,)ts, funnin!!.' altugether a compact farlll of three hundrcd and 
sixty acre~ w('re situatcd on tlw ,loping' bankR of a beautiful lake, or, 
rat.her, expansion of the river Otonabee, about half a mile wide, and 
stud,led wilh woody islets. From this lake I afterwards procured many 
a O'ooc1meal for my little family, when all oth"r llll'anS of obtaining food 
haod failed us. I thus ,ccured a tmd of land which was amply f;ufficient for 
the c()m~'orrable subsistence of a family, had matters p:one well with me. 

It should be distinctly borne in mind by the reader, that uneleared 
burl in a remote situation from m,ukets possesses, pruperly Fpeaking, no 
intrinsic v<llue, like cleared lanrl, for a great deal of labour vI' money 
must be expended before it can be made to produce anything- to sell. 1\1y 
half-pay, which amounted to "bont 1001. per annum of Canadian currency, 
was sufficient to keep us supplied with food, and to pay fur clearing a 
certain extent of land, say ten acres every year, for wheat, which is 
immelliately afterwards sown with gras~-8eerls to supply hay for the, 
cattle during winter, Unfortnn'l~ely, at this period, a great change took 
place in my circumstances, which it was impossible for the must prudentl! 
or eautiuu~ to have foreseen. 

An intimation from the "-ar-officc appeared in all the newspape~ 
calling on half-pay officers either to sell their commis~ion8 01' to holm, 
themselves in rea,liness to j .. in some reg-imcnt, This was a hard' 
altern1ttive, as many of these ofiicers were situated; for a great many of 
them had been tempted to emigrate to C\marla by the g'l''Ints of lana 
which were offered them by government" and had expended all thea 
means in improving these grants, which were illvadably given to them 
in remote "ituatiuns, ",here they were worse than wo('thle~s to any cIa. 
of setl'lers but those who could command 8ufficiult labour in their own 
families t'l makc the necessary cl("lrill,~s amI impro\-ements. 

Rather than sell my commi""ion, I would at once have made up my 
minrl to join a regiment in ,my part of the WOrllj; but., when J came to 
think of the matter, I recullected that the expelJ'c of an uutfit, and of 
removing my family-to say not.hing of sacrificing my llroperty in the 
colony-would render it utterly impossible for me to accept this un­
plea~lmt alternative aJter being my own master fill' eig-hteen yeltr~, and 
after effectually getting rid vf alllhc habits which render a military life 
attractive to It young man. Under these circl1mstances, -J too hastil 
determined to sell out of the army. Thi~, of course, was easily manngllll 
I e~peeted to get about 6001. for my commi~sion; and, before the tl"aur 
!l'ctlOn. was concluded, I was inr]11iring anxiously for sume mode of 
lllvestmg the proceeds, so as to yield It yearly in'·ome. 

l:"nfortunately, as it turnerl out, I marie a llargain with 1\11", Q _ 
for twent.y-five shares, of 251. eaeh, in a fine steamer which had jUJl 
been built at C ---, and which was expccterl to pa; at lea,t twentJ' 
five per cent. to the Rhareholders This amount of stock Q __ ~ 
offered me for the proceeds of my commissiun, whatevcr amonnt it migl 
be sold for; offering at the same time to retW'n all he should recehl 
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above 600l. sterling. As I had nothing but his word for this part of the 
agreement, he did not recollect it_when he obtained 7001., whicil was 1001. 
more than I expected. 

Some boats on Lake Ontario, while the great emigration lasted and there 
was less competition, yielded more than thirty per cent.; and th~re ~eemed 
then no reason to doubt that the new boat would be equally profitable. 

It is possible that Q --- foresaw what actually hal'pened; or, more 
probably, he thought he could employ his money better ill land-~pecula­
tions. As soon as the steamer began to run, a quarrel took place between 
the shareholders who resided at C ---, where she was built, and those 
who lived at the capital of the Upper Province-York, as it was then 
called. 'l'he consequence was that she remained idle a long time, and at 
last she came under the entire control of the shareholders at York, who 
managed the boat as they liked, and to Ruit their own interests. 
Afterwards, though t.he boat continued to be protitably emlJloyed, 
somehow or other all her earnings were consumed in repairs, &c., and for 
several years I never received a penny for my shares. At last the 
steamer was sold, and I only received about a fourth part of my original 
stock. This, as may be supposed, was a bitter disappointment to me; 
for I had every reason to think that I had not only imested my money 
well, but very profitably, judging from the profits of the other boats on 
the lake. Had I received the proceeds of my commission, and buught 
bank stock in the colony-which then and still yields eight. pel' cent.­
my 700l. sterling, equal to 840l. currency, would have given me 601. per 
annum, which, with my own labour, would have kept my family tolerably 
well, have helped to pay servants, and have saved us all much privation 
and harassing anxiety. 

Having thus supplied the painful details of a transaction, a knowledge 
of which was necessary to exphtin many ciTcumstances in our situation, 
otherwise unintelligible, I shall proceed with my narrative. 

The government did not carry out its intention with respect to half­
pay officers in the colonies; but mimy officers, like myself, had already 
sold their commissions, under the apprehension of being compelled to 
accept this hard alternative. I was suddenly thrown on my own 
resource:>, to support a helpless and inereasing family, without any 
regular income. I had this consolation, however, under my misfortune, 
that I had acted from the best mot.ives, and without the must remote 
idea that I was risking the comfort and happiness of those depcnding 
upon me. I found very soon, that I had been too precipitate, a8 people 
often are in extraordinary positions; though, had the remIt been more 
fortunate, most people would have comml'nded my prudence ,\nd fore­
sight. We determined, however, to hear up manfully against onr ill­
fortune, and trust to that Providence which never deserts those who do 
not forget their own duties in trying circumstances. 

It is cnrious how, on such occasions, some stray stanzas, which hang 
about the outskirts of the memory, will suddenly come to our aid. 
Thus, I often caught myself bumming over some of the verses of that 
excellent moral song, 'The Pilot,' and repeating, with a peculiar 
empha~is, the concluding lines of each stanza,; 

'Fear not! but trust in Providenc<', 
Wherever thou may'at be.' 

I 2 
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Sue?; songs do good; and a peculiar blessing secms to attcnd eyery com­
position. in prose or ,erse, which inculcates good moral sentIment~, 01' 

tends to strengthen our virtuous resolutions. This fine song, I feel 
assured, ,rill live embalmed in the memory of mankind long after the 
sickly, affected, and unnatural ditties of its author have gone to ~heir 
merited olllivion. Sometimes, howevcr, in spite of my good resoluhons, 
when left alone the dark clouds of despondency would close around me, 
and I coul(l n~t hrlp contrasting the happy past in onr life with my 
gloomy anticipatious of the future. Sleep, which shoultl bring comfort 
and refreshment, often only aggravated my painful regrets, by recalling 
scenes which had ncarlJ escaped my waking memory. 

XIV.-A JOURNEY TO TIlE WOODS. 

IT was a bright frosty morning when I bade adieu to the farm, the 
birthplace of my little Agnes, who, nestled beneath my cloak, was 
sweetly sleeping on my knee, unconscious of the long jOUl'ney before us 
into the wihlerness. 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 lVIr. D--, was to convey us and our house­
hold goods to llouro for the sum of twenty dollars. DlU'ing the week 
he had made several jOllrneys, with furniture amI s~ores; and all that 
now remained was to be conveyed to the woods in two large lumber­
sleighs, one driven by himself, the other by a younger brothel'. 

It was not wit.hout regTet that I left Melsetter, for ~o my husband 
had called the place, after his father's estate in Orkney. It was a 
beautiful pictmcsque spot; and, in SIJite of thc 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 necessary lossr 
and is apt tu give to the emigrant roving and ullsettled habits. ];l1t 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, cleyer man, for his opportnnities. He took 
charge of the liying 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 manner, for at 
every barn-yard we happened to pass, he clapped his wings, and crowed 
so long and loud that it afforded gTeat amusement to the whole party, 
and doubtless was very edifYing to the poor hens, who lay huddled 
together as mute as mice. 

'TI~at 'ere rouster thinks he's on the top of the heap,' said our driver, 
Itl~lghll1g. 'I guess he's not userl to travelling in a dese conveyance. 
LIsten! How all the crowers 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 bright for the time of yetlr (the first week in February)! 
that we Buffered no inconvenience from the cold. Little I{atie wall' 
enchanted with the jing'!ing of the sleigh-bells, and nC8tlcd among th~ 



A JOURNEY TO THE WOODS. 133 
packages,. kep~ si~ging or talking to the hor8es in her baby lingo. Trifling 
as these lIttle IncIdents were, before we had proceeded ten miles on our 
long journey, they revived my drooping spirit~ and I beo'an to feel a 
lively interest in the scenes through which we w~re passin!!"~ 
r '.rhe 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 beg'an to 
diminish, and tall woods arose on either side of the path; their Eolemn 
aspect, and the deep silence that brooded over their ,ast solitudes, in­
spiring' the mincl with a strange awe. Not a breath of wind stirred the 
leafless branches, whose huge shadows-reflected upon the dazzling 
white covering of snow-lay so perfectly still, that it seemed as if 
Nature cad suspended her operations, that life and motion had ceased, 
and that she was sleeping in her winding-8heet, npon the bier of death. 

'I guess you will find the woods pretty lonesome,' said our driver, 
whose thoughts had been evidently employed on the same wbject as our 
own. '''Te were oncc in the woods, but emigration has stepped ahead 
of us, and made our'n a cleared part of the country. ~'hen I was a boy, 
all this country, for thirty miles on every side of us, was hush land. As 
to Peterborough, the place was unknown; not a settler had ever passed 
through the Great Swamp, and some of them believed that it was the end 
of the world.' 

'What swamp is that?' asked 1.-' Oh, the great Cavan Swamp. "Te 
are just two miles from it; and I tell you that the horses will need a 
good rest, and ourselves a good dinner, by the time we are throug-h it. 
Ah! 1\1rs. J\f oodie, if ever you travel that way in summer, you willlmow 
something about corduroy roads. I was 'mo&t jolted to death last fall; I 
thought it would have been no tad notion to have insured my teeth 
before I left C--. I really expected that they would ha\'e been shook 
out of my head before we had done manreuvring over the big logs.' 

'How will my crockery stand it in the next sleigh? quoth J. ' If the 
road is such as you de~cribe, I am afraid that I shall not bring' a "'hole 
vlate to DOUl'O.'-' Oh! the snow is a great 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 caUle strayed away into it, they fell a prey to the wolves 
and bear8, and were seldom recovered. 

, An old Scotch emigrant, 'who had located himself on this side of it, so 
Qften lost his beasts that he determined during the summer season to try 
and explore the place, and sec if there were any end to it. So he takes 
an axe on his shoulder, and a bag of provisions for a week, not forget­
ting a flask of whisky, and off he starts all alone, and tells his wife that if 
he never returned, she and little Jock must try and carryon the farm 
without him; but he was determined to see t.he end of the swamp, even 
if it led to the other world. He fell npon 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 mosqllitoes 
and black flies, He was more than tempted to give in, and return 
home by the first glimpse of light. The Scotch are a tough people; they 
are not easily daunted-a few difficulties only seem to make them more 
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eager to get on; and he felt ashamed the next moment, a~ he told. me, 
of giving np. So he finds out a large thick c~dar-tree for hIs bed, clImbs 
up, and coiling himsclf among the br~nches lIke a .bear, h~ w.as soon fast 
asleep. Tbe next morning, by dayhght, he con~Inued Ins Journey, 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 st,,~ 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 several deer, a racoon, and a 
ground-dog, during- his walk, but was unmol.ested by bears or wolves. 
Havin'" pa;;;;cil throuO'h several creeks, and kIlled a great many snakes, 
he felt so wC'm-y tow~rds the close of the second day that he deterJllined 
to go home the next morning. But just as he beg'an to think hi~ search 
was fruitles;; he ob~C'rved that the cedars and tamaracks wluch had 
obstrncte,l his path became leFs numerous, and wpro succeeded by bass 
and soft maple. The ground, also, became less moist, and he was soon 
ascending a rising slope, covered with oak and beech, whid? shaded land 
of the very best quality. The old man was now fully convInced that he 
har! cleared the Great Swamp; and that, instead of leading' to the other 
world, it had conducted him to a country that would yield the very best 
return;; for cultivation. His favourable report led to the formation of 
the road that we are about to cross, and to the settlement of Peter­
borough, which is one of the most promising new settlements in this 
district., and is surrounded by a Rplendid back country.' 

'Ve were tleseendill~ a very steep hill, and encountered an ox-sleigh, 
which was cra,wling slowly up it in a contrary direction. Threc people 
were seated at the bottom of the vehicle upon ~traw, which made a 
cheap substitute for buffalo robes. Perched, as we were, upon the 
crown of the heig'ht, we looked completely down into the ~leigh, and 
during the whole conne of my life I never saw three uglier mortals col­
lected into such a narrow Rpace. The man was blear-eyed, with a llair.­
lip, through which protruded two dreadful yellow teeth that resembled 
the tusks of a boar. The womau was long-faced, high cheek-boned, red­
haire(!, and freckled all over like a toad. The hoy resembled his hideous 
mother, lout with the addition of a villanous obliquity of vision which 
rendered him the most diRgusting object in this singular trio. 

As we pa~sed them, our driver gave a knowing nod to my husband, 
directing, at the same time, the most quizzical glance towards the 
strangerR, as he exclaimed, "Ye are in luck, sir! I think .that 'ere 
sleigh may be called Beauty's egg-basket !' 

'Ve made ourselves very merry at the poor people'R expense; and 
Mr: D--, with his odd stories and Yankeefied expressions, amused the 
tedlUm of our progTcss through the great swamp, which in summer 
prese,;tR for several miles one uniform bridge of rough and unequal logs, 
all laId loosely acrops huge sleepers, so that they jump up and down, 
whe? presse~l b7 the wheels, like the keys of a piano. The rough 
moho~ ~nd JOltlll~ occasioned by this collision is so distressing that it 
never falls to entaIl upon the traveller sore bones and an achin'" head for 
the rest of the day. T!le path is so narrow over these logso that two 
waggons cannot pass WIthout great difficulty, which is rendered more 
dangerotls by the deep natural ditches on either side of the bridge, 
formed by broad creeks that flow out of the swamp, and often terminate 
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in mud-holes of very ominous dimensions. The -snow, however, hid 
from us all the ugly features of the road, ancl Mr. D-- steered us 
through in perfect safety, and landed U9 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. ' 

It was now two o'clock. 'Ye had been on t.he road since seven; and 
men, women, and children were all ready for the good dinner that Mr. 
D-- had promised us at this splendid house of entertainment, where 
we were destined to stay for two hours, to refresh ourselves and rest the 
horses. 

'Well, Mrs. J--, what have you got for our dinner?' said our driver, 
after he had seen to the accommodation of his teams.' -' Fritters and 
pork, sir. Nothing else to be had in the woods. Thank God, we have 
enough of that !' 
D-- shrugged up his shoulders, ann looke(l at us. 
'We've plenty of that same at home. Eut hunger's good sauce. 

Come, be spry, widow, and see about it, for I am very hungry.' 
I inquired for a pri,·ate room for mygelf and the children, hut. there 

were no private roomR in the home. The apartment we occupied was 
like the cobbler's stall in the old song, and I was oblig-ed to attend 
upon them in public. 

'You have much to learn, ma'am, if you are going to the woods,' said 
Mrs. J--.-' To unlearn, you mean,' said Mr. D--. 'To tell you 
the truth, Mrs. Mooclie, ladies and gentlemen have no business in the 
woods. Ecldication spoils man or woman for that location. So, widow 
{turning to our hostess), you are not tired of living alone yet?' 

: 'No, sir; I have no wish for a second husband. I had enough of the 
first. I like to have my own way-to lie down mistress, and g-et up 
master.' _. You don't like to be put out of your old way,' returned he, 
with a mischievous glance. 

She coloured very red; but it might be the heat of the fire over which 
she waR frying the pork for our dinner. I wns very hungry, but I felt 
no appetite for the dish ~he was preparing for u~. It. proved salt, hard, 
and unsavoury. D-- pronounced it very bad, and the whisky still 
worse, with which he wa~hed it. down. 

I asked for a cup of tea and a slice of bread. But they were out of 
tea, and the hop-ri~ing had failed, and there was no bread in the house. 
For this disgusting meal we paid at the rate of a quarter of a £lollar 
a-head. I was glad when the horse!' being ag-ain put to, we e8caped 
from the rank odour of the fried pork, and were once more in the fresh 
air. 

• Well, mister; did not you grud ge your money for that bad meat (' 
said D--, when we were on('.e more seated in the sleigh. 'Put in these 
parts, the worse the fare the higher the charge.' -' I would not .have 
cared,' said I, 'if I could have got a cup of tea.' 

• Tea! it's poor trash. I never could drink tea in my life. Rut I like 
coffee when 'tis boiled till it's quit.e black. Rut coffee is not g.·ood with­
out pienty of trimmings.'-'What do you mean .by trimmin!!·s('-.He 
laug-hed. • Good sugar and sweet cream. Coffee IS not worth drmkmg 
without trimmings.' 

Often in after-years have I recalled the coffee trimmings, when endea-
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vouring; to drink the VIle stuff which g'ocs 1):> tho name of coffee in the 
houses of entertainment in the country. "We had now passed through 
the narrow strip of clearing which surrounded the tavern, and again 
entered upon the woods. It was near sunset, and we were rapidly 
descenrling- a steep hill, when one of the truces that held our ~leigh 
suddenly broke. D-- pulled up in order to repair the da~lage. His" 
brother's team ,,-as clORe beMind, and our unexpected Rtand-stIll brought 
the hones upon us before J. D-- could stop 1hem. 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 I was stunned and insensible. When I 
recovered, I was supported in the arms-of my husband, over whose knees 
I was leaning:, !lnd D-- waR rubbing my h!lncls and temples with mow. 

'There, lITr. Moodie, she's coming--to. I thoug-ht she was killed. I 
have seen a man before now killed by a blow from a horse's head in the 
like manner.' AR soon as we conld, we resumed our places in the sleigh j 
but all enjoyment of our jOU1'l1cy, had it been otherwi,c possible, was 
gone. "When we reached Peterborough, l\Ioodie wished us to remain 
at the inn all nig-ht, as we h'ld still eleven miles of our journey to 
perform, and that through a bIt,zed forest-roarl, 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 
ns very pat.hetically to proceed. The moon arose dnring our stay at 
the inn, anti. gleamed upon tbe straggling frame-houses which then 
formed t.he now populous and thriving town of Peterboroug·h. We 
crossed the wild, rushing, beaut ifnI Otonabee river hy a rurle bridge, and 
soon found ourselves journeying over the plains or level heig·hts beyo~ 
the village, which were thinly woodetl. with l'icturesque groups of OR 
and pine and very mncb resembled a gentleman's palk at home. Far 
below, to our right (for wc were upon the Smith-town side) we heard 
the rushing' of the river, whose rapid waters never receive eurh from tbe 
iron chain of winter. Even while the rocky banks arc coated with ice, 
and the frost-king suspends from every twig and branch the most beau­
tiful and fantastic crystals, the black waters rush foaming along, a thick 
stream rising constantly above thc rapids, as from a boiling pot. 1'he 
shores vibrate and tremble beneath the force of the impctuous flood, as 
it whirls round cedar-crowned islands and opposing rocks, and burries 
on to pour its tribute into the Rice Lake, to swell the calm, majestic 
grandeur of the Trent, till its waters ,are lost in the beautiful bay of 
Quintc, and finally merged in the blue ocean of Ontario. 

The most renowned of our English rin·rs dwindle into muddy rills 
when compared with thc sublimity of the C':madian waters. X 0 language 
can adequately express the solemn grandeur of her lake and river 
scenery; the glorious islands that float, like visions from fairy land, 
upon the bosom of thesc azure mirrors of her cloudless skies. No' dreary 
b~eadth of ~narshe~, covcred with flags, bides from our gaze the expanse 
of heav.en-tmted waters; no foul mud-banli:R spread their unwholesome 
c:;c:halahol1s around. The rocky shores are crowned with the cedar, the 
bIrch, the alder, and soft maple, that dip their long treeses in the pure 
stream; from every crevice in the limestone the harebell and Canadian' 
rose ,~a,:e. their graceful blossoms. The fiercest droughts of ~l1mmel' 
may dlmllllsh the volume and power of these romantic streams, but it 
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ne,"er leave's their rocky channels bare, nor checks the mournful music 
of their dancing waves. Through the openings in the forest we now 
and then caught the silver gleam of the river tumbling on in moonlight 
splendour, while the hoarse chiding of the wind in the lofty pines above 
us gave a fitting response to the melancholy cadence of the waters. 
_.The children had fall.en asleep. A ~eep silence pervaded the party. 

NIght was above us WIth her mysterIous stars. The ancient forC'f.t 
stretched around us on every side, and a foreboding sadness sunk upon 
my heart. Memory was busy with the events of many years. I retraced 
step by step the pilgrimage of my past life, until arriving at that pas~age 
in its sombre history, I gazed through tears upon the singularly savage 
scene around me, and secretly marvelled, '\Yhat brought me here?' 

'Providence,' was the answer which the soul gave. ' Not for your 
own welfare, perhaps, lmt 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 nutlly. It is impo~sible for any human creature 
to live for himself alone. It may be your lot to suffer, 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 through the forbidding 
depth 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 long 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, ,,-ith uncommon brilliancy. 

, It will be past midnight before we reach your brother's clearing' 
(where we expected to spend the night), said D--. 'I wish, Mr. Moodie, 
we had followed your advice, and stayed at Peterl'orough. How fares it 
with you, Mrfl. Moodie, and the young ones? It is growing very cold.' 

We were now in the heart of a dark cedar s,yamp, and my mind was 
haunted with visions of wolves 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--. ''l'he country is too new for ghosts. No 
Canadian is afeard of Ghosts. It. is only in old countries, like your'n, 
that are full of sin and wickedncEs, that people believe in such nonsense. 
No human habitation has ever been erected in this wood through which 
you are passing. Unt.il a very few years ago, few wh}tc pe:'sons h~d 
ever passed through it; and the Red Man would not pItch IllS tent III 
such a place as this. Now, ghosts, as I underst~nd the word, .are t~e 
spirits of bad men, that are not allowed by PrOVIdence to rest m the:r 
graves but for a punishment, are made to haunt the spots where thelt 
worst'deeds ,vere committed. I don't believe in all this; but, sup­
posing it to be true bad men must have died here before their spirits 
could haunt the pl;ce. Now, it is more than probable that no ~erson 
ever ended his days in this fcrest, so that it would be folly to thmk of 
<I4:leing his ghost.' • 
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This theory of Mr. D--'s had the merit of originality; and it is not 
improbaule that the utter disbelief in supernatural appearances which is 
common to most native-born Canadians, is the result of the same very 
reasonable mode of arguing. The un peopled wastes of Canada must 
present the same aspect to the new settler that the world did to our 
first parents after their expulsion from the Garden of Eden; all the sin 
which could defile the spot, or haunt it with the association of departed 
evil, is concentrated in their own persons. Bad "pirits cannot be 
supposed to linger near a place where crime has never been committed. 
The belief in ghosts, RO prel'alent in old countries, must first have had 
its foundation in the consciousness of guilt. 

After clearing this low, R"'ampy portion of the wood, with much 
difficulty. and the frequent application of the axe, to cut away the 
fallcn timuer that impeded anI' progrcss, anI' ears were assailed by a 
low, roaring", rushing soun(l, as of the falling; of waters. 'That is 
Herriot's Falls,' said our guidc. '",\'0 are within two miles of our 
destination.' 

Oh, welcome sound! But thof.e two miles appeared more lengthy 
than the wholc journey. Thick clonds, that threatened a snow-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 dark­
ness. I now felt the chilliness of the midnight hour, and the fatigue of 
the long jonrney, with double force, and envied the servant and children, 
who had been sleeping ever since we left Peterborough. ",Ye now de­
scended the steep bank, and prepared to crOES the rapids. Dark as it 
was, I luoked with a feeling of dread upon the foaming waters as they 
tumbl,·d over their bed of rocks, their white crests fiashing, life-like; 
amid the darkncs~ of the night.. 

''This is an ugly bridge over such a dangerous place,! said D--, as 
he stood up in the sleigh and urged his tired team acrOfS the miserable, 
insecure log bridge, where darkness and death raged below, and one 
false step of his jaded horFes would have plunged us into both. I must 
conf.!s>' I drew a freer breath when the bridge was crossed, and D-­
congmtulated us on our Rate arrival in Douro. ",Ye now continued our 
journey along the left bank of the river, but when in sigfit of ::-'Ir. 8--'s 
clearing, a 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 dimensionR to chop in two with axes; and after about 
half·an-hour's la1 'our, which to rue, poor, cold, weary wight' seemed an 
~ge, th~ male~ of th.e party abandoned the task in despair. To go round 
It was 1ll1po",nble; ItN roots were concealed in an impenetrable wall of 
eedar-jun:"le on the right-hand side of the road, and its huge branches 
hun;;- over the precipitous bank of the river. 

, VI' e must try and make the horses jump over it,' said D--. ' We 
may get an upset, but there is no help for it; we mll~t either make the 
experiment, or stay here all night, and I am too cold and hunm for 
thl1~-80 here goes.' He urgcd his horses to leap the log; restraining 
thclr ard?ur for a mo:nlf'nt as the sleigh rested on the top of the formid­
able barner, but so mcely balanced, that the difference of a straw would 
almost have overturned the heavily-laden vehicle and its helpless inmates. 
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We, however, cleared it in 8afety. 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 coolness, or the horses in his team were more 
difficult to manage, I cannot tell: the sleig'h, as it hung poised upon the 
top of the log, was overturned with a loud cra~h, and all my household 
goods and chattels were scattered O\'er the road. Alas, for my crockery 
and stone china! scarcely one article remained unbroken.-' N ever 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 regard for china, and I 
knew that no fresh supply could be obtained in thiE part of the world. 
Leaving bis brother to collect the scattered fragment8, D-- proceeded 
on his journey. 'Ye left the road, and were winding our way over a 
steep hill, covered with heaps of lll'ush and fallen timler, and as we 
reached the top, a light gleamed cheerily from the windows of a log­
house, and the next moment we were at my brother's door. 

I thought my journey was at an end; but bere I was doomed to fresh 
disappointment. His wife was absent on a visit to her friends, and it 
had been arranged tbat we were to stay with my sister, Mrs. '['--, and 
her hu~band. 'Vith all this I was unacquainted; and was about to quit 
the sleigh and seek the warmth of the fire when I wa,,; told that I had 
yet further to go. Its cheerful glow waN to slled no warmth on me, and, 
tired as I wa~, I actually buried my face and wept npon the neck of a 
hound which Moodie had given to Mr. S--, and which sprang up upon 
the sleigh to lick my face and hand~. This was my firFt halt in that 
weary wilderness, where I endurld so many bitter years of toil and 
sorrow. My brother-in-law and Ids family had retired to rest, but they 
instantly rose to receive the way-worn travellers; and I never enjoyed 
more heartily a warm welcome aft, 'I' a long day of intense fatigue, then 
I did that night of my first sojourn in the backwoods. 

XV.-THE WILDER~ESS, AND OUR INDIAN FRIENDS. 
Man of strange race! stern dweller of the wild! 
}II ature's free-born, untamed, and daring child! 

THE clouds of the preceding night, instead of dissolving in snow, brought 
on a rapid thaw. A thaw in the middle of winter is the mORt diFagree­
able change that can be imagined. After seyeral weeks of clear, bright, 
bracing, frosty weather, with a serene atm08ph~re and cloudle~s Fky, you 
awake one morning surprised at the change m the temperature; and, 
upon looking out of the window, behold the woods obscured by a murky 
haze-not so dense as an Engli~h November fog, but more black and 
lowering-and the heavens shrouded in a uniform covering of lea~en­
coloured clouds, deepening into a livid indigo at the edge of the hOrlzon. 
The snow, no longer hard and glittering, has become 80ft and ~pongy, 
and the foot slips into a wet and insidiously-yielding mass at every step. 
From the roof pours down a continuous stream of water, and the hranch~s 
of the trees, collecting the moisture of the reeking atmosphere, shower It 
upon the earth from every dripping twig. '['he cheerless and u~comfort­
able Mpect of things without never fails to produce a correspondmg e1!~ct 
upon the minds of those within, and casts such a damp upon the SpIrIts 
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that it appears to destroy for a time all sense of enjoyment. Many 
persons (and myself among the n11mhc!) are mltde aware of tho approach 
of a thunder-storm by an intcn,e pain amI woight about the head; and 
I have heard numbers of Canadians complain that a thaw always made 
them feel bilious and heavy, and greatly deprepsed their animal Fpirits. 

I had a !!Teat desire to visit our new location, but when I looked out 
upon the cheerless waste, I gltve up the idea, and contented myself with 
hoping for a better (1,1Y on the morrow; but ma~y 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 sister's log-hut was not very 
prepossessing. The small lake in front, which formed such a pretty 
object in summer, now looke(l like an extensive field covered with sn.ow, 
hemmed in from the rest of the world by a dark belt of f'ombre pme­
woo(k The clearing round the house was Ycry small, and only just 
reclaimed from the wilderness, and the greater part of it covered with 
piles of brushwood, to be burnt the first dry clays of spring. The charred 
and blackened stumps on the few acres that had been ele-ared during the 
preceding year were everything but picturesque', and 1 concluded, as I 
turned, disgusted, from the prospect before me, that there was very 
little beauty to be found in the baekwoo(ls. But I came to this decision 
during a Canadian thaw, be it remembered, when one is wont to view 
every objeot with jaundiced eyes. 

:Moodie had only been able to secure sixty-six acres of his government 
grant upon the Upper Katchawanook Lake, which, being interpreted, 
means in English, the' Lake of the 'YaterfaIls,' a very poetical meaning, 
which most Indian names have. He had, however, H'cnred a clergy 
l'eserve of two hundred acres adjoining; and he afterwards purchased & 

fine lot, which likewise formed part of the same block, one hundred acres 
for 1501. * This was an enormously high price for wild land; but the 
prospect of opening the Trent and Utonabee for the navig-ation of steam­
boats and other small craft, was at that pcriod a favourite speculation, 
and its practicability, and the great advantages to be derived from it, 
were so widely believed as to raise the value of the wild lands along 
these remote waters to an enormous price; and settlers in the vicinity 
were eager to secure lots, at any sacrifice, along their shores. 

Our government grant was upon the lake shore, and :\loodie had chosen 
for the site of hi~ log-house a bank that sloped g;radnally from the edge 
of the water, until it attained to the dignity of a hill. Along the top of 
this ridge, the forest-road ran, and mi<lway down the hill, our humhle 
home, already nearly completed, stood, mrroun(kcl hy the eternal forest. 
A few trees had b('cn cleared in its immecliQ-te vicinity, jnst sufficient to 
aIlow·~ho. workmen to proceed: and to pre,'ent the fall of any tree injuring 
the bmldmg, or the danger of Its taking fire dnring the process ofbllrning 
the fallow. .A neighbour had undertaken to build this rude dwelling by 
contract, and was to have it ready for us by the first week in the n~W 
y~ar. The. want of board~ to n:ake the divisions in the apartments alone 
hmdered hIm from fulfilhng hJS contract. These had lately been pro­
cured, and the house was to be ready for our reception in the course of a 

* .After a lapse.of fifteen years, We have been glad to sell these lots of land, aftel 
conSIderable clearings had been made upon them, for less than they originally cost us, 
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week. Our trunks .nnli ~aggul::e had .alre~dy ?een conveyed thither by 
Mr. D---; and m ~plte 01 my slster s lundne~s and hospitalitv I 
longed to find myself once more settled in a home of my own. • , 

The day after Oui' arrival, I was agreeably surprised by a visit from 
Monaghan, whom Moodie had once more taken into his service. 'rhe 
POOl: fellow was delighted ~hat his nurse-child, as he always called little 
KatlC, had not forgotten 111m, but evinced tLe 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 to escort me through the wood to inspect it. 
The proposal "lnl.S joyfully accepted; and although I felt mtlltT timid 
when I found1uyself with only my female companion in the vast forest, 
I kept my fears to mFelf, lest I should be laughed at. This foolish 
dread of encountering wild beasts in the woods I never could wholly 
shake off, even after becoming a cOllstant resident in their gloomy depths, 
and accustomed to follow the forest-path alone, or attended with little 
children, daily. '1'he cracking of an old bough, or the hooting of the 
owl, was enough to fill me with alarm, and try my strength in a pre­
cipitate flight. Often have I stopped and reproached my~elf for want of 
faith in the goodncss of Providence, and repeated the text, 'The wicked 
are afraid when no man pursueth: but the righteous are as bold as a 
lion,' as if to shame myself into courage. But it would not do; I could 
not overcome the weakness of the flesh. If I had one of my infants with 
me, thc wish to protect the chilli from any danger which might be~et my 
path gave me for a time a fictitious courage; but it was like love fighiing 
with despair. It was in vain that my husband assured me that no person 
had ever been attacked by wild animals in the woods, that a child might 
travet."e them even at night in safety; whilst I knew that wild animals 
existed in those woods, I could not believe him, and my fears on this head 
rather inereased tllan diminished. The mow had been so greatly decreascd 
by the late thaw, that it had 1,(·en converted into a coating of ice, which 
affordcd a dangerous and slippery footing. My sister, who had resided fOl­
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. 'rhe sun shone brightly, the air was clear and invigorating, and, 
in spite of the treacherous gronnd and my foolish fears, I greatly enjoyed 
my first wdk in the woods. Naturally of a cheerful, hopeful disposition, 
my sister 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 to feel !2TeatIy interested in her descriptions, and to reJolce 
that we, too, were tobe her neal' neighl;)Qurs and dwellers in the woods; 
and this circumstance not a little reconClled me to the change. 

Hoping that my husband. would derive an inc?me equ?-l to the. o~e ~e 
had parted with from the Illvestment of the pnce of hlS comnllssJOn 111 

he steam-boat stoek, I felt no dread of want.. Our legacy of 7001. had 
afforded us means to purehase Innd, build our house, and give out a large 
portion of land to be cleared, aud, with a c?nsiderable ~um of n~oney still 
in hand, our prospeets for the fut nre ,,:ere III no way dlscouragmg. 

When we reached the top of the ndge that overlooked our cot, my 
sister stop)}ed, and pointed out a log-house among the trees .. 'There, 
S--,' she said, 'is your home. 'When that blaek eedar swamp lS cleared 
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away, that now hides. the lake from us, you will have a ver:\.' pretty view.' 
My convers.tion with her had quite altered the aspect 01 the country, 
and predisposed me to view thin~s in the most favourable light.. I found 
Moodie and MonaO'han employed in piling up heaps of bush near the 
house, which they"intended to burn off by hand 'pr~vions to firing the 
rest of the faIJow, to prevent any risk to the bUlldmg from fire. The 
housc wa~ made of cedar logs, and presented a snperior air of comfort to 
most dwelling's of the same kind. The dimensions were thirty-six feet in 
length, and t.hirty-two in brcadth, whieh gave us a nice parlour, a 
kitchen, and two small bed-rooms, which were didded by plank parti; 
tions. Pantry or store-room there was none; some rough shelves in the 
kitchen, and a deal cuphoard in a corner uf the parlour, being the extent 
of our accommodations in that way. Our servant, Mary Tate, was busy 
scrubbing out the parlour and bed-room; but the kitchcn, and the sleep­
ing-roum oif it, wcre still knee-deep in chips, and filled with the 
carpenter's bench anrl tools, ann. aU our lug·gage. Such as it was, it was 
a palace when compared to Old :-latan's log hut, or the miserable cabin 
we harl wintered in during the severe winter of 1833, and I regarded 
it with complacency as my future home. 

'''hile we werc standing outside the building, conversing with my 
husband, a young' gentleman of the n:tme of Morg'an, who had lately 
purchased bnd in that vicinity, 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 minutes after, 
the whole mass was in a blaze, and it was not without great difficult,:. 
that Moodie and l'Ir. R-- sllcccecled in putting out the fire. Thus 
were we nearly deprived of our home before we had taken up our abode 
in it. The indifferenee to the clanger of fire in a country where luost of 
the dwellings are composed of inflammable materials, is truly astonish. 
ing. Accustomed to ~ec enormous fires bJnzing on every hearth-stone, 
and to sleep in front of these fire~, his bedding often riddled with holes 
made by hut partieies of wood flying out during the night, and igniting 
beneath his "ery no,c, the sturdy backwood~man never dreads an enemy 
in the element th:tt he is used to regard as his best friend. Yet what 
awful accidents, what ruinous c,11amities arise out of this criminal negli­
gence, both to hilmelf and others! A few (layS after this adventure we 
bade adieu to my sister, and took possession 'of our new (I welling, and 
e.ommenccd ' ~ life in the woods.' The first spring we spent in compara­
tIve e3;se and Idle!l{,,'. Our cows had been left upon our old place dlUing 
the wmter. The ground had to Le cleared \)8fore it could receive a 
crop of any kind, and I had little to do but to wander by the lake shore 
or among the ",ooels, and amuse myself. ' 

These .were the halcyon days o!' the bush. My husband llad purchased 
a very lIght eedar canoe, to whlCh he attached a keel and a sail· and 
most of our leisure hours, directly the snows melted, were spent 'upon 
the water. These fishing and shooting excursions were deli"·htful. The 
pure beauty of the Canadian water, the sombre but august "'grandeur of 
the vast forest that hemmed us in on every Hide and shut us uut from the 
rest of the world, ?oon 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 
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beautiful flower and stately tree that attracted Ollr attention, and we 
gave n~mes to fantastic. rocks and fairy isl~s, and raised imaginary houses 
and b~'ldges on. every pIcturesque spot whICh we floated past during our 
aquat~c ex.curslOns. I lea.rn.ed the use of the paddle, and became quite a 
profiCIent m the g'entle craft. It was not long before we received visits 
from the Indians, a people whose beauty, talents, and good qualities have 
been somewhat overrated, and invested with a poetical interest which 
thcy scarcely deserve. Their honesty and love of truth are the finest 
traits in <ioharacters otherwise dark and unlovely. But these are two 
God-like attributes, and from them spring all that is generous and enno­
bling about them. There never was a people more sensible of kindness, 
or In ore grateful for any little act of benevolence exercised towards 
them. 'Ve met them with confidence; our dealings with them were 
conducted with the strictest integTity; and they became attached to our 
persons, and in no single instance ever destroyed the good opinion we 
entertained of them. 

The tribes that occupy the shores of all these inland waters, back of 
the great lakes, belong to the Chippewa or Missasagua Indians, perhaps 
the least attractive of all these wild people, both with regard to their 
physical and mental endowments. The men of this tribe are generally 
small of stature, with very coarse and repulsive features. Thc forehead 
is low and retreating, ihe observing faculties large, the intellectual ones 
scarcely developed; the ears large, and standing' off from the face; the 
eyes looking towards the temples, keen, snake-like, and far apart; tlJe 
cheek-bones prominent; the nose long and fiat, the nostrils very round; 
the jaw-bone projecting, ma~sy, and brutal; the mouth expret'sing 
ferocity and sullen determination; the teeth large, even, and dazzlingly 
white. The mouth of the female differs widely in expre,sion from that 
of the male; the lips are fuller, t.he jaw less projecting, and tho smile is 
simple and agreeable. The women are a merry, lig:ht-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 few traits and 
sketches of these people, as they came under my own immediate obser­
vation. A dry cedar-swamp, not far from the house, by the lake I'hore, 
had been their usual place of encampment for many years. The whole 
block of land was almost entirely covered with maple-trees, and had 
originally been an Indian sugal:-bush. Although the favourite spot had 
now passed into the hands of strangers, they still frequ~ntCfl the place, 
to make canoes and baskets, to fish and shoot, and occu,<'lOnally to follow 
their old occupation. Scarcely a week passed away without my being 
visited by the dark strangertl; and as my hus?and never alluwed them 
to eat with the servants (who viewed them WIth the same horror that 
Mrs. D-- did black Mollineux), but brou~ht them to hi~ own table, 
they soon grew friendly and communicative, and would pomt. to every 
object that attracted their attention, asking a th?usand qlles~lOn.s as to 
its use the material of which it was made, and If we were lllclmed to 
excha~ge it for their commodities? .' . 

With a large map of CanarIa they were mfin~tely del!ghted. In a 
moment they recognised every bay and headland m OntarIO, and alm?st 
screamed with delight when, following the course of the Trent WIth 
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their fillO'ers they came to their own lake. How eagerly each pointed 
out the ~pot' to his fellows; how intently their black heads were bent 
down and their dark eyes fixetl upon the map! "'hat strange, uncouth 
excla;nations of surprise burst from their lips as they rapidly repeated 
the Indian names for every lake and river on this wonderful piece of 
paper! Thc old chief, Pder N ogan, beg-g'ed hard for the coveted treasure. 
He would give' Canoc, venison, duck, fish, for it; and more by-and-by.': 

I felt sorry that I was unable to gratify his "'ishes ; but the map had 
cost upwards of Rix dollars, and was daily consult'cd by my Iwsband, ill 
reference to the names and situations of localities in the neighbourhood. 

I had in my possession a curious Japanese sword, which had been 
"'iven to me by an uncle of Tom 'Vilson's-a strange gift to a young 
fatly; bnt it was on account of its curiosity, and had no refercnce to my 
warlike propensities. This sword was broad, and three-sided in the 
blade, and in shape resembled a mo"ing snake. The hilt was formed of 
a hideous cn,rved image of one of their war-golls; and a more villanous­
looking wretch was never conceived by the most distorted imagination. 
He wa, represented in a sitting attitulle, the eaglc's claws, that formed 
his hands, resting upon his knees; his leg's terminated in lion's paws; 
and his f,tOe was a strange compound of beast and bird-the upper part 
of his person being covered with feathcrs, the lower with long, shaggy 
hail'. The case of this awful weapon w~,s made of wood, and, in spite of 
its serpentine form, fitted it exactly. No trace of a join could be found 
in this scabbilrd, which was of hard wood, and highly polished. 

Olle of' my Indian friends found this sword lying upon the bookshelf, 
and he hurried to communicate the important discovery to his COnl­

panions. lIIoodie was absent, and they brought it to me to demand an 
expln,nation 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 j that they were not Christians as we were, 
but said their prayers to images made of sil,er, 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 Inrlians were highly amused by this relation, and passed the 
sword from one to the other, exclaiming, ' A god !-Owgh 1-A god l' 

But, in spite of these outward demonstrations of contempt, I was sorry 
to perceive that this circulllst.anee gave the weapon a great value in their 
eyes, and they regarded it with a sort of mysterious awl'. 

For several days they continued to visit the house, brin!ring along 
with them some fresh compaui~n to look at ::'IIrs. Moodie's g~d i-until, 
vexed and annoyed by the dehg'ht they manifeste.d at the sight of the 
eagle-beaked monster, I refused to gratify their curiosity, by not pro­
ducing him again. The manufacture of the sheath, which had caused 
me much perplexity, "'as explained by old Peter in a minute. • 'Tis 
bnrnt 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 bargain. ' 

. The India~l possesses great .taste, wh~ch is llisplayed in the carving of 
hIS paddles, III the shape of IllS canoes, m the elegance and symmetry of 
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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 delio·hts. It 
is almost impossible for a settler to imitate to perfection an "'Indian's 
c~erry-wood paddle. . 1\'[y hus~and made very creditable attempts, but 
stIll there was somethmg wantmg-the elegance of the Indian finish was 
not there. If you show them a good print, they invariably point out the 
most natural, and the best-executed figure in the group. They are 
'particularly delighted with pictures, examine them long and carefully 
and seem to feel an artist-like pleasure in observing the effect produceci 
by light and shade. I had been showing John Nogan, the eldest son of 
old Peter, some beautifully coloured engraving's of celebrated females' and 
to my astonishment he pounced upon the best, and gTllllted out his 
admiration in the most approved Indian fashion. After havino. 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 amusing. 'l'hey seem 
perfectly unconscious of it themselves; and it is exhibited in the most 
child-like manner. Peter and his son John wele taking' tea with us, 
when we werc joined by my brother, Mr. S--. The latter was giving 
us an account of the man'iage of Peter Jones, the celebrated Indian 
preacher. 

'I cannot think,' he said, 'how any lady of property and edncation 
could marry snch a man as Jones. 'Vhy, 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 partido, but in 
total forgetfulness that our g'uest understood English. NeYer ~hall I 
forget the r8d 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 N ogan 
was highly amused by his father's indignation. He hid his face behind 
the chief; and though he kept perfectly still, his whole frame was con­
vulsed with snppre~sed laug·hter. A plainer human being than poor 
Peter could scarcely be imag'ined; yet he certainly deemecl himself 
handsome. I am inclined to think that their ideas of personal beauty 
differ very widely fi'om ours. Tom Nogan, the chief's brother, had a 
very large, fat, ugly sCJ.uaw for his wife. She was a mo~ntain o.f ta,,,:ny 
flesh; and, but for the innocent, good-natured expressIOn WhICh,. lIke 
a bright sunbeam penetrating a swarthy cloud, spread all around a kmdly 
glow, she might have been termed hideous. . 

This woman they considered very handsome, callmg her 'a fine 
squaw-clever sqU<1w-a much good :voman;' !hough in ~~at her 
superiority consisted I neyer could dIscover, ot~en. as. I VISIted the 
wigwam. She was very dIrty, and appeared qUIte mihfferent to the 
claims of common decency (in the disposal of a few filthy rags that 
covered her). She was, however, very expert in all Indian craf~. No 
Jew could drive a better bargain than 1\'[rs. Tom; and her urchms, of 
whom she was the happy mother of five or six, were as cunning and 
avaricious as herself. One day she visited me, bringing along with her. a 
very pretty covered basket for sale. I asked her what she wanted for It, 
but could obtain from her no satisfactory answer. I showed her a 
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small piece of silver. She shook her head. I tempted her with pork 
and flour, but she required neither. I had just giyen up the idea of 
dealinO' with her, in despair, when she suddenly seized upon me, and, 
lifting ~lP my gown, pointed exultingly to my quilted petticoat, clapping 
her hands, and laughing immoderately. Anoth~r time she led me all 
over the house, to show me what she wanted III exchange for basket. 
My patience was well nigh cx bausted in following; her from place. to 
place, in her attempt to discover the coveted article, when, hangmg 
upon a peg in my chamber, ~he eRpied a pair of trousers belonging to 
my husband's logging-suit. '1'he rid die was solved. With a joyful cry 
she pointed to them. exclaiming' Take baRket.-Give them!' It was 
with no small difficulty that I rescued the indiRpensables from her grasp. 

From t.his woman I learned a story of Indian coolness and courage 
which made a deep impression on my mind. Onc of their squaws, a near 
relation of her own, had accompanied her husband on a hunting expedi­
tion into the forest. He had been very successful, and having killed 
more cieer than they could well carry home, he went to the house of a 
white man to dispoHc of some of it, leaving the squaw to take care of the 
rest until his retllrn. She sat carelessly upon the log with his hunting­
knife in her hand, when she heard the breaking of branches near her, 
and turning round, behcld a great bear only a few paces from her. 

It was too late to retreat; and seeing that the animal was very 
hungry, and determined to come to close quarters, she rose, and placed 
hcr back against a small tree, holding her knife close to her breast, and 
in a straight line with the bear. The shaggy monster came on. She 
remained motionless, her eyes steadily fixed upon her enemy, and as 
his hug<l arms closed around her, she slowly drove the knife into hiB 
heart. The hear uttered a hideous cry, and sank dead at her feet. 
When the Indian returned, he found the courageous woman taking the 
skin from the carcat's of the formidable brute. 'What iron nerves these 
pe~ple must possess, when even a woman could dare and do a deed like 
this! The wolf they hold in great contempt, and Bcarcely deign to 
consider him as an enemy. Peter N ogan assured me that he never was 
near enough to one in his life to shoot it; t.hat, execpt in large companies, 
,md when greatly pressed by hunger, they rarely attack men. '1'hey 
hold the l.vnx, or wolvcrine, in much dread, as they often spring from 
trees upon their prey, fastening upon the throat with their sha!'p teeth 
and claws, from which a person in the dark could scarcely free himself 
without first receiving a dangcrous wound. The cry of this animal is 
very terrifying, resembling the shrieks of a human creature in morta.l 
agony. :My husband was anxiolls to collect some of the native Indian 
airs, as they all sing well, and have a fine ear for music, but all his 
efforts pr?verl abortive. 'J ohn,' he said to young N ogan (who played 
very credltahly on the flute, and had just concluded the popular air 01 
'Sweet Home '), ' cannot you Vlay me one of your own songs ?'-' Yes,­
but no g~od: -' Leave me to be judge of that. Cannot you give me 8 
war-songi"-' Yes,-but no good,' with an ominous shake of the head. 
'A hunting-song ?'-' No fit for whit.p. man,'-with an air of contempt. 
'No good, no good !'-' Do, .lohn, sing us a love-song' said I laugh­
ing, ' if you have such a thing in your language: -' Oh! 'much lo~e-sonll 
-very much-bad-bad-no good for Christian man. Indian song n~ 
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good for white ears.' This was very tantalizing, as their sono's sounded 
very sweetly from the lips of their squ,tWS, and I had a great desire and 
curiosity to get some of them rendered into English. 

To my husband they gave the namc of 'the musician,' but I have for­
g;otten the .Ind!an word. .It signified the maker ~f sweet sounns. They 
lIstened wIth mtense delIght to the notes of hIS flute, maintainino· a 
breathless silence during the performance; their dark eyes flashing i~to 
fierce light at a martial strain, or softening with the plaintive and 
tender. The cunning which thcy cliRplay in their contests with their 
enemies, in their hunting, and in making bargains with the whites (who 
are too apt to impose on their ignorance), seems to Rpring more from a 
law of necessity, forced upon them by their i~olated position and preca­
rious mode of life, than from any innate wish to betray. The Indian's 
face, after all, is a perfect index of his mimI. The eye chang'es its ex­
pression with every impulse and passion, and shows what is paFsing 
within as clearly as the lightning in a dark night betrays the course of 
the stream. I cannot think that deceit forms any prominent trait in the 
Indian's character. They invariably act with the strictest honour 
towards those who never attempt to impose upon them. It is ..natural 
for a deceitful person to take advantage of the credulity of other~. The 
genuine Indian never utters a falsehood, and never employs flattery (that 
powerful weapon in the hands of the in..~idious), in his communications, 
with the whites. His worst traits are those which he has in common 
with the wild animals of the forest, and which his intercourse with the 
lowest order of civiIi"ed men (who, in point of moral worth, are greatly 
his inferiors), and the pernicious effects of strong drink, havc greatly 
tended to inflame and debase. It is a melancholy truth, and deelJly to 
be lamented, that the vicinity of European settlers has always produced 
a very demorali~ing effect upon the Indians. As a proof of this, I will 
relate a simple anecdote. John, of Rice Lake, a very Femible, middle­
aged Indian, waR conversing with me about their language, and the diffi­
culty he found in understanding the books written in Indian for their 
use. Among other things, I asked him if his people ever swore, or used 
profane language towards the Deity. The man regarded me with a Fort 
of stern horror, as he replied, 'Indian, till after he knew your people, 
never swore-no bad word in Indian. Indian must learn your words to 
swear and take God's name in vain.' Oh, what it reproof to Christian 
men! I felt abashed, and degraded in the eyes of this poor eavage­
who, ig'norant as he was in many respects, yet possessed that. first great 
attribute ot the soul a deep reverence for the Supreme Bemg. How 
inferior were thousa~ds of my countrymen to him in this important 
point! 'rhe affection of Indian par~nts to their c~~dren, and ~he 
deference which they pay to the aged, IS another ~eautIjul and touchmg 
trait in their character. One extremely cold, wmtry day, as I was 
huddled with my little ones over the stove, the door softly unclosed, and 
fue moccasined foot of an Indian crossed the flllor. I raised my head, 
for I was too mnch accustomed to their sudden appearance at any hour 
to feel alarmed, and perceived a tall woman standing silently and re­
spectfully before me, wrapped in a large blanket. The moment she 
caught my eye she dropped the folds of her covering from around her,. 
and laid at my feet the attenuated figure of a boy, about twelve ycars of 
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age, who was in the last stage of consumption. 'Papouse die !'. she said, 
mournfully clasping her hands against her breast, am~ lookmg down 
upon the suffering lad with the most heartfelt expressIOn of maternal 
love, while large tears trickled down her dark face. ' Moodie's squaw 
save pl1pouse-poor IJl(lian woman mueh glad.' 

Her child was beyond all human aid. I looked anxiousl;r upon him, 
and knew, by the pinched-up features and purple hue ot Ins was~ed 
cheek, that he had not many hours to live. I could only answer WIth 
tears her agonising appeal to my skill. 

"]'ry and save him! All (lie but him.' (She held up five of her 
fino·ers.) 'Brought him all the way from Mntta Lake* upon my back, 
fOl:='white squaw'to cure.'-' I cannot cure him, my poor fl-ienu. He is 
in Goers care; in a few hours he will be with Him.' 

The child was seized with a dreadful fit of eonghing, which I expected 
every mOlllent would terminate his frail existtence. I gave him a tea­
spoonful of currant-jelly, which he took with avidity, but could not re­
tain a moment on his stomach. 

'Papouse die,' murmnred the poor woman; 'alone-alone! No 
papouse; the mother all alone!' She began readjusting the poor sufferer 
in her blanket. I g'ot her some food, and begged her to stay and rest 
herself; but she was too much distresi'ed to eat, and too restless to re­
main. She said little, but hoI' face expressed the kecnest anguish; she 
took up hcr monrnful load, pres>,cd for a momcnt his wasted, burning 
hand in h('r~, and left the room. JUy heart followed her a long way on 
her melancholy journey. Think what this woman's love must hav" been 
for that dying son, when she had carried a lad of his age six miles, 
through the deep snow, npon her back, on such a day, in thc hope of my 
being able to do him some g·ood. Poor heart-broken mother! I leal11ed 
from Joe Muskrat's squaw some days after that thc boy dicd a few 
minutes after Elizabeth Iron, his mother, got home. 

They never forget any little act of Idndne~s. (!lle colrlnight, late in 
the fall, my hospitality was demandcd by six Fquaws, and puzzled I was 
how to accommodate them all. I at last determined to give them the use 
of the parlour··Hoor during the night. Among' these women there was 
one very old, whose hair was as white as snow. She was the only grey­
haired Indian I (',er saw, amI on that account I regarded her with pecu­
liar interest. T knew that she was the wife of a chief, by the scarlet 
embroidered leggings, which only the wives and daughters of chiefs are 
allowed to wear. The old squaw had a very pleasing countenance, but I 
tried in ,ain to draw her into conversation. She evidently did n'lt un­
derstand me; and the l\Iuskrat squaw, and Betty Cow, were laughing at 
my attempts to draw her out. I administered supper to them with my 
own hanrlR, and after I had satisfied their wants (which is no very easy 
task, for they have great appetites), I told our ser,ant to bring in several 
Bl?are mattresses and blankets for their use. ' Now mind, Jenny, and 
glve the old squaw the best bed,' I said; 'the otllers are yonng and can 
put up with a little inconvenience.' The old Indian o'lanced at'me with 
he.r kee~, bright eye; but ~ had no idea that shc co~prehended what I 
sil;ld. Some weeks after tIns, as I was sweeping over my parlour-floor, a 
slIght tap drew me to the door. On opening it I perceived the old fquaw, 

* Mud Lake, or Lake Shemong, in Indian. 



THE WILDERNESS, AND OUR INDIAN FRIENDS. 149 

who immediately slipped into my hand a set of beautifully-embroidered 
bark trays, fitting o~e wit!lin the other~ and exhibiting the very best 
sample of the porcupme qUIll-work. While I stood wonderinO" what this 
might mean, the good old creature fell upon my neck and kissing me 
exclaimed, 'You remember old squaw-make her co;nfortable! Old 
squaw no forgot you. Keep them for her sake,' and before I could detain 
her she ran down the hill with a swiftneRs which seemed to bid defiance 
to years. I never saw this interesting Indian again, and I concluded 
that she died during the winter, for she must have been of a great age. 

My dear reader, I am afraid I shall tire you with my Indian stories· 
but you must bear with me patiently whilst I give you a few more. 'l'h~ 
real character of a people can be more truly gathered from such seem­
ingly trifling incidents than from any ideas we may form of them from 
the great facts in their history, and this is my reason for detailing events 
which might otherwiee appear insignificant and unimportant. 

A friend was staying with us, who wished much to obtain a likeness of 
Old Peter. I promised to try and make a sketch of the old man the 
next time he paid us a visit. That very afternoon he brought us some 
ducks in exchange for pork, and Moodie asked him to stay and take a 
glass of whisky with him and his friend Mr. K--. The old man had 
arrayed himself in a new blanket-coat., bound with red, and the seams all 
decorated with the same gay material. His leggings and moccasins were 
new, and elaborately fringed; and, to cap the climax of the whole, he 
had a blue cloth conical cap upon his head, ornamented with a deer's 
tail dyed blue, and several cock's feathers. He was evidently very much 
taken up with the magnificence of his own appearance, for he often 
glanced at himself in a small shaving-glass that hung opposite, with a 
look of grave satisfaction. Sitting apart, that I might. not attract his 
observation, I !,ot a tolerably faithful likeness of the old man, which 
after slightly colouring, to show more plainly his Indian finery, I quietly 
handed over to Mr. K--. Sly as I thought myself, my occupation and 
the o~ject of it had not escaped the keen eye of the old man. Hc rose, 
came behind Mr. K--'s chair, and regarded the picture with a most 
affectionate eye. I was afraid that hc would he. angTy at the liberty I 
had taken. No such thing! He was as pleased as Punch. 

, 'I'hat Peter?' he grunted. 'Givc me-put up in wigwam-make dog 
too! Owgh! owgh!' and he rubbed his hands toge~her, an~l chuckled 
with delio-ht. 1\lr. K-- had some difficulty in coaxmg thc pICtnre from 
the old chief· so pleased was he with this rude representation of himself. 
He pointed t~ every particular articl~ of .his dr~ss, and dwelt wi.th pecu­
liar glee on the Cttp and blue deer s tall. A few days after thiS, I was 
painting a beautiful little snow-bird that our mn:n had shot out of a 
large flock that alighted near the door. I was so mtent upon my task, 
to which I was putting the finishing. strokes, that I did not ?bserve the 
stealthy entrance (for they all walk like cats) of a slem-Iookmg red man 
till a slender dark hand was extended over my paper to grasp the dead 
bird from which I was copying, and which as rapidly transferred it to the 
side of t.he paint.ed one, accompanying the act with thc deep gnttural 
note of approbation the unmu~ical, savage' Owgh.' 1\fy guest then 
seated himself with the utmost gravity in a rocking-c1mi:, dire?tly front­
ing me, and made the modest demand that I should pamt a lIkeness of 
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him after the following quaint fashion. 'Moodie's squaw know much­
mal~e Peter NOO'an toder day on papare-make Jacub to-day-Jacob 
young-great h;nter-give mu~h duck-venison-to. squa~:' 

Although I felt rather afrmd of my fierce-lookmg VIsItor, I could 
scarcely keep my gravity; there was 81~('h an air of pomp~)U~ sel!-appro­
bat ion about the Indian such a sublime look of conceIt m hIS grave 
vanity. 'Moodie's squa,w' ca~not do cverythin~; she can~ot paint yo~g 
men,' said I, rising, and pnttmg 11;way my drawmg-~a.terIals, upon. WhICh 
he kept his eye intently fixed, WIth a hungry, ava)']clOus expressIOn. I 
thonght it best to place the coveted objects beyoTICl his reach: After 
sitting for some time, and wat(;hing all my movements, he WIthdrew, 
with a sullen, di,appointcd air. This man was handsome, but his expres­
sion was vile. Though he often came to the house, I never could recon­
cile myself to his countenance. Late one very dark, stormy night, three 
Intlians beg-ged to I,e allowed to sleep by the kitchen stove. The maid 
"'as fl'i~'htened out of her wits at the sight of these strangers, who were 
:Mohawks from the Indian wouds upon the Bay of Quintc, and they 
brought along with them a horse and cutter. The night was so stormy, 
that, aftcr consulting our man-.Tacob Faithful, as we uRually called him 
-I consented to grant their pctitiun, although they were quite strangers, 
and taller and fiercer-looking than our friends the :Missasaguas. 

I was puttin:~' my children to Led, when the girl came rU8hing in, out 
of Lreath. 'The Lord pl'l'serve 11S, madam, if one of the~e wild men has 
not pulled off his trousers, and is a-sitting mending them behind the 
stove! and what shall I do?' 'Do ?-why, stay with me, and leave the 
poor fellow tu finish his work.' The simple girl had never Qnce thought 
of this plan of pacifying her outragcd sense of propriety. 

'rh~ir sense of hearing is so acute that they can distinguish sounds at 
an incrediLle distance, which cannot be detected by a European at all. 
I myself witne~sed a singular exemplification of this fact. It was mid­
winter; the Inrlians had pitched their tent, or wigwam, al" usual, in our 
swamp. All the males were absent on a b.unting expedition up the 
country, and had left two women behind to take care of the camp and 
its contents, Mrs. Tom Nogan and hilI' children, and Susan Moore, a 
young girl uf fifteen, and the only truly beautifnl squaw I ever saw. 
Thcre was something interesting about this girl's history, as well as her 
apl,c,lrance. Her father had been drowned during a sudden hurricane, 
which swamped his canoe on Stony Lake; and t.he mother, who ~itneBsed 
the accident from the shore, and was near ller confinement with this 
child, buldly swam out to his assistance. She reached the spot where he 
sank, and even succeeded in recovering the body; but it was too late; 
the m,m was dead. The soul of an Indian that has been drowned is 
reckoned accursed, and he is never permitted tu join his tribe on the 
happy hunting--groumb, but his spirit haunts the lake or river in which 
he lost his life. His body is buried on some lonely island, which the 
Indians. I!ever pass without leaving a small portion of food, tobacco, or 
ammullltlOn, to mpply his wants; but he is never interred with the rest 
of. his people. His children are considered unlucky, and few willingly 
Ulllte themselves to the fcmales of the family lest a portion of the 
father's curse should be visited on them. • , 

The orphan Indian girl generally kept aloof from the rest, and 
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s~emed so lonely and companionless, .that she soon attracted my atten­
tIOn and sympathy, and a healty feelmg of good-will sprang up between 
us. Her. features were small and regular, her face oval, and her large, 
dark, lonng eyes were full of tenderness and sensibility, but as brig'ht 
aD;d shy lIS thos~ of the deer. A rich vermilion glow hurnt upon her 
olive cheek and hps, and set off the dazzling whiteness of her even and 
pearly teeth. She was small of stature, with delicate little hands and 
feet, and her fignre was elastic and graceful. She was a beautiful child of 
n~ture, and her Indian name signified' the voice of anj!;ry waters.' Poor 
girl, she had been a child of grief and tears from her bilth! Her mother 
was a Mohawk, from whom she, in all probability, derived her snperior 
personal attmctions; for they are very far before the Missa~aguas 
in tbis respect. My friend and neighbour Emilia S--, the wife of a 
naval officer, who lived about a mile distant ii'om me through the bush 
had come to spend the day with me; and hearinp: th~t the Indians wer~ 
in the swamp, and the men away, we determined to take a few trifles to 
the camp, in the way of presents, and spend an hour in chatting with 
the squaws. What a beautiful moonlig'ht night it was, as light as day! 
the great forest. sleeping tranquilly beneath the cloudless heavens-not 
a sound to disturb the deep repose of nature hut the whiFperin!2: of the 
breeze, which, during the most profound calm, creep!! through the lofty 
pine tops. We bounded down the steep bank to the lake shore. Life is 
a blessing, a precious boon indeed, in such an hour, and we felt happy in 
the mere consciousness of existence-the glorious privileg'e of pouring 
out the silent adoration of the heart to the Great Father in his universal 
temple. On entering the wigwam, which stood within a few ~'ards of 
the clearing, in the middle of a thick group of cedars, ·we found TIl rR. Tom 
alone with her elvi~h children, seated before the great fire that burn eel 
in the centre of the camp; she was busy boiling somc bark in an iron 
spider. The little boys, in red.flannel shirts, which were their only 
covering, were tormenting a puppy, which seemed to take their pinching 
and pommelling in good part, for it neither attempted to 1 ark nor to 
bite; but, like the eels in the story, submitted to the infliction because it 
was used to it. Mrs. Tom greeted us with a grin of plensure, and 
motioned to us to sit down upon a buffalo-skin, which, with a conrtcf:Y 
so natural to the Indians, she had placed near her for our accommodati?n. 

'You are all alone,' said I, glancing round the camp. ' Ye'es; Indlan 
away hunting-Upper Lakes. Come home with much deer.' 

'And Susan, where is she?' 'By-and-hy,' (meaning that she was 
coming). 'Gone to fetch water-ice thick-chop with axe-take long 
time.' 

As she ceased speaking, the old blanket that formed the door of t~e 
tent was withdrawn, and the girl, hearing two pails of water, stood m 
the open space, in the white moonlight.. The glow of ~he ~re streamed 
upon her dark, floating locks, danced 111 the hlack, ghstenmg eye, and 
gave a deeper blush to the olive cheek. She wou!d. hay? malle a 
beautiful picture; ~ir Joshua Reynolds would have reJo~c~d 111 such a 
model-so simply graceful and unaffected, the very beltU 1-(1~((1 of savage 
life and unarlorned nature. A ~!llile of recognition ]"IFFCd between us. 
She put down her burden beside Mrs. Tom, and D?iFeleFFly glid~d to her 
seat. ,Ve had scarcely exchanged a few ,",ords WIth our iavoul'lte, when 
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the old fqllaW, placing hcr hand against her ear, exclaimed, 'Whist! 
whist !' 

'"What is it P' cried Emilia and I, !ltarting to our feet. 'Is there any 
danger?' 'A decr-a deer-in bush!' whi~pered the squaw, seizing a 
rifle that stood in a corner. 'I hellr sticks crack-a great way off. 
Stay here!'" .. 

A gre"t way off the animal must have ?cen, for though .Emlha a~d I 
listened at the open door an advantage wInch the squaw (hd not enJoy, 
we eonl(l not hear the le,;st sound: all seemed still as death. The squaw 
whi~tled to an old hound, and went out. 

, Did you hear an~·j hing, Susan?' She smiled and nodded. . 
'Listen; the dog has found the track.' The next moment the dlschargo 

of a rifle, and the decp llllying- of the dog-, woke up the sleeping e.choe8 
of the woods; and the girl started ofr to help the old squaw to brmg in 
the gtlmC that she had shot. 

The Indians are great imitators, and pOfsess a nice tact in adopting 
the customs and manners of tbose with wbom they associate. An 
Indian is Nature's gentleman-never familiar, coarse, or yulgar. If he 
take a meal with you, he waits to see how you malw me of the imple­
ments on the table, and the manner in which you eat, which he imitates 
with a grave decorum, as if he had been accustomed to the same usages 
from childhood. He never attempts to help himself, or dc:mand more 
food, but waits pat.iently until you perceive what he requires. I was 
perfectly astonisbed at this innatc politene~s, for it seems nutural to all 
the IndiunR \\"ith whom I have had any dealings. 

There was one old Indian, who belonged to a distant ~ettlement, and 
only visited our lakes occasionally on hunting' partieR. He "was a strange, 
eccentric, mcrry old fello,,', wit.h a skin like red mahogany, llml a wiry, 
sinewy frame, that looked as if it could bid defiance to every change of 
temp~rntnre. (lId f'now-storm, for s~h was his significant name, was 
rather too fond of the whisky-bottle, and when he had taken a drop too 
much, he became an unmanag-eable wild beast. He had a great fancy 
for my husl:and, and neYer visited the other Indians without extending 
the same favour to us. Once upon a time, he broke the nipple of his 
gun; and Moodie repaired the injury for him by fixing a new one in its 
place, which little kindness quite won the heart of the old man, and he 
never. came to 8~e us without brinf?;ing an offering of fish, ducks, 
partl"ldges, 01' vem~on, to show his gratitude. 

One warm September day he made his appearance bare-headed as 
usual, and carrying in "his hand a great checked bundle. ' 

'.Fond of grapes?' said he, putting- the said bundle into my hands. 
'Fme grapes-brought them from island, for my friend's squaw and 
papouRes.' 

Gla;d of t.he donR;tion, which I considercd quite a prize, I hastened into 
the k!tchen. to untie the grapes and put them into a dish. But imagine 
my dl~appomjmcnt, when 1 found them wrapped up in a soiled shirt, 
only rece~tJy taken from the back of the owner. I called "iH oodie, and 
begged hIm t~ retu~n ~Ilow-storm his garment, and to lhank him for 
t~1C grapes. 'I he mIschIevous creature was highly diverted "ith the 
CIrcumstance, nnd laughe(l immoderately. 

, Snow-storm,' said he, 'Mrs. Moodie and the children arc obliged to 
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you/or your ki~dnes~ in bri.ngi~g th<;m t~e g!apes; but how came you 
to tIe them up m a dIrty shIrt? -' DIrty! crIed the old man astonished 
that we should object to the fruit on that score. 'It. ought to be clean' 
it has been washed often enoug·h. Owgh ! You see l\100die' h~ 
continued, 'I have no bat-never wear hat-want no 8ha;le to my' eyes 

i-love the sun-see all around me-up and down-much better widout 
~8;t. Could not put gTa~es in hat-bl~nket-coat too large, crush fruit, 
JUIce run out. I had notIng but my shu·t, so I takes off shirt, and king8 
grape safe over the water on my back. Papouse no care for dirty shirt· 
their Zee-tPl bellies have no eyes.' ' 

In spite of this eloquent harangue, I could not bring myself to use the 
grapes, ripe and tempting as they looked, or give them to the children. 
Mr. W-- and his wife happening to step in at that moment fell into 
sueh an ecstasy at the sight of the grapes, that, as they were IJerfectly 
unacquainted with the circumstance of the shirt, I very generously 
g:atified their wishes by presenting them with the contcnts of the large 
dISh; and they never ate a bit less sweet for the novel mode in which 
they were conveyed to me! The Indians, under their quiet exterior, 
possess a deal of humour. They have significant names for everything, 
and a nickname 'for everyone, and some of the latter are laughably 
appropriate. A fat, pompous, ostentatious settler in our neighbonrhood 
they called lIIllckllke", 'the bull frog.' Another, rather a fine young man, 
but with a very red face, they named Sego.<kee, 'the rising sun.' Mr. ,y ood, 
who had a farm above ours, was a remarkably slender young man, and to 
him they gave the appellation of lIIetiz, 'thin stick.' A woman, that 
occasionally worked for me, had a disagreeable squint j she was lmown 
in Indian by the name of 8achdbO, 'cross eye.' A g'entleman with a very 
large nose was C'hoofas, 'big, or ugly nose.' My little Addie, who was a 
fair, lovely cre:1ture, they viewed with great approbation, and called 
.ilrwonlc, 'a star;' wbile the rosy Katie was Nu.'!"sigook, 'the northern 
lights.' As to me, I was Nonocosiqui, a 'humming-bird;' a ridiculous 
name for a tall woman, but it had reference to the delight I took in 
painting birds. My friend, Emilia, was' blue cloud;' my little Donald, 
'frozen face;' young C--, 'the red-headed woodpecker,' from the 
colour of his hair; my brother, Cl,ipl'elw, and 'the bald-headed eagle.' 
He was an especial favourite among them. 

The Indians are often made a prey of and cheated 1,:,' the unprincipled 
settlers who think it no crime to overreach a red-skin. One anecdote 
will fully iIIustrate this fact. A young sq~aw, who was ncar beco~il1!? a 
mother, stopped at a Smith-town. settler sho~se to rc.st herself. 'lhe 
woman of the house who was I1'I8h, was peelmg' for dlllner some large 
white turnips, which her husband had grown in their garden. The 
Indian had never seen a turnip before, and the appearance of the firm, 
white juicy root gave her such a keen craving to taste it that she very 
earnestly begged for a small piece to eat. She had purchased at 
Peterborough a large stone-china bowl, of a very handsome patteI'll e.or, 
perhaps got it at the store in exchange for basket), the worth of WhICh 
might b~ half-a-dollar. If the poor squaw longed for the turnip, the value 
of which could scarcely reach a copper, the covetous European h~d fixed 
as longing a glance upon the china bowl, and she was deternuued to 
gratify her avaricious desire and obtain it OIl the most easy terms. She 
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tola the Rquaw, with some disdain, that her man did n?t grow turnips to 
give away to ' Injuns,' but sh~ wouM sell her one. 1 he squaw offered 
her four COpIJer~, all the ehange she had about her. This the woma.n 
refu8erl with contempt. She then proffered a basket; but that was no1 
sufficient; nothinO' would satisfy her but the bowl. The Indian demurred; 
but opposition had only il1o~rea~ed her craving ~or th~ turnip in.a tenfold 
degree; and, after a short mental stmggle, III WhICh the ammal pro­
pen~ity overcame the warnings .01' pr,'~dence, the squ~w /?ave up the bowl 
and received in return one tUT/I"p! Ihe daughter of thIS woman told me 
this anecdote of her mother as a very clever thing. '''hat ideas some 
people have of moral justice! I have said b~fore th~t the Indian never 
forgets a kindness. 'We had a thousand proofs of thiS, when overtaken 
by misfortune, and withering beneath the iron grasp of pover~y, we could 
scarcely obtain bread for ourselves and our little ones; then It was that 
the tmth of the Eastern proverb was brought home to our hearts, and 
the goodness of God fully manifested towards us, • Cast thy bread upon 
the water" ana thou sh;,lt fine\ it after many days.' During better tim~ 
we had treated these poor savages with kindness and liberality, and! 
when dearer frienfl~ looked colrlly upon ns they never forsook us. For 
many a good meal I have been indebted to them, when I had nothing to 
give in return, when the pantry was empty, and 'the hearth-stone 
growing cold,' as they term the want of provisions to cook at it. And 
their delicacy in conferring these favoUl's was not the least admirable 
part of their conduct. John N ogan, who was mnch attached to us, 
would bring a fine bunch of ducks, and drop them at my feet' for the 
paponse,' or leave a large muskinonge on the sill of the door, or place II 
quarter of venison just within it, and slip away without saying a word, 
thinking that receiving a present from a poor Indian might hurt our 
feelings, and he would spare us the mortification of returning thanks. 

Often have I gTieved that people with such generous impulses should 
be degraded and corrupted by civilised men; that a my~terious destiny 
involves and hangs over them, pressing them back into the wilderness, 
and slowly and snrely sweeping them from the earth. 

Their ideas of Christianity appeared to me vag-ue and unsatisfactory. 
They will tell you that Christ died for men, and that He is the Saviour 
of the \Vorld, but they do not seem to comprehend the spiritual character 
of Christianity, nor the full extent of the requirements and application of 
the law of Christian love. These imperfect views may not be entertained 
by all Christian Indians, but they were very common amongst those with 
whom I c~nversc.d. '~'heir ignorance upon theological, as well as upon 
?ther subJ~cts, IS, of conrse, extreme. One Indian asked me very 
mnocentIy If I came from the land where Christ was born and if I had 
ever seen Jesus. They always mention the name of the 'l'ersons in the 
Trinity wi~h great ~everence .. They are a highiy imaginative people. 
The practIcal meanmg of theIr names and their intense admiration for 
the ~leauties of N atur~, are proof of this. Nothing escape'i their ob­
sernng eyes. There IS not a flower that bluoms in the wilderness a, 
bird that cuts the air with its wings, a beast that roams the wood, a flsh 
that stems th~ water, or :he most minute insect that !1ports in the 
sunr:e~m3, but It has an. IndIan name to illustrate its peculiar habits and 
qualItIeS. Some of theIr words convey the direct meaning of the thing 
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implied--thus, eM-charm, 'to sneeze,' is the wry sound of that act· 
too-'fIle-~uh, 'to ~hurn,' gives the noise made by the da~hing of the crca~ 
from sIde to .slde;. ~nd many others. They believe in supernatural 
appearances-Ill SpIrits of the earth, the air, the waters. '1 he latter 
they c.onsider evil,. a!ld propitiate, before undertaldng a long voyage, by 
,hrowmg small portIOns of bread, meat, tobacco, and gunpowder into the 
,water. When an Indian loses one of bis children, he must keep a strict 
fast for three days, abstaining from fooa of any kina. A hunter, of the 
Ilame of Young, told me a curious story of their rigid observance of this 
strange rite. 'They had a chief,' he said, 'a few years ago, whom they 
called' HandsoI?e Jack :-whether in derision, I cannot tell, for lw was 
one of the uglIest IndIans I ever ~aw. The scarlet-fever got into the 
camp-a terrible disease in this country, and doubly terrible to those 
poor creatures who don't know how to treat it. His eldest daugLter 
died. The chief had fasted two days when I met him in the llush. I did 
not know what had happened, but I opened my wallet, for I was on a 
bunting expcdition, and offered him some bread and dried venison. He 
~ooked at me reproachfully.'-" Do white men eat bre~ the first night 
their papouse is laid in the earth?" I then knew the cause of his de­
pression, and left him.' 

On the night of the second day of his fast another child died of the 
fever. He had now to accomplish three more days without tasting food. 
It was too much even for an Indian. On the evening of thc fOUl tit, he 
was so pressed by ravenous hunger, that he Rtole into thc WOOdR, caught 
a bull-frog, and devoured it alive. He imagined himself alone; but one 
of his people, suspecting' his intention, had followed him, unperceived, to 
the bush. The act he had just committed was a hideous crime in their 
eyes, and in a few minutes the camp was in an U)ll'oar. The chief fled 
for protection to Young's house. "Vhen the hunter demanded thc cause 
of his alarm', he gave for answer, 'There are plenty of flies at my house. 
'1'0 avoid their stings I come to you.' It required all the eloquence of 
Mr. Young, who enjoyed much popularity among them, to reconcile the 
rebellious tribe to their chief. They are very skilful in their treatment 
of wounds and many diseases. Their knowledge of the medicinal 
qualities of their plants and herbs is very great. They make excellent 
poultices from the bark of the bass and the slippery elm. TIley use 
several native plants in their dyeing of baskets and porcnpine quills. 
The inner bark of the swamp-alder, simply boiled in water, makes a 
beautiful red. From the root of the black llriony they obtain a fine 
salve for sores and extract a rich yellow dye. The inner bark of the root 
of the sumach' roasted an(1 reduced to powder, is a good remedy for the 
ague; a teasp~onful gi~en between the hot and cold fit. They scrape the 
fine white powder from the larl?e fung;us that p-o:vs upon thc bark of 
the pine, into whisky, and take l~ for VIOlent pa!n~ III the stomach. The 
taste of this powder strongly remlllded me of qUlllllle. 

I have read much of the excellence of Indian cookery, but I never 
could brinO' myself to taste anything prepared in their dirty wigwams. 
I remembe~ being highly amused in watching the preparation o! a mess, 
which might have been called the I~dian hotcl~-potch. It co.nslstcd of a 
strange mixture of fish, flesh, and fowl, all bOIled togethE'r III the ~ame 
vessel. Ducks, partridges, muskinonge, venison, and musk-rats, formed 
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a part of this delectable compound. These were literally smothered III 
onions, potatocs, and turnips, w.hich they had p~ocured. from me.. 'fheI, 
very hospitably off<!re(l me a dlshful of the odIOus mixture, whICh th~' 
odour of the lU,lsk-rats rendered everything but savoury; but I declinelll 
simply statin~ that I was not hungry. My little boy tas!ed it, bUt 
quickly left the camp to conceal the effect it produced upon him. 

Their metho(l of broiling fish, however, is excellent. They take a fiSh, 
just ii'esh out of the water, cut out the entrails, and, without removing 
the scales wash it clean, dry it in a cloth, or in grease, and cover it all 
over with' clear hot ashes. 'When the flesh will part from the bone, they 
dmw it out of the a~hes, strip off the skin, and it is fit for the table of 
the most fastidious epicure. The deplorable want of chastity that exist. 
among the Indian women of this tribe seems to have been more the 
result of their intercourse with the settlcrs in thc country than from any 
previous disposition to this vice. '['he jealousy of their husbands hail 
often been exercised in a terrible manner against the offenriing squaws I 
but this has not happened of late years. The men wink at these derelie­
tions in their wi\:es, and share with them the price of their shame. ' 

The mixture of European blood adds grcatly to the physical beauty o! 
the half-mce, but produces a sad falliu)!;-off from the original integrity of 
the Indian character. The half-caste is generally a lying, vicious roguej 
possessing the worst qunJities of both pa.rents in an eminent degree. We 
have many of these half-Inllian8 in the penitentiary for crimes of the 
blackest dye. The skill of the Indian in procuring hig game, either by 
land or water, has been too well described by better writers than I could 
ever hope to be to need any illu8tration from my pen, and I will Cl088 
this long chapter with a droll anecdote which is told of a gentleman ill 
this neighbourhood. The .early 10RS of his hair obliged ::III'. -- to 
procure the snbstitute of a wig. This was such a g'ood imitation of 
nature that none but his intimate friends and neighbours were aware of 
the fact. It happened that he had had some (lnarrel with an Indian; 
which had to be settled in one of the petty courts. Thc case was 
decided in favonr of ::'IIr. --, which so aggrieved the savao'c, who 
considered himself the injured party, that hc sprang upon hir: with a 
furious yell, tomahawk in hand, with the intention of depriving him of 
his scalp. He twisted his hand in the locks which adorned the cranium 
of his a(lversary, when-horror of horrors I-the treacherous wig came 
off in his hand: 'Owgh! owgh!' exclaimed the affrighted savage, 
flinging it from him, and rushing ii'om the court as if he had been bitten 
by a rattlesnake. His Bu_dden exit was followed by peals of laughter 
from the crowll, while ::111'. -- coolly picked up his wig and drily 
remarked that it had saved his hca(1. ' 

XVI.-BURNI:\'G THE F.-\'LLOW. 
There is a hollow' roaring in tI,e air-
The hideous hissing of ten thousand flames 
That from the centre of yon sable cloud ' 
Leap madly up, like serpents in the dark 
Shaking their arrow), tongues at N ature'~ heart. 

IT is not my intention to give a regular history of our residence in th~ 
bush, but merely to present to my readers such events as may serye t<J 
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illustrate a life in the woods. The winter and spring of 1834 had passed 
away. The latter was unt1ommonly cold and backward' so much so 
that we had a very heavy fall of snow upon th.e 14th .and '15th of May, 
and several gentlemen drovc down to Cobourg III a sleJgh, the mow lying 
upon the ground to the depth of several inches. 

A late, cold spring in Canada is generally succeeded by a burning hot 
su~mer; and the summer of '34 was the hottest I ever remember. No 
ra.m fell upon the ear~h for many weeks. till nature drooped and 
~thered beneath one bnght blaze of sunlig'ht; and the ague and fever 
III th~ woods, and the cholera in the large towns and cities, spread death 
and SIckness .through the country, Moodie had made during the winter 
a large clearmg of twenty acres around the house. The progrees of the 
workmen had been watched hy me with the keenest interest. Every 
t~e~ that reached the grol~nd opened tt wider gap in the dark wood, 
gIvmg us a broader ray of lIght and a clearer glimpse of the blue sky. 
But when the dark cedar-swamp fronting the ~ousc fell beneath the 
~trokes of the axe, and we got a first view of thc lake, my joy was 
~omplete : a new and beautiful object was now constantly before me, which 
g-alOe me the greatest pleasure, By night and day, in sunshine or in 
lItorm, water is always the most sublime feature in a landscape, and no 
view can be truly gTand in which it is wanting, From a child it always 
had the most powerful cffect upon my mind, fi'om the great ocean rolling 
in majesty, to the tinkling forest rill, hidden by the flowers and rn~hes 
along its banks. Half the solitude of my forest home vanished when the 
lake unveiled its bright face to the blue heavens, and I saw sun, and 
moon, and stars, and waving' trees reBected there. I would sit for hours 
at the window as thc shades of evening deepened round me, watching 
the massy foliage of the forests pictured in the waters, till fanl'Y 
transported me back to Eng'land, and the songs of birds and the lowing 
of cattle were sounding' in my ears. It was long, very long, before I 
could discipline my mind to learn and IJractise all the menial employ­
ments which are necessary in a good seHler's wife, 

The total absence of trees about the doors in all new eettlcments had 
always puzzled me, in a country where the intense heat of 8ummer 8eems 
to demand all the ehade that can be procured. lUy husband had left 
several beautiful rock-elms (the most picturesque tree in the country) 
near our dwelling, but, alas! the first high gale prostrated all my fine 
trees, and left our log cottage entirely exposed to the fierce rays of the 
sun. The confusion of an uncleared fallow spread around us on every 
side. Huge trunks of trees and piles of hrush gave a littered and 
uncomfortable appearance to the locality, and as the weather had heen 
very dry for some weeks, I heard. my husband daily talI'jng with ~is 
choppers aR t.o the expediency of firmg the fallow. They stIll urg'ed hIm 
to wait a little longpr, until he could get a good breeze to carry the fire 
well through the brush. Business called him suddenly to Toronto, but 
lie left a strict charg'e with old Thomas and his sons, who were engaged 
in the job, by no means to a!temp: to bu~n it ofr until he returned, as he 
wished to be upon the premIses hImself, m case of any danger. He had 
previou~ly burnt all the heaps immediately about the doors. 

While he was absent old Thomas and his second son fell sick with the 
ag'ne, and went home' to their own township, leaving .J ohn-a surly, 
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obstinate young man-in charge of the shanty, where they slept, an<f 
kept their tools amI provisions. ])Ionag~a~ I ~ad s~nt to fetch up mll 
three cows, as t~e children we~e Ltngm.shmg for milk, and Mary an

3 remc,ined alone III the house wlt.h the little ones. The day was suIt 
and towards noon a stronO" wind sprang up that roared in the pine-top 
like the da~hing of dist,t~t billows, but without in the least degre 
abating the heat. 'rhe chiltlren were lying listlessly upon the floor for 
coolnes~ and the girl and I were finishing sun-bonnets, when Mary 
suddenly exclaimed, 'Bless us, mistress, ~v~at II: smoke i' I ran imme. 
diately to the door, hut was not able to dlstmgUlsh ten yards before me. 
The swamp immediately below us was on fire, and the heavy wind Will 
drivin2,' a den8e black cloud of smoke directly towards us. 

, What can this mean '!' I cried. 'Who can have set fire to tbe fallow PI 
As I ce<tsed speaking, John Thomas stood pale and trembling befon! 

me. ' .John, what is the meaning of this fire~' 
, 011, m<t'am, I hope you will forg-ive me; it was I set fire to it, and I 

woul,l give all I have in the wodt if I had not done it.' 
'Wh,tt is the danger?' -' Oh, I'm terribly afear'u that we shall all be 

burnt up,' said the fellow, beg'inning to whimper. 
, vVhy did you run such a risk, anel your master from home, and no l 

one on the place to rencler the least assistance P' 
, I did it for the best,' blubbered the lad. ' What shall we do ?' 
"Vhy, we must get out of it as fast as we cau, and leave the house to 

its f,tte.'-' \Ve can't get out,' s'lid the man, in a low, hollow tone, which 
seem',,\ the eoncent.ration of fear; 'I would have got out of it if I could; 
but just step to the back door, m<t'am, and see.' 

I had not felt the I"a,t alarm up to this minute; I had never seen a 
f"How hnmt, bllt I h1tn. heard of it as a thing of such common occurren", 
that I had never connected wit.h it any idea of danger. Judge, then, 
my surprise, my horror, when. on going to the back door, I saw that the 
fell" w, to make snre of his work, had fired the field in fifty different 
places. Behin,l, before, on every side, we were surruuncled by a wall of 
fire, burning furiously within a hundred yards of us, and cutting off all 
possibility of retreat; for could we have found an opening through the 
burnin~' beaps, we could not have seen our way thn,ugh the dense 
can, 'py of smoke; and, I>uried as we were in the heart of the forest, no 
one coul,l discover our situation till we were beyond the reach of help. 

I dused the door, and went back to the parlour. Fear waR knocking 
lou,\ly at my heart, for our utter helplessness annihiLJJed all hope of 
being able to effect our escape-l felt slupified. The girl mt upon the 
floor by the children, who, unconscious of the peril that hung over them, 
had both fallen nsleep. She was ~ilt'ntly weeping; while the fool who 
had caused the mischief was crying aluud. A stJ'ange calm succeeded 
my first alarm; tears aud lamentations were useless' a horrible death 
was impending over u~, and yet I could not believe that we were to die. 
I sat down upon the step of the door, ann. watched the awful scene in 
silen~e. The fir!" was raging in the cedar-swamp, immediately below 
the )')~ge on, wlllch the house stood, and it prc8ented a spectacle truly 
appa 11 mg. h'om out the dense folds of a canopy of black smoke, the 
bhwkest I ever saw, leaped up continually red forks of lurid flame as 
high as the tree tops, igniting the branches of a group of tall pines that 



BUR~ING THE FALLOW. 15!) 

bad been left standing for mw-Iogs. A deep gloom blotted out the 
beavens from our sight. 'I'he air was filled with fiery par1icles which 
tioated e,:en to the door-step-while the crackling and roaring' of the 
flames mIght have been heard at a great distance. Could we have 
reached t~e Jake s~ore, where several canoes were moored at the landing, 
by launchm.g out. mto. the ~vater we should have been in perfect safety j 
but to attam thIS. object It, was necessary to pa~s throug,h this mimic 
hell; and not a bIrd could have flown over it with unscorched wings. 
There was no hope in that quarter, for could we have escaped the 
fla~es, we should have been. blinded and choked by the thick, black, 
resmous ~moke. The fierce wmd drove the flames at the sides and llae k of 
the h.ouse up the clearing; and our passage to the road, or to the forest on 
the rIght and left was entirely obstructed by a sea of flames. Our only ark 
f?f safety was the house, so long as it remained untouched by the consum­
mg element. I turned to young Thomas, and asked him, how long he 
thought that would be ? ' 'Yhen the fire clears this little ridge in front 
JDa'am. 'I'he Lord have mercy upon us, then, or we must all go !' , 

Cannot you, John, try and make your escape, and see what can be 
'done for us and the poor children?' My eye fell upon the sleeping 
iangels, locked peacefully in each other's arms, and my tears flowed for 
the first time. Mary, the servant-girl, looked piteously up in my face. 
q'he good, faithful creature had nut uttered one WOld of complaiut, but 
now she faltered forth, , 'I'he dear, precious lambs !-Oh! such a death !' 

I threw myself down upon the floor beside them, and lJre~Red them 
~lternately to my heart" whilc inwardly I thanked God that they were 
~sleep, unconscious of danger, and unable by their childish cries to 
distract our attention from adopting any plan which might otrl'l' t.o effect 
their escape. The heat soon became suffocating. Vve were parehed with 
thirst, and thf're was not a drop of water in the housc, find nune to be 
procured nearer than the lake. I turned once more to the door, hOlling 
that a passage might have been burnt through to the water. I saw 
Ilothing but a dense cloud of fire and smoke-could hear nothing but 
the crackling and roaring of the flames, which were gaining so fast 
upon us that I felt their scorching breath in my face. 

'Ah!' thought I-and it was a most bitter thonght-' what will my 
beloved huslland say ,¥hen he rcturns and finds that his poor Sllsy and 
his dear girls have perished in this miserable manner? But God can 
save us yet.' Thc thought had scarcely found a voice in my heart 
before the wind rose to a hurricane, scattering the flames on all sides 
into a tempest of burning billows. I buried my head in my apron, for I 
thought that our time wus come, and that all was lo~t, ",hen a m?st 
ten'Hie crash of thunder burst over our heads, and, lIke the breakmg 
of a waterspout, down came the rushil~g tor~ent of min .which bad 
been pent up for so many weeks. In a few mmutes the ?hIll-yard ~as 
all afloat and the fire effectually checke!!' The storm WhICh, unnotIced 
by us, h~d been gathering all day, and which was the. only one of ~ny 
note we had that summer, continued to rage all mght., and before 
morning had quite subdued the cruel enemy. whose approach we had 
viewed with such dread. The imminent danger in wInch we h!ld been 
plaeedstruck me more forcibly after it was pa.st. than at the tIme, a~d 
both the girl and myself sank upon our knees, and lifted up our hearts ill 
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humble thanksgiving to that God who had saved 11S by an act of His 
Provideuce from an awful and sudden death. When all hope from 
humclll assistance was lost, His haml was mercifully stretched forth" 
making His strength more perfectly manifested in our weakness :-

, He is their stay when ellrthly help is lost, 
The light and anchor of the tempest-toss'd.' 

There was one person, unknown to us, who had watched the progress 
of that rash blaze, and had even brought his canoe to the landing, in the 
hope of g'etting off. 'l'his was an Irish pensioner named Dunn, who had 
clearerl a few acres on his government gTant, and had built a shanty on 
the opposite shore of the lake. 'Faith, madam! an' I thought the 
capt,tin was stark staring mad to fire his fallow on such a windy day, 
and that blowing right from the lake to the house. ,"hen Old Wittals 
C<lme in and towld us that the masther was not to the fore, but only one 
lad, an' the wife an' the chilther at home-thinks I, therc's no time to be 
lost, or the crathurs will be burnt up inti rely. lYe started instanthur, 
but, by Jove! we were too late. The swamp was " 11 in a blaze when we 
got to the landing, and you might as well have thriec1 to g'et to Heavenl 
by passing throug'h the other place.' This was the eloquent harangue 
with which the honest creature informed me the next morning of the 
efforts he had made to save us, and the interest he had felt in our critical 
situation. I felt comforted for my past anxiety, by knowing that one 
human being', however humble, had sympathised in our probable fate; 
while t.he providential manner in which we had been rescued will ever 
remain a theme of wonder and gratitude. 'l'he n .. xt evening brought the 
return of my husband, who listened to the tale of our CRcape with a 
pale and disturbed countenance, not a little thankful to find his wife and 
children still in t.he land of the living. For a long time after the burning 
of that faUow it hauntcrl me in my dreams. I would awake with a start, 
imagininl!,' mYHelf fighting with the flames, and endeavouring to carry IIQ' 
little children through them to the top of the clearing, when invariabI, 
their g'arments and my own took fire just as I was within rel~ch of a 
place of safety. 

XVII.-OUR LOGGING-BEE. 

There wag a man in our town, 
In our town, in our town­
'.fhere was a m3.i1 in our town, 

He made a logging-bee; 

And he bou~ht lots of whisky, 
To make the loggers frisky­
To make the loggers frisky-

At his logging-bee. 

The Devil sat on a log heap, 
A log heap. a log heap-
A red-hot burning log heap-

A-grinning at the bee j 

And there was lots of swearing, 
Of boas~ing and of daring, 
Of fightIng an? of tearing, 

At that 10ggIng·bee. 
J. W. D. M. 

A LOGGING-DEE followed the burning of the fallow, as a matter of course. 
In the bush, where hands are few, and labour commands an enormous 
rate of wage~, the~e gat~ering~ are considered indispensable, and much 
h~s be~m wZ:ltten m theIr prals~ j but to me, they present the most 
dlsgu.st~~g p.lCture of. a ~)Ush. hfe: They are noisy, riotous, rlrunken 
meetm",s, often termmatmg m VIolent quarrels, sometimes even in 



OUR LOGGING-BEE. 

bloodshed. Accidents of the most serious nature often occur and very 
little work is done when we consider the number of hands empioyed and 
the great consumption of food and liquor. ' 

I ?-~ certain, in our case, had we ~ired with the money expended in 
proVIdmg for the bee, two or three mdustrious, hard-workino- men we 
should have got through twice as much work, and have had it done ~ell 
and have been the gainers in the end. People in the woods have a craz~ 
for giving and going to bees, and run to them with as much eagerness as 
a peasant runs to a race-course or a fair; plenty of strong drink and 
excitement making the chief attraction of the bee. 

In raising a house or barn, a bee may be looked upon as a necessary 
evil, but these gatherings are generally conducted in a more orderly 
manner than those for logging. Fewer hands are required; and they 
are generally under the control of the carpenter who puts up the frame 
and if they get drunk during the raising, they are liable to meet witl: 
very serious accidents. Thirty-two men, gentle and simple, were invited 

,to our bee, and the maid and I were engaged for two days preceding the 
important one, in baking and cooking for the entertainment of our guests. 
When I looked at the quantity of food we had prepared, I thought that 
it never could be all eaten, even by thirty-two men. It was a burning 
hot day towards the end of July, when our loggers began to come in, and 
the ' gee!' and' ha!' of the oxen resounded on every side. 

There was my brother S ---, with his frank English face, a host in 
himself; Lieutenant --- in his blouse, wide white trousers, and red 
Bash, his broad straw hat shading a dark manly face that would have 
been a splendid property for a bandit chief; the four gay, reckless, idle 
sons of ---, famous at any spree, but incapable of the least mental or 
physical exertion, who considered hunting and fishing as the sole aim 
and object of life. These young men rendered very little assistance 
themselves, and their example deterred others who wero inclined to 
work. There were the two R ---s, who came to work and to make 
others work· my good brother-in-law, who had volunteered to be the 
Grog Bos, ~nd a host of other settlers, among whom I recognised 
Moodie's old acquaintance, Dan Simpson, with his lank red hair and long 
freckled f.'lce ; the Youngs, the hunters, with t!leir :ound, black, curly 
heads and rich Irish brogue; poor 0 ---, WIth hIS long, spare, ~on­
sumptive figure, and thin, sickly face. Poor fellow, he has long smce 
been gathered to his rest! There was the ruffian squatter P ---, 
from Olear L1I<ke -the dread of all honest men; the brutal M ---, who 
treated oxe'as'if they had Leen logs, by beating them with handsp~k~s; 
and there was Old Wittals with his low forehead and long nose, a hvmg 
witness of the truth of phrenology, if his large org~ll of. acquisitivene~s 
and his want of conscientiousness could be taken m eVIdence. Yet III 
spite of his derelictions from honesty, he was a hard-working, good­
natured man, who, if he cheated you in a bargain, or took away so~e 
useful article in mistake from your homestead, never wronged hIS 
employer in his day's work. He was a curious sample of cunning and 
simplicity-quite a chamcter in his way-and th.e largest eater ~ ever 
chanced to know. From this ravenous propensIty, for he a!e hIS food 
like a famished wolf. he had obtained his singular name of' Wlttals.' 
. During the first year of his settlement ill the bush, with a veqlarge 

L 
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family to provide for, he had been often in want of food. One day he 
came to my brother, with a very long face. 

, Fore God! Mr. 8 -_.- I'm no beggar, but I'd be obliged to you for 
a loaf of bread. I declare to you on my honour that I have not had a 
bit of wittals to dewour for two whole days.' 

He came to the right person with his petition. ~Ir. ~ --- with a 
liberal hand relieved his wants, but he entailed upon hIm the name of 
, Old 'VittalR,' as part payment. His daughter, who was a very pretty 
"'irl had stolen a march upon him into the wood, with a lad whom he by 
~o ~eanR regarded with a favourable eye. 'Vhen she :eturned, the old 
man confronted her and her lover with this threat, whICh I suppose he 
considered 'the most awful' punishment that he could devise. 

'March into the honse, Mariam 'Ria' (Maria); 'and if ever I ca~ch you 
,vith that scamp again, I'll tic you up to a stump all day, and g'IVe you 
no wittak' I was greatlyamased by overhearing a dialogue betw~en 
Old 'Vittals and one of his youn2,'est sons, a sharp, Yankeefied-looklDg 
boy. who had lost one of his eyes, but the remaining orb looked as if it 
could see all ways at once. 'I say, 801, how came you to tell that 
tarnation tearing lie to Mr. ;S --- yesterday? Didn't you expect that 
you'd catch a good wallopping for the like of that? Lying may be 
excusable in a man, but 'tis a tcrrible bad habit in a boy.' 

'Lor,' father, that worn't a lie. I told Mr. S ---, our cow WOI'11't 

in his peas. Nor more she wor; she was in his wheat.' 
'But she was in the peas all night, boy.' 
, That wor nothing to me; she worn't in just then. Sure I won't get 

a licking for that !'-' No, no, you are a good boy; but mind what I tell 
you, and don't bring me into a scrape with any of your real lies.' 

Prevarication, the worst of falsehoods, was a virtue in his eyes. 
So much for the old man's morality. 

Monaghan was in his glory, prepared to work or fight, whichever 
should come uppermost; and there was old 'I'homas and his sons, the 
contract orR for the clearing, to expedite whose movements the bee was 
called. Old Thomas was a very ambitious man in his way. Though he 
did not know A from B, he took it into his head that he had received a 
call from heaven to convert the heathen in the wilderness; and every 
Sunday he held a meeting in our loggers' shanty, for the pllrpo~e or 
awakening sinnerR, and bringing over 'Injun pajans' to the true faith. 
His method of accomplishing this object was very ingenious. He got his 
wife, Peggy-or' my Paggy,' as he called her-to read alCMld to him a 
text from the Bible, until he knew it by heart; and he ha~ as he said 
truly, 'a good remembrancer,' and never heard a striking sermon but he 
ret>l.ined the most important pas~ages, and retailed them secondhand to 
his bush audience. I must say that I was not a little surprised Il.t the 
old man's eloquence when I wrnt one Sunday over to the shanty to hear 
him prea?h. Sever?-l ~ild young fe~lows had come on purpose to make 
fun of lum; but hIS dIscourse, WhICh was llpon the text' 'Ve shall all 
meet before the judgmcnt-~eat of ChriRt,' was rather too serious a 
subject to turn into a jest, with even old Thomas for the preacher. All 
went on :ery welllln!"il the old lOan gave out a hymn, and led off in such. 
a loud. dIRcordant VOIce, that my little Katie who was standing betweenl 
her father's knees, looked ~uddenly up, and s~id, 'Mamma, what a noise 
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old Thomas makes!' This remark led to a much greater noise and the 
young men, unable to restrain their long-suppressed laughter ran 
tumultuously from the shanty. I could have whipped the little elf'; but 
small blam~ could be at!ached to a child of two yearR old, who had never 
hear~ a preacher, especlally!;uch a preacher as the old backwoodsman, in 
h~r !tfe. Poor man! he was perfectly unconscious of the caURe of the 
dIsturbance, and remarked to us, after the service was over _ 

'Well, ma'am, did not we get on famously? Now w~rn't that a 
bo~tiful discourse ?'-' I~ was, incleed ; much better than 'r expected.' 

Yes, yes; I knew It would please you. It had quite an effect on 
those .wtId fellows. A few. more such sermons will teach them good 
behaVIour. Ah! the bush IS a bad place for younO" men. The farther 
ill the bush, say I, the farther from God, and the n~arer to hell. I told 
that wicked Captain L--- of Dummer RO the other Sunday' 'an" 
says he, 'if you don't hold your confounded jaw, you old fool, r'n kick 
you there.' Now, ma'am-now, sir, was not that bad manners in a 
gentleman, to use such appropriate epitaphs to a humble servant of God 
like I?' , 

And thus the old man ran on for an hour, dilating upon his own 
merits and the sins of his neighbours. 

There was John R---, from Smith-town, the most notorious swearer 
in the district; a man who esteemed himself clever, nor did he want 
for natural talent, but he had converted his mouth into such a sink of 
iniquity that it corrupted the whole man, an(l all the weak and thought­
less of his own sex who admitted him into their company. I had tried 
to convince John R --- (for he often frequented the house under the 
pretence of borrowing bookA) of the great crime that he was constantly 
committing, aad of the injurious effect it must produce upon his own 
fa.mily, but the mental disease had taken too deep a root to be so easily 
cured. Like a person labouring under some foul disease, he contaminated 
all he touched. Such men seem to make an ambitiouR display of their 
bad llabits in such scenes, and if they afford a little help. they are sure 
to get intoxicated and make a row. There was my friend, old Ned 
Dunn, who had been so anxious to get us out of the burning fallow. 
There was a whole group of Dummer Pines: Levi, the little wiry, witty 
poacher; Cornish Bill, the honest-hearted old peasant, with his stalwart 
fiO'ure and uncouth dialect; and David, and Ned-all good men and true; 
a~d Malachi Chroak, a queer, withered-up, monkey-man, that seemed 
like some mischievous elf flitting from heap to heap to make work and 
fun for the rest; and many others were at that bee who have since found 
a rest in the wilderness: Adam '1' ---, H ---, J. M ---, H. 
N ---. These, at different t.imes, lost their lives in those brig~t 
waters in which, on such occasions as these, they used to Bport and frolIc 
to refresh themselves during the noonday heat. Alas! how many, who 
were then young and in their prime, that river and its lakes have 
swept away! . . 

. Our men worked well until dinner-time, when, after washmg m the 
lake, they all sat down to the rude board which I.had prepared for them, 
loaded with the best fare that could be procured m the bush. Pea-soup, 
legs of pork, venison, eel, and rllspberry pies, .garnished w.ith plenty of 
potatoes, and whisky to wash them down, beSIdes a large Ir~n2kettle of 
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tect. 'l'o pour ont the latter, and di~pense it round, devolved upon m('. 
lHy brother and his friends, who were all temperance men, and con­
sequently the best workers in the field, kept me and the maid actively 
employed in replenishing their cups. 

The dinner passed off tolerably well; some of the lower order of the 
Irish settlers were pretty far gone, but they committed no outrage upon 
onr feelings by either swearing or bad langllage, a few harmless jokes 
alone circulating among them. Some one was funning Old Witt-als for 
having eaten seven large cabbagcs at Mr. T ---'s hee, a few days 
previous. His son, Sol, thought himself as in duty hound to take up the 
cudgel for his father.-' X ow, I guess that's a lie, anyhow. Fayther was 
sick that day, and I tell you he only ate five.' 

This announcement was followed by such an explosion of mirth that 
the boy looked fiercely round him, as if he could scarcely believe the fact 
that the whole party were laughing at him. 

Malachi Chroak, who was good-naturedly- drunk, had discovered an 
old pair of cracked bellows in a corner, which he placed under his arm, 
and applying his mouth to the pipe, and working his elbows to and fro, 
pretended that he was playing upon thc bagpipes, every now and then 
letting the wind e~cape in a shrill squeak from this novel instrument. 

, Arrah, ladies and jintleman, do jist turn YOllr swate little eyes upon 
me whilst I play for Y,lUr iddifications the I.lst iIIigant tune which 
my owld gmnclmother taught me. Och hone! 'tis a thou~and pities that 
such musical owlcl crather!' should be suffered to die, at all at all, t.o be 
poked away into a dil·thy. clark hole, when their canthles shud be burnin' 
a-top of a bushel, givin' lig-ht to the hon~e. An' then it is she t.hat was 
the illig-ant dancer, stepping out so lively and frisky, just so ;-' 

And here he minced to and fro, affecting the airs of a fine lady. 'rhe 
supposititious bagpipe gave an uncertain, ominous howl, and he flung 
it down, and started back with a lmlicrous exprcssion of alarm. 

, Alive, is it ye arc? Ye croaking owld divil, is that the tune you 
taught your son 7 

, Och! my owld granny tnll~ht me. but now she is dead, 
That a dhrop of nate whi.ky is good for the head; 
It would make a man spake when .iist ready to dhie, 
If you doubt it-my boys !-I'd advise you to thry_ 

Or.h! mv owlr! granny sleeps with her head on a stone,­
"Now, lIIalach, don't throllhle the galls when I'm gone!" 
T thrieu to obey her; but, och, I am shure, 
There's no sorrow on earth that the angels can't cure. 
Och! I took her ad dee-I'm a bachelor still; 
And I dance, and [ pI,,,,, with sHch excellent skill, 

( Ta 1lin.9 "P t'.e be'lo"'B, and be.9inning to dance.) 
That the dear little crathurs are striving in vain 
Which first shall my hand or my fortin' obtain.' 

~ 'Malach!' shouted a Ianghing group. 'How was it. that the old lady 
tau~'ht you to go a courtinQ' 7'-' Armh, that'R a "acret! I don't let out 
owld gr:mny's sacrets,' saiel Malachi, gracefully waviuO' his head to and 
fro to the ~queaking of the bellowR; then, suddenly btossing back the 
10nQ.-, dang-Img black elf-lorh that curled down the sides of his lank 
yellow cheeks, ane1 winking knowingly with his comical little deep­
seated black eyes, he burst out again-
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'Wid the blarney I'd win the most dainty proud dame 
No gal can resist the soft sound of that same· ' 
Wid the blarney, my boys-if you doubt it, go thry­
But hand here the bottle, my whistle is uhry.' 

16':> 

'l'h~ me~ went hack to the field, leaving Malachi to amuee tho"e "\\ ho 
remaIned In the house; and we certaiuly did laugh our fill at his odd 
c?,pers and conceits. Then he would insist upon marrying our maid. 
'] h.ere coul~ be no re~u~nl-have her hc would. The girl, to keep him 
qUIet, laughIngly promised that she would take him for her husband. 
'l'~is did not satisfy him. She must take her oath upon the Bible to that 
effect. Mary pre~ended that there was no Eible in the house, but he 
found an old spellIng-book upon a shelf in the kitchen, and upon it he 
made her swear, and called upon me to bear witness to her oath that she 
was now his betrothed, nnd he would go next day with h~r to the 
'praist.' Poor Mary had reason to repent her frolic, for he stuck clnl'C 
to her the whole evening, tormenting her to fulfil hcr contract.. After 
the sun went down, the logging-Land came in to supper, which was all 
ready for them. Those who remained sober ate the meal in peace, and 
quietly returned to their homes; while the vicious and the drunl((ll 
stayed to brawl and fight. 

After having placed the supper on the table, I was so tired with the 
noise, and heat, and fatigue of the day, that I went to bed, leaving to 
Mary and my husband the care of the guests. '1 he little bed-chamber 
was only separated from the kitchen by a few thin boards; and unfor­
tunately for me and the girl, who was soon forced to retreat thither, we 
could hear all the wickedness and profanity going on in the next room. 
My husband, disgusted with the scene, soon left it, and retired into thc 
parlour, with the few of the loggers who 'at that hour remained sober. 

The house rang with the sound of unhallowed revelry, profane songs, 
and hlasphemous swearing. It would have been no hard task to have 
imagined these miserable, degraded beings, fiends instead of men. How 
glad I was when they at last broke up; and we were once more left in 
peace to collect t.he broken glasses and cups, and t.he scattered fragnlents 
of that hateful feast! \Ve were obliged to endure a second and a third 
repetition of this odious scene, before sixteen acres of land were rendered 
fit for the reception of our fall crop of wheat.. 

My hatred to these tumultuous, disordcrly meetings was not in the 
least decreased by my husband heing twice seriously hurt while attend­
ing them. After the second injury he received, he seldom went to t~em 
himself but sent his oxen and servant in his place. In these odiOUS 
gatheri~gs, the ~ober, moral, and industrio~s man is ~?re likely, to 
suffer than the drunken and profane, as durmg the dehnum of drmk 
these men expose others to danger as well as themseh'.es, 

The conduct of many of the Fettlers, who con~ldered themselves 
gentlemen and would have been very much affronted to have been 
called oth'erwise, was often more reprehen8ible than that of the" poor 
Irish emigrants, to whom they ~hould have set an example of order and 
sobriety. The behaviour of these young men d~w upon them tl~e 
severe but just censures of the poorer class, whom tl?ey regarded In 

every way as their inferiors. ' That blackguard calls hImself a .gentle­
man. In what respect is he better than us P' was an observation too 
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frequently made use of at these gatherings. To see a b~d m~n in. me 
very worst point of view, follow him to a bee; be h~ profane, lIe€ntIous, 
quarrelsome or a rogue, all his native wickedness wIll be fully developed 
there. ,Tust after the last of these logging·bees, we had to part with our 
good servant Mary, and just at a time when it was the heaviest 108s to 
me. Her father, who had been a dairyman in the north. of Treland, an 
honest, industrious man, had brought out upwards of one hundred 
pounds to this country. "Vith more wisdom than is g~nerallr exercised 
by Irish emigrants. instead of sinking all his means III bUYlllg a bll8h 
farm, he hircd a very good farm in Cavan, stocked it with cattle, and 
returned to his old avocation. The services of his daughter, who ,was 
an excellent dairymaid, were required to take the management of the 
cows; and her brother brought a waggon and horses all tho way from 
the front to take her home. This event was perfectly unexpected, and 
left me without a moment's notice to provide myself with another servant, 
at a time when servants were not to be had, and I was perfectly unable 
to do the least thing. J\ly littlo Addie was sick almost to death with 
the summer complaint, and the eldest still too young to take care of 
herself. This was but the beginning of trouble. Ag'ue and lake fever had 
attacked our new settlement. The men in the shan1y were all down 
with it; and my husband was confined to his bed 011 each alternate day, 
unable to raise hand or foot, and raving in the delirium of the fever. 

In my sister and brother's familie!':, RCllrcely a healthy person remained 
to attend upon thc sick; and at Herriot's Falls, nine persons were 
stretched upon the floor of one log-cabin, unable to help themselves or 
one another. After much further difficulty, and only by offering 
enormous wages, I succeeded in procnring a nurse to attend upon me 
during my confinement. The woman had not been a day in the llOuse 
be!"ore she was attacked by the same fever. In the midst of this con­
fusion, and with my precious little A(ldie lying insensible on a pillow at 
the foot of my bed-expected every moment to breathe her last sigh­
on the night of the 26th of August the boy I had eo ardently coveted 
was born. The next day, old Pine carried his wife (my nurse) away 
upon his back, and I was left to ~truggle through, in the best manner I 
could, with a sick husband, a sick child, and a new-born bahe. ' 

It was a melancholy season, onc of ~evere mental and bodily suffering. 
Those who have drawn such agreeable pictures of a residence in the 
bac~woods !lever dwell upon the periods of sicknes~, when, far from 
m?dlcal adVICe, and often, as in my case, deprived of the assistance of 
fl'lends by adverse circumstances. you are left to languish, unattended, 
up0ll: the couch of pain. 'I'he day that my husband wus free of the fit, 
he did whn;t he could for me and llis 11001' sick babes, but, ill 3S he W8S, 
he was obhged to sow the wheat to enable the man to proce.ed with the 
drag, and was therefore necessarily absent in the field the greater part 
of .the day. I was very ill, yet for hours at a time I had no fliendly 
vOIce to cheer me, to proffer me a drink of cold water, or to attend to 
the poor babe;. and worse, still worse, there was no one to help that 
pal.e, marble chIld, .ho lay ~o cold anrl still, with half-closed violet eye, 
as I,f death had already chilled her young heart in hiB iron grasp. 

'1 here waR not a breath of air in our close burning bed-closet· and 
the weather was sultry beyond all that I have' since experienced. 'How 
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I wished that I could .be transporte(~ to an hospital at home, to enjoy 
the common care .that III such places IS bestowed upon the ~ick! Bitter 
tears flowed contmually from my eyes over those young childreu. I had 
asked of heaven a son, and there he lay helpless by the side of his almost 
El9-uall'y helpl~ss mother, who. could not lift him up in her arms, or still 
hlB cnes; whIle t1~ pi1;le, faIr angel, with her golden curls, who had 
Jat.ely been the adrn.n·atIOn of all who saw her, no longer recognised my 
VOIce, or was conscIOUS of my presence. I felt that I could almost resign 
the long and eagerly-hoped-for£on, to win one more smile from that sweet 
suff~rinl? creature. Often did I weep myself to sleep, and wake to weep 
agam wIth renewed angui8h. Abd my poor little Katie, herself under 
three years of age, how patiently she bore the loss of my care, and every 
comfort I How eamestly the dear thing strove to help me! She would 
sit on my sick-bed, and hold my hand, and ask me to look at her and 
speak to her; would inquire why Addie slept so long, and when she 
would awake again. Those innocent questions went like arrows to my 
heart. Lieutenant ---, the hushand of my dear Emilia, at length heard 
of my situation. His inestimable wife was from home, nursing her sick 
mother; but he sent his maid-servant up every day fur a couple of hours, 
and the kind gid despatched a messenger nine miles through the woods 
to Dummer, to fetch her younger sister, a child of twelve years old. 

Oh, how grateful I felt. for these signal mercies! for my situation for 
nearly a week was one of the mORt pitiable that could be imagined. '1'he 
sickness was so prevalent that help was not to be obtained for money; 
and without the assi~tancc of that little girl, young as she was, it is 
more than probable that neither myself nor my children would ever 
have risen from that bed of sickness. The conduct of our man Jacob, 
during this trying period, was marked with the greatest kindness and 
consideration. On the days that his master was confined to his bed 
with the fever, he used to place a vessel of cold water and a cnp by his 
bedside, and then put his honest English face in at my door to know if 
he could make a cup of tea, or toast a bit of bread for the mistress, 
before he went into the field. Katie was indebted to him for all her meals. 
He baked, and cooked, churned, milked the cows, and made up the butter, 
as well and as carefully as the best female servant could have done. As 
to poor John Monaghan, he was down with the fever in t.hc shanty, 
where four other men were all ill with the same terriLle complaint. 

I was obliged to leave my bed and endeavuur to attend to the wants 
of my young family long before I was really able. When I made my 
first attempt to reach the parlour I was so weak that, at every ~tep, I 
felt as if I should pitch forward to the ground, which seemed to undulate 
beneath my feet like the floor of a cabin. in a storm at sea. My husband 
continued to suffer for many weeks With the ague j and ~hen ~e ,,:as 
convalescent all the children, even the poor babe, were SCized WIth It ; 
nor did it le~ve us until late in the spring of 1835. 

XVIII.-A TRIP TO STONY LAKE. 

My husband had long promised me a trip to St.ony Lake, and in the 
summer of 1835, befQl"e the harvest commenced, l~e gave MI:. Y-.-, who 
kept the mill at the Rapids, below Clear Lake, notlCe of our llltentlOn, and 
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the worthy old man and his family made d~e preparation for our rec, th, 
tiOll. The little girls were to accompany us. 

'Ve were to start at sunrise to avoid the heat of the day, to go up M' 
far as Mr. Y--'s in our c~noe, re-embark with his sons above the 
RRpids in birch-bark canoes, go as far up the lake _as we could accomplish 
by daylight, and return at night; the weather belllg 1'e:-y war~, and the 
moon at full. Before six o'clock we were all seated In the little raft, 
which spread her white sail to a foaming breeze, and sped merrily over 
the blue waters. The lake on which our clearing stood was about a mile 
and a half in length, and about three~quarters of. a ~ile in .breadth; a 
mere pond, when comparcd with the Bay of Qumte, Ontano, a~d the 
inland seas of Canada. But it was our lake, and, consequently, It had 
ten thousand beauties in our cyes, which would scarcely have attracted 
the observation of a stranger, At the head of the Katchawanook, the 
lake is divided by a long neck of land, that forms a small bay on the 
right-hand side, and a very brisk rapid on the left. The banks are 
formed of large masses of limestonc; and the cardinal-flower and the 
tiger-lily seem to have taken an especial fancy to this spot, and to via 
with each other in the display of their gorgeous colours. 

It is an excellent place for fishing; the water is very deep close to the 
rocky pavement that forms the bank, and it has a pebbly bottom. Many 
a magic hour, at rosy dawn, or evening grey, have I spent with my 
husband on this romantic spot; our canoe fastened to a bush, and our­
selves intent upon ensnaring the black bass, a fish of excellent flavour­
that abounds in this place. Our paddles 800n carried us past the 
Narrows, and through the rapid water, the children sittingo-quietly a~the 
bottom of the boat, enchanted with all they heard and saw, begging papa 
io stop and gather water-lilies, or to catch one of the splendid butterflies 
that hovered over us; and often the little Addie darted her white hand 
into the water to grasp at the shadow of the gorgeous insects as they 
skimmed along the waves. After pas8ing the Rapids, the river widened 
into another small lake, perfectly round in form, and having in its centre 
a tiny green island, in the midst of which stood, like a shattered monu­
ment of bygone storms, one blasted, black ash-tree. 

'1.'he Indians call this lake BessiJ.:akoon; but I do not know the exact 
meaning of the word. Some say that it means' the Indian's gravc,' others 
'the lake of the one island.' It is certain that an Indian girl is buried 
beneath that blighted tree; but I ne",er could learn the particulars of 
her story, and perhaps there was no tale connected with it. She might 
have fallen a victim to disease during the wanderings of her tribe and 
been buried on that spot; or she might have been drowned which ,;ould 
acco~nt .for her hav:ing.been buried away from the rest of her people. 

ThlS httle lake hes In the heart of the wilderness. There is but one 
clearing upon its shores, and that had been made by lumberers many 
years b~fore; the place aboun?ed ~ith red cedar. A second growth of 
young tImber had grown up In thlS spot, which was covered also with 
r~pber~-busheR-several hundred acres being entirely overgrown with 
t~ls ~ehCloll~ berry. It was .here annually that we used to come in large 
PIC-lllC parties to c.oHect thIS .valuable fruit for our winter preserves, in 
defiance of black-fhes, musqUltoes, snakes, and even bears; all which 
have been encountered by berry-picker8 upon this spot, as busy and as 
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~ctive as themselves, gathering an ample repast from ~ature's bounteous 
lap. And, oh! what beautiful wild shrubs and flowers grew up in that 
neglected spot! Some of the happiest hours I spent in the bush are 
connected with reminiscences of' Irving's shanty,' for so the ra~pberry­
grounds were called. The clearing could not be seen from the shore. 
You had to scramble through a cedar-~wamp to reach the sloping ground 
which produced the berries. The mill at the Clear Lake rapids was 
about thrce miles distant from our own clearing; and after stemming 
another rapid, and passing between two beautiful wooded islands the 
canoe rounded a poid, and the rude structure was before us. ' 

A wilder and more romantic spot than that which the old hllI}ter llad 
chosen for his homestead in the wilderness could scarcely be imagined. 
The waters of Clear Lake here empty themselves through a narrow, deep, 
rocky channel, not exceeding a quarter of a mile in length, and tumble 
over a limestone ridge of ten or twelye feet in height, which extends from 
one bank of the river to the other. The shores on either side are very 
steep, and the large oak-trees which have auchored their roots in every 
crevice of the rock, throw their fantastic arms far over the foaming 
waterfall, the deep green of their massy foliage forming a beautiful 
contrast with the white, flashing waters that foam over the shcot at least 
fifty feet below the brow of the limestone rock. By a flight of steps cut 
in the banks we ascended to the platform above the river on which 
Mr. Y--'s house stood. It was a large, rough-looking, log huilding, 
surrounded by barns and sheds of the same primitive materid. The 
porch before the door was covered with hops, and the room of general 
resort, into which it immediately opened, was of large dimensions, the 
huge fire-place forming the most striking feature. On the hearth-stone, 
hot as was the weather, blazed a great fire, encumbered with all sorts of 
culinary apparatus, which, I am inclined to think, had been called into 
requisition for our sole benefit and accommodation. 

The good folks had breakfasted long before we started from home, but 
they would not hear of our proceeding to Stony Lake until after we had 
dined. It was only eight o'clock A.M., and we had still four hours to 
dinner, which gave us ample leisure to listen to the cId man's stories, 
ramble round the premises, and observe all the striking features of the 
place. Mr. Y-- was a Catholic, and the son of a respectable farmer 
from the south of Ireland. Some few years before, he had emigrated 
with a large family of seven sons and two claughters, and heing fond of 
field-sports, and greatly taken with the beauty of the locality in which 
he had pitched his tent in the wilderness, he determined to raise a mill 
upon the dam which Nature had provided to his hands, and wait patiently 
until the increasing immigration should settle the township of Smith and 
Douro, render the property valuable, and bring plenty of grist to the 
mill. He was not far wrong in his calculations; and though, for the first 
few years, he subsisted entirely by hunting, fishing, and raising what 
potatoes and wheat he required for his own family, on the most fertile 
spots he could find on his barren lot, very little corn passed through the 
mill. At the time we visited his place, he was driving a thriving trade, 
and all the wheat that was grown in the neighbourhood was brought by 
water to be gTouncl at Y--'s mill. He had lost his wife a few ycar1l 
after coming to the country; but his two daughters, Betty and Norah, 
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were excellent h'busewives, and amply supplied her loss. From these 
amiable women we received a most kind and hearty welcome, and every 
comfort and luxury within their reach. 

Thcy appeared a most happy and contented family. The sons-a fi~e, 
hardy, indepen~ent set of fellow~-were regar~led ~Y the old. man "W,1th 
pride and affectIon. Many were hIS anecdotes of theIr prowess In hunting 
and fishing. His method of giving them an aversion to strong drink 
while very young amused me greatly, but it is not every child that could 
have stood the test of his experiment. 

'When they were little chaps, from five to six years of age, I made 
them very drunk,' hc said j 'so drunk that it brought on severr. headache 
and sickness, and this so disgusted them with liquor, that they never 
could abide the sight of it again. I have only one drunkard among the 
seven j and he was such a weak, puling erathur, that I dared Dot try the 
same game with him, lest it should kill him. 'Tis his nature, I suppose, 
and he can't help it j but the truth is, that to make up for the sobriet, 
of all the rest, he is killing himself with drink.' 

Norah gave us an account of her catching a deer that had got into the 
enclosure the day before. 'I went out,' she said, 'early in the morning, 
to milk the cows, and I saw a fine young buck struggling to get through 
a pale of the fence, in which having entangled llis head and horns, I 
knew, by the desperate efforts he was making to push aside the rails, 
that if I was not quick in getting hold of him, he would soon be gone.' 

'And did you dare to touch him?'-' If I had had Mat's gun I would 
have shot him, but he would have made his escape long before I could 
run to the house for that, 80 I went boldly up to him and got him by the 
hind legs; and though he kicked and struggled dreadiUlly, I held on till 
Mat heard me call, and ran to my help, and cut his throat with his hunt­
ing-knife. So you see,' she continued, with a !!:,ood-natured laugh, 'I can 
beat our hunters hollow-they hunt the deer, but I can catch a buck with 
my hands.' While we were chatting away, great were the preparations 
making by Miss Betty and a very handsome American woman, who had 
recently come thither as a help. One little barefooted garsoon was 
shelling peas in an In<).ian basket, another was stringing currants into a 
yellow pie-dish, and a third was sent to- the llapids with his rod and line, 
to procure a dish of fresh fish to add to the long list of bush dainties thai 
were preparing for our dinner. It was in vain that I begged our kind 
entertainers not to put themselves to the least trouble on our account, 
telling them that we were now used to the woods and contented with 
anything j they were determined to exhaust all th~ir stores to furnish 
f~rth tLe entertainm~nt. Kor can it be wondered at that, with so many 
~shes to cook, an,d pIes and custards to bake, inRtead of dining at twelve, 
It was past two 0 clock before we were conducted to the dinner-table. I 
was vexed and disappointed at the delay: at< I wanted to see all I could 
of the spot we were about to visit before night and darkness compelled 
us to return. The feast was spread in a large outhouse the table beiDg 
formed o! two broad dea:l b~ards laid together, and supported by rude 
carpenter B stools. A whIte lInen cloth, a relic of better days, concealed 
these arrangements. The board was covered with an indescribable 
variety of ro~st an~ boiled, of fish, flesh, and fowI. J'tIy readers should 
see a table laId out III a wealthy Canadian farmer's house before they can 
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have any idea of the profusion displayed in the entertainment of two 
visitors and their young children. Be~ides venison pork chickens 
ducks, and fish of. several kinds, cooked in a vlU"iety of ~vaYR, there was ~ 
number of pumpkin, raspberry, cherry, and currant pies, with fresh uutter 
and g;een cheese (as the ne'Y cream-cheese is called), mola8~es, preserves, 
and plckled cucumbers, besldes tea and coffee-the latter, ue it known 
I had watched the American woman boiling in thefryill.~·-pUll. It was ~ 
black-looking compound, and I did not attempt to discuss its merits. 
The vessel in which it had been prepared had prejudiced me, and 
rendered me very sceptical on that score. We were all very hungry 
having tasted nothing since five o'clock in the morning and contrived' 
out of the variety of good things before us, to make an dxcellent dinner: 
I was glad, however, when we rose, to prosecute our intended trip up the 
lake. The old man, whose heart was now thoroughly warmed with whisky, 
declared that he meant to make one of the party, and Betty, too, was to 
accompany us; her sister Norah kindly staying behind to take care of the 
children. We followed a path along the top of the high ridge of limestone 
rock, until we had passed the falls and the rapid!! above, when we found Pat 
and Mat Y-- wait.ing for us on the shore below, in two beautiful new 
birch-bark canoes, which they had purchased the day before from the 
Indians. Miss Betty, 1\'lat, and myself, were safely stowed into one, 
while the old miller, and his son Pat, and my husband, embarked in the 
other, and our steersmen pushed off into the middle of the deep and 
silent stream; the shadow of the tall woods, towering so many feet 
above us, caf:1ting an inky hue upon the waters. 

The scene was very imposing, alld after paddling for a few minutes in 
shade and silence, we suddenly emerged into light and !:mnshine, and 
Clear Lake, which gets its name from the unrivalled brightness of its 
waters, spread out its azure mirror before us. The Indians regard this 
sheet of water with peculiar reverence. It auounds in the finest sorts of 
fish, the salmon-trout, the delicious white fish, muskenonge, and black 
and white bass. There is no it,;land in this lake, no rice beds, nor 8tick 
nor stone to break its tranquil beauty, and, at the time we visited it, 
there was but one clearing upon its shores. . 

The log-hut of the squatter P--, commanding a beautiful prospect 
up and down the lake, stood upon a bold slope fronting the ~\'ater; all 
the re£<t was unbroken forest. 'tV e had proceeded about a mIle on our 
pleasant voyage, when our attention was attracted by a singular natural 
phenomenon, which Mat Y-- called the battery. 

On the right-hand side of the shore rose a steep, perpendicular wall of 
limestone, that had the appearance of baving been lai~l }:>y tbe h.and of 
man, so smooth and even was its surface. After attammg a helght of 
about fifty feet, a natural platform of eight or ten ,YaJ'ds broke the per­
pendicular line of the rock, when another wall, hke the first, rose to a 
considerable height, terminating in a second a~d third platform of the 
same de~cription. Fire, at some distant penod, had run over these 
singularly beautiful terraces, and a second growt? of poplars lI:ud balm-

.of-gileads, relieved, by their tender green and hg~t, aIry fobage, the 
sombre indigo tint of the heavy pines that nodded like the plumes of a 
funeral hearse over the fair young dwellers on the r?ck. ., .• 

The water is forty feet deep at the base of this preClpICe, whlCh 18 
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wJ.shed by the waves. After we had passed the battery, Mat y-­
turned to me and said 'That is a famous place for bears; many a bear 
have I shot among th~se rocks.' '1'his led to a long discussion on the 
wild beasts of the country. 'I do not think that there is much danger 
to be apprehended from them,' said he; 'but I once had an ugly 
adventure with a wolf, two winters ago, on t.his lake.' 

I was all curiosity to hear the story, which sounded doubly interesting 
told on the very spot, and while gliding o,,:er those lovely wate~s. . 

"Ve were lumbering', at the head of ~tony Lake, about eIght mIles 
from here my four brothers, myself, and several other hands. The 
winter wa~ long and severe; although it was the first week in March, 
there was not the least appearance of a thaw, and the ice on these lakes 
was as firm as ever. I hau been sent home to fetch a yolte of oxen to 
uraw the saw-logs down to the water, our chopping being all completed, 
aud the logs ready for rafting. I did not think it necessary to encumber 
myself with my rifle, and was, therefore, provided with no weapon of 
defence but the long gad I used to urge on the cattle. It was about four 
o'clock in the afternoon when I rounded Sandy Point, that long point 
which is about a mile a-head of us on the left shore, when I first dis­
covered that I was followed, but at a great distance, by a large wolf. 
At first, I thought little of the circllmstance, beyond a passing wish that 
I had brought my gnn. I knew that he would not attack me before dark, 
and it was still two long hours to sundown; so I whistled, and urged on 
my oxen, and soon forgot the wolf-when, on stopping to repair a little 
damage to the peg of the yoke, I was surprised to find him close at my 
heels. I turned, and ran towards him, shouting as loud as I could, when 
he slunk back, but showed no inclination to make off. Knowing that he 
must have companions near, by his boldness, I 8houted as loud as I could, 
-hoping that my cries might be heard by my brothers, who would imagine 
that the oxen had got into the ice, and would come to my assistance. I 
was now winding my way through the islands in Stony Lake; the sun 
was setting red before me, and I had still three miles of my journey to 
accomplish. The wolf had become so impudent that I kept him off by 
pelting him with snowballs; and once he came so near that I struck him 
with the gad. I now began to be seriously alarmed, and from time to 
time, shouted with all my strength; and you may imagine my joy when 
these cries were answered by the report of a gun. My brothers had 
heard me, and the discharge of a gun, for a moment, seemed to daunt the 
wolf. He uttered a long howl, which was answered by the cries of a 
brge pack of the dirty brutes from the wood. It was only just light 
enough to distinguish objects, and I had to stop and face my enemy to 
keep him at bay. I saw the skeleton forms of half-a.-dozen more of them 
slinking amon!? the bushes that skirted a low island; and tired and cold, 
I gave myself and the oxen up for lost, when I felt the ice tremble on 
whic~, I sto?d, and heard men nmning at a little distance. "Fire your 
gun~ ! I cned 0llt, a~ loud ~s I could. 1.1y order was obeyed, and such a 
yellmg and howlmg ImmedIately filled the whole forest as would have 
chilled your very heart. 'l'he thievish varmints instantly fled away into 
the bush. ~ never felt the ~east fear of wolves until that night; but when 
they meet m large bands, lIke cow.ardly dogs, they trust to their numbers, 
and grow fierce. If you meet WIth one wolf, you may be certain that 
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the whole pack is at no great distance.' We were fast approaching 
Sandy Point, a long white ridge of sand, running half across the lake 
and though only covered with scattered groups of scrubby trees and 
brush, it effectually screened Stony Lake from our view. There were 
80 many beautiful flowers peeping through the dwarf green bushes 
hat, wishing to inspect them nearer, Mat Idndly ran the canoe ashore; 

and told me that he would show me a pretty spot, where an Indian, who 
had been drowned during a storm off that point, was buried. I imme­
diately recalled the story of Susan Moore's father, but Mat thought that 
he was interred upon one of the islands farther up. ' It is strange,' he 
said, 'that they are such bad swimmers. The Indian, though unrivalled 
by us whites in the use of the paddle, is an animal that does not take 
readily to the water, and those among them who can swim seldom use it 
as a recreation.' 

Pushing our way through the bushes, we came to a small opening in 
the underwood, so thickly grown over with wild Canadian roses, in full 
blossom, that the air was impregnated with a delightful odour. In thc 
centre of this bed of sweets rose the humble mound that protected the 
bones of the red man from the ravenous jaws of the wolf and the wild 
cat. It was completely covered with stones, and from among the crevices 
had sprung a tuft of blue harebells, waving' as wild and free as if they 
grew among the bonny red heather on the glorious hills of the North, or 
shook their tiny bells to the breeze on the broom-encircled commons of 
England. The harebell had always from a child been with me a favourite 
flower; and the first sight of it in Canada, growing upon that lonely 
grave, so flooded my soul with remembrances of the past, that, in spite of 
myself, the tears poured freely from my eyes. There are moments when 
it is impossible to repress those outgushings of the heart--

'Those flood-gates of the soul that sever, 
In passion's tide to part for ever.' 

If Mat and his sister wondered at my tears, they must have suspected 
the cause, for they walked to a little distance, and left me to the 
indulgence of my feelings. I gathered those flowers, and placed them in 
my bosom, and kept them for many a day; they had become holy, when 
connected with sacred home recollections, and the never-dying affectil'ns 
of the heart which the sight of them recalled. 

A shout from our companions in the other canoe made us retrace our 
steps to the shore. They had already rounded the point, and were 
wondering at our absence. Oh, what a magnificent scene of wild and 
lonely grandeur burst upon us as we swerJt round the little peninsula, 
and the whole majesty of Stony Lake broke upon us at once; another 
Lake of the Thousand Isles, in miniature, and in the heart of the 
wilderness! Imagine a large sheet of water, some fifteen miles in 
breadth and twenty-five in length, taken up by islands of every size nnd 
shape, from the lofty naked rock of red granite to the rounded 11i11, 
covered with oak-trees to its summit j while others were level with th(l 
waters, and of a rich emerald green, only fringed with a growth of 
aquatic shrubs and flowers. Never did my eyes rest on a more lovely or 
beautiful scene. Not a vestige of man, or of his works, was there. The 
setting sun, that cast such a gorgeous flood of light upon this exquisite 
panorama, bringing out Bome of these lofty islands in strong relief, and 
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casting others into intense 8hade, shed no cheery beam upon church spIre 
or cottage pane. We beheld t.he landscape, savage and grand in its 
primeval beauty. As we floated among thc channels between these rocky 
picturesque isles, I asked Mat how many of them there were. 

'I never could succeed,' he said, 'in counting them all. One Sunday, 
Pat. and I spent a. whole day in going from one to the other, to try and 
make out how many there were, but we could only connt up to one 
hundred and forty before we gave up the task in despair. There are a. 
great many of them; more than anyone would think-and, what is very 
singular, the channel between them is very deep, sometimes above forty 
feet, which accounts for the few rapids to be found in this lake. It is a 
glorious place for hunting; and the waters, undisturbed by steam-boats, 
abound in all sorts of fish. Most of these i81ands are covered with 
huckle-berries; while grapes, high and low-bush cranberries, blackberries, 
wild cherries, gooseberries, and several sorts of wild currants grow here 
in profusion. There is one island among these groups (but I neyer could 
light upon the identical one) where the Indians yearly gather their 
wampum-gmss. They come here to collect the best birch-bark for their 
canoes, and to g·ather wild onions. In short, from the game, fish, and 
fruit which they collect among the islands of this lake, they chiefly 
depend for their subsistence. They are very jealous of the settlers in the 
country coming to hunt anrl fish here, and tell many stories of wild 
beasts and rattlesnakes that abound along its shores; but I, who have 
frequented the lake for years, was neyer disturbed by anything beyond 
the adventure with the wolf, which I have already told you. The banks 
of this lake are a.ll steep and rocky, and the land along the shore is 
barren, and totally unfit for cultivation. Had we time to run up a few 
miles further, I could have showed you some places well worth a journey 
to look at; but the sun is already down, and it will be dark before we 
get back to the mill.' 

The other canoe now floated alongside, and Pat agreed with his 
brother that. it was high time to return. With reluctance I turned from 
this strangely fascinating scene. As we passed under one bold rocky 
island, Mat said, laughingly, 'That is Mount Rascal.' 

'How did it obtain that name?' _.' Oh, we were out here berrying, with 
our good priest, }Ir. B--. This island promised so fair, that we landed 
upon it, and, after searching for an hour, we returned to the boat 
without a single berry, upon which Mr. B -- named it "Mount Rascal.'" 

The island was so beautiful, it did not deserve ·the name and I 
christened it 'Oak Hill,' from the abundance of oak-trees which' clothed 
its steep sides. The wood of this oak is so heavy and hard that it will 
not float in the water, and it is in great request for the runners of 
lumber-sleighs, which have to pass over very bad roads. 

The bree~e, which ~ad ren?ered our sail up the lakes so expeditious 
and. refreshmg, had stIffened mto a pretty high wind, which was dead 
agamst us all the way down. Betty now Imelt in the bow and assisted 
her. brot~er, squa,! fash!on, in paddling the canoe; but, in spite of all 
theu' united exertIOns, It was past ten o'clock before we reached the 
mi!l. The .good Norah was waiting tea for us. She had given the 
chIldren theIr supper four hours ago, and the little creatures tired with 
USing their feet all day, were sound asleep upon her bed, ' 



THE' OULD DHRA.GOON.' 175 
After snpper, several Irish songs were sung, while Pat played upon the 

fiddle, and Bett.y and Mat enlivened thc company with an Irish jig. 
It was midnight when the children were placed on my cloak at the 

bottom of the canoe, and we bade adieu to this hospitable family. The 
wind being dead against us, we were ohliged to dispense with the sail, 
and take to our paddles. The moonlight was as bright as day, the air 
warm and balmy; and the a.romatic, resinous smell exuded by the heat 
from the balm-of-gilead and the pine-trees in the forest, added greatly to 
our sense of enjoyment as we floated past scenes so wild and lonely­
isles that assumed a mysterious look and character in that witching 
hour. In momcnts like these, I ceased to regret my separation from my 
native land; and, filled with the lovc of Nature, my heart forgot for the 
time the love of home. The very spirit of peace seemed to brood over 
the waters, which were broken into a thousand ripples of light by every 
breeze that stirred the rice-bloFsoms, or whispered through the shivering 
aspen-trees. The far-off roar of the rapids, softened by distance, and the 
long, mournful cry of the ni/!:ht-owl, alone broke the silence of the 
night. Amid these lonely wilds the soul draws nearer to God, and is 
filled to overflowing by the overwhelming sense of His presence. 

It was two o'clock in the morning· when we fastened the canoe to the 
landing, and Moodie carried up the children to the house. I found the 
girl still up with my boy, who had heen very restless during our absence. 
My heart reproached me, as I caught him to myureast, for leaving him 
so long; in a few minut.es he was consoled for past sorrows, and sleeping 
sweetly in my arms. 

A CANADIAN SONG. 

Come, launch the light canoe; 
The breeze is fresh and strong; 

The summer skies are blue, 
And 'tis joy to float along; 

Away o'er the waters, 
The bright-glancing waters, 
The many-voiced waters, 

As they dance in light and song. 
When the great Creator spok(', 

On the long unmeasured night 
The living day-spring broke, 

And the waters own'd His might; 

The voice of many waters, 
Of ~lad, rejoicing waters, 
Of living, leaping waters, 

First hail'd the dawn of light. 
·Where foaming billows glide 

To earth·s remotest bound; 
The rushing ocean tide 

Rolls on the solemn sound; 
God's voice is in the waters; 
The deep, mysterious waters, 
The sleepless, dashing waters, 

Still breathes its tones around. 

XIX.-THE 'OULD DHRAGOON ;' • 
oR, A VISIT TO THE BEAVER MEADOW. 

IT is delightful to observe a feeling' of contentment under adverse cir­
cumstances. We may smile at the lUde. and clu'foIsy :;ttempts of the 
remote and isolated backwoodsman to attam somethmg lIke comfort, but 
happy he who, with the buoyant spirits of the light-hearted I~ishman, 
contrives to make himself happy even when all others would be mIserabl~. 

A certain degree of dissatisfaction with our present circumstances IS 

necessary to stimulate us to exertio~, and thus to enable us to. secu~e 
future comfort; but where the delUSIve prospect of future happmess IS 

• I am indebted to my husband for this skct~h. 
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too remote for any reasonable hope of .ultimate attainment., then. surely 
it is true wisdom to make the most of the present, and to cultivate a 
spirit of happy contentment with the lot allsignl.'d to us by Providence. 

'Ould Simpson,' or the' OuM Dhragoon,' as he was generally called, 
was a good sample of this happy character; and I shall proceed to give 
the reader a sketcl{ of his history, and a description of his establishment. 
He was one of that unfortunate class of discharged soldiers who arc 
tempted to sell their pensions, often far below their true valu~, ~or the 
sake of gettin ... a lot of land in some remote settlement, where lt lS only 
rendered valu:ble by the labour of t.he settler, and where they will have 
the unenviable privilege of expending thc last remains o~ their strength' 
in clearing a patch of land for the benefit of some graspmg storekeeperl 
who has given them credit while engaged in the work. 

The oid dragoon had fixed his abode on the verge of an extensive 
beaver-meadow which was considered a sort of natural curiosity in the 
neio-hbourhood; and where he managed, by cutting the rank gTasS in the 
8u~mcr-time, to support several cows, which afforded the chief subsist­
ence of his family. He had also managed, with the assistance of his 
devoted partner, Judy, to clear a few acres of poor rocky land on the 
sloping marg'in of the level meadow, which he planted year after year 
with potatoes. Scattered over this small clearing, here and there might 
be seen the but-end of some half-burnt hemlock tree, which had escaped 
the general combustion of the log-heaps, and now formed a striking 
contrast to the white limestone rocks which showed their rounded 
BUlfaces above the meagre soil. 

The 'ould dhragoon' seemed, moreover, to have some taste for the 
picturesque, and by way of ornament, had left standing mndry tall 
pines and hemlocks neatly girdled to destroy their foliage, the shade of 
which would have been dctrimental to the 'blessed praties' which he 
designed to grow in his clearing, but which, in the meantime, like 
martyrs at the stake, stretched their naked branches imploringly towards 
the smiling heavens. As he was a kind of hermit, ii'om ch9ice, a.nd far 
removed from other settlers, whose assistance is so necessary in new 
scttlements, old Simpson was compelled to resort to the most extra­
ordinary contrivances while clearing his land. Thus, after felling the 
trees, instead of chopping them into lengths, for the purpose of facili­
tating the operation of piling them preparatory to burning, which would 
hav.e C?st him too m~ch ~abo.ur, he resC!rted ~o the practice of' niggering,t 
as It IS called; whICh lS SImply laymg llght pieces of round timber 
across the trunks of the trees, and setting fire to them at the point of 
contact, by which means the trees are slowly burned throu ... h. 

It wag while busily engaged in this interesting operatio;' that I first 
became acquainted with the subject of this sketch. . 

Some twenty or thirty little fires were bllrning briskly in different 
parts of the blackened fielel, and the old fellow was watching the slow 
progress of his silent' niggers,' and replacing them from time to time as 
they smollidered away. After threading my way among the uncouth 
log~, bln;zing and smoking in all directions, I encountercd the old man, 
attIred m an old hood, or bonnet, of his wife Judy with his patched 
can"'as trousers rolled up to his knees; one foot b~re an,I the other 
furnished with an old boot, which fr(lm its appearancc had onee belonged 
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to some more aristocratic foot. His person was long, straight, and 
sinewy, and there was a light springiness and elasticity in his step which 
would have suited a younger man, as he skipped along with a long hand­
spike over his shoulder. He was singing a stave from the' Elmiskillen 
Dragoon' when I came up with him 

'With his silver·mounted pistols, and his long carbine, 
Long life to the brave Inniskillen dragoon.' 

His face would have been one of the most lug'ubrious imaginable, with 
his long, tangled hair hanging confusedly over it, in a mauner which has 
been happily compared to a 'bewitched haystack,' had it not been for a 
certain humorous twitch or convulsive movement, which affected one 
side of his countenance, whenever any droll idea passed through his 
mind. It was with a twitch of this kind, and a certain indescribable 
twinkle of his somewhat melancholy eye, as he seemcd intuitively to 
form a hasty conception of the oddity of his appearance to a stranger 
unused to the bush, that he welcomed me to his clearing. He instantly 
threw down his handspike, and leaving his' niggers' to finish their work 
at their leisure, insisted on our going to his house to get something tt:} 
drink. On the way, I explained to him the ohject of my visit, which was 
to mark out, or 'blaze,' the sidelines of a lot of land I had received as 
part of a military grant, immediately adjoining the beaver-meadow, and 
I asked him to accompany me, as he was well acquainted with the 
different lots. 

, Och! by all manner of manes, and welcome; the dhevil a foot of the 
way but I know as well as my own clearing; but come into the house, 
and get a dhrink of milk, an' a bite of bread an' butther, for sorrow a 
dhrop of the whisky has crossed my teeth for tiE) last month; an' it's 
but poor intertainment for man or baste I can ofter you, but shure 
you're heartily welcome.' 

The precincts of the homestead were divided and subdivided into an 
infinity of enclosures, of all shapes and sizes. The outer cnclosure was 
a bush fence, formed of trees felled on each other in a row, and thc gaps 
filled up with brushwood. There was a large gate, swung with wooden 
hinges, and a wooden latch to fasten it; the smaller enclosures were 
made with round poles, tied together with bark. The house was of the 
rudest description of • shanty,' with hollowed basswood logs, fitting into 
rach other somewhat in the manner of tiles for a roof, instead of shingles. 
No iron was to be seen, in the absence of which there was plenty of 
leathern hinges, wooden latches for lockR, and bark-Iltrings instead of 
nails. There was a large fire-place at one end of the shanty, with a 
chimney, constructed of split laths, plastered with a mixture of clay and 
cow-dung. As for windows, these were luxuries which could well be 
dispensed with; the open door was an excellent substitute for them in 
the daytime, and at night none were required. When I ventured to 
object to this arrangement, that he would have to keep the door shut in 
the winter time, the old"man replied, in the style so characteristic of his 
country, ' Shure it will be time enough to think of that when the could 
weather sets in.' EVE)rything about the house wore a Robinson Crusoe 
aspect, and though there was not any appearance of original plan or 
foresight, there was :nO lack of ingenious contrivance to meet e,ery 
want as it arose. 

)1 
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Jurly dropped us a low curtsey as we entered, which was rollowed by 
a. similar compliment from a stout girl of twdve, and two o~ three mo~e 
of the children, who all seemed to share the pleasure of theIr parents In 
receiving strangers in their unpretending tenement. Many ~ere the 
apologies that pOOl' .Judy offered for the homely cheer s~e ~urnIsh~d us, 
and great was her delight at the notice we took of the c~Ildher. . She 
set little niddy, who wa.s the pride of her heart, to readmg the "BIble; 
and she took down a curious machine from a rhelf, which ~he had 

. 'conthrived out of her owu head,' as she said, for teaching the children 
to read. This was a flat box, 01' frame filled with sand, which saved 
paper, pens, and ink. Poor .Judy had evidently !!een better days, but, 
with a humblc and contented spirit, she blessed God for the food and 
scanty raiment their labour afforded them. Her only sorrow was the 
want of' idication ' for the children. 

She would have told us a long story about her trials and sufferings, 
before they had attained their present comparative comfort and independ­
ence, but, as we had a tedious scramble before us, through cedar­
swamps, heaver-meadows, and piny ridges, the' ould dhragoon' cut her 
short, and we straightway started on 0111' toilsome journey. 

Simpson, in spite of a certain dash of melancholy in his composition, 
was one of those happy fellows of the 'lip;J~t heart and thin pair of 
breeches' school, who, when they meet with difficulty or misfortune, 
never stop to measure its dimensions, but hold in their breath and run 
lightly over, as in crossing a bog, where to stand still is to sink. 

Off, then, we went., with the 'ould dhragoon' skipping and bounding 
on before us, over fallen trees and mo~sy rocks; now ducking under the 
low, tangled branches of the white cedar, then carefully piloting us along 
rotten logs, covered with green mos~, to save us from the discomfort of 
wet feet. All this time he still kept one of his feet safely ensconced in the 
boot, while the other seemed to luxuriate in the water, as if there was 
something amphibious ill hIS nature. 

vVc soon reached the beaver-meadow, which extended two or three 
miles; sometimes contracting into a narrow g'orge, between the wooded 
heights, then spreading out again into an ample field of verdure, and 
presenting everywhere the same unvarying level surface, surrounded 
with rj,<ing gronnds, covered 'with the den~e unbroken forest, as if its 
surface had formerly been covered by the waters of a lake; which in all 
probability has heen thc case at some not very remote period. In many 
pl~ces the mea~w was so wet that it required a very large share of 
faIth to support us in passing uver its surface; but our friend, the 
dragoon, soon brought us safe through all dangers to a deep ditch, 
which he ha.d dllg to carry off the snperfluou~ water from the part of the 
mead(~w w!nch he owned. When we had obtained firm footing on the 
°PPOsI!e SIde, we ~at down t.o rest ourselves bc!ore commencing the 
opera~lOn of 'blazing,' or marking the trees with our axes, along the 
sI.de-hnc of my lot. Here the mystery of the boot was explained. 
SImpS?n very coolly took it off from the hitherto favoured foot, and 
drew. It. on the other. He was not a bit aFhamed of his poverty, aDd 
can.dldly ow~(>~ that this was the only boot he possessed, and he was 
des!rons of gIvmg each of his feet fair I)lay. 

Nearly the whole day was occupied in completing our job, in which 
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the 'dhragoon' assisted us, with the most hearty good-will, enlivening 
us with his inexhaustible fund of good-humour and drollery. It was 
nearly dark when we got back to his 'shanty,' where the kind-hearted 
Judy was preparing a huge pot of potatoes and other' comhustibles,' as 
Simpson called the other eatables, for our entertainment. 

Previous to starting on our surveying expedition, we had observed 
Judy very earnestly giving some important instl'llctions to one of her 
little boys, on whom she seemed to be most seriously impre~Ring the 
necessity of using the utmost diligence. The hlPPY contentmcnt which 
now beamed in poor Judy's still comely countenance bespoke the Rllccees 
orthe messenger. Shc could not' call up spirits from the vasty deep' of 
the cellar, but she had procured some whisky from her next-door neig'h­
bour-some five or six miles off; and there it stood somewhat osten­
tatiously on the table in a 'greybeard,' with a 'corn cob,' o-r ear of 
Indian corn stripped of its grain, for a cork, smiling most l)enevolently 
on the family circle, and looking a hundred '1.elcomes to the ~tranger8. 

An indescribably enlivening influence seemed to exude from every pore 
of that homely earthen vessel, diffusing mirth and good·humour in all 
directions. The old man jumped and danced about on the rough floor of 
the' shanty;' and the children sat giggling and nudging eaeh other in a 
corner, casting a timid look, from time to time, at their mother, for fear 
~he might check them for being' over bould.' 
'It is crazy ye are intil'ely, ye ould omadhawn!' said Judy, whose 

notions of propriety were somewhat shocked with the undignified levity 
of her partner; 'the likes of you I never seed; ye are too fooIidg'e 
intirely. Have done now wid your deviltries, and set the stools for the 
gintlemens, while I get the fupper for yes.' 

Our plentiful thoug'h homely meal was soon discussed, for bunger, like a 
good con~cience, can laugh at luxury; and the' greybea\d' made its 
appearance, with the usual accompaniments of hot water and maple 
.sugar, which Judy had scraped from the cake, and placed in a mucer 
on the table before us. 

The' ould dhragoon,' despising his wife's admonitions, gave way freely 
to' his feelings and knew no bounds to his hilarity. He laughed and 
joked, and sa:dg snatches of old songs picked up in the course. of llis 
service at home and abroad. At length Judy, who looked on 111m as a 
'raal janius,' begged him to ' sing the gintlemens the song he made when 
he first came to the counthry.' Of course we ardently seconded the 
motion, and nothing loth, the old man, throwing himself ba~k OIl. his 
stool, and stretching out his long neck, poured forth the foIlowmg dltty, 
with which I shall conclude my hasty sketch of the' ould dhragoon.' 

Och! it's here I'm intil'ely continted, 
In the wild woods of swate 'Mericay; 

God's blessing on him that invinted 
Big ships for our crossing the say! 

Here praties grow bigger nor turnips; 
And though cruel hard is our work, 

In ould Ireland we'd nothing but praties, 
But here we have praties and pork. 

I live on the banks of a meadow, 
Now see that my maning you take; 

It bates all the bOj!s of ould Trelnnd­
Six months in the year it's a lake. 

Bad luck to the beavers that dammed it; 
I wi.h them all kilt for their pain,; 

For shure though the cratprs nre clever, 
'Tis sartin they've drowl1'd my do­

mains. 
I've built a log hilt of the tim her 

That grows on my charmi,,' estate; 
And an iIligant root-house erected, 

Just facing the front of my gate. 
112 
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And I've made me nn illigant pig-sty, 
Welliitter'd wid straw and wid hny; 

And it'8 there, free from noise of the 
chilther, • 

I sleep in the heat of the dny. 
It's there I'm intirely at aise, sir, 

And enjoy all the comforts of home; 
I stretch out my legs a9 I plase, sir, 

And dhrame of the pleasures to come. 

Shure, it's pleasant to hear the frogl 
cronk in'. 

When the .u·n's going down in the sky, 
And my Judy sits quietly smokin' 

While the praties nrc boil'd till they'ro 
dhry. 

Och! thin, if you love indepin<lenee, 
And have money your pnssage to pay, 

You must quit the ould counthry intinly, 
And start in the middle of May. 

J.W.D.M. 

XX.-DISAPPOINTED HOPES. 

THE summer of '35 was very wet-a circumstance ~o unusual in Canada 
that I have seen no season like it during my sojourn in the country. 
Our wheat crop promised to be both excellent and abundant; and the 
clearing and seeding sixteen acre8, one way or another, had cost us more 
tllan fifty pounds; still we hoped to realise something handsome by the 
sale of the produce; and, as far as appearances wcnt, all looked fair. 
The rain commenced about a week before the crop wa~ fit for thc sickle, 
and fl'om that time until nearly the end of September was a merc 
succession of thunder-showers: days of intense heat, succeeded by floods 
of rain. Our fine crop shared the fate of all other fine crops in the 
country-it was totally spoiled; the wheat grew in the sheaf, and we 
could scarcely save enough to supply us with bad, sticky bread; the rest 
was flxchanged at the distillery for whisky, which was the only produce 
which could be obtained for it. The storekeepers would not look at it, 
or give either money or goods for such a damaged article. 

My husband and I had worked hard in the field: it was the first time 
I had ever hied my hand at field-labour, but our ready money was 
exhausted. and the steam-boat stock had not paid us one farthing; we 
could not hire, and there was no help for it. I had a hard struggle with 
my pride before I would consent to render the lcast assistance on the farm; 
but reflection convinced me that I was wrong-that Providence had placcd 
me in a situation where I was called upon to work-that it was not only 
my duty to obey that call, but to exert mystto the utmost to assist my 
husband, and help to maintain my family. h, glorious poverty! thou 
art a hard taskmaster, but in thy soul-ennol:) ng school I have received 
more godlike lessons, have learned more SUbl~' truth~, tIJan ever I 
acquired in the smooth highways of the world! The independent in 
soul can rise above the seeming diRgrace of pov -ty, and hold fast their 
integrity, in defiance of the world and its selfish and unwise maxims. 
'1'0 them no labour is too great, no trial too severe; they will unflinch­
ingly exert every faculty of mind and body before they will submit to 
become a burden to others. The misfortunes that now prowded upon us 
were the result of no misconduct or extravagance on our part but arose 
Qut of circumstances which we could not avert nor control. FindinO" too 
late the error into which we had fallen, in suffering ourselves t7> be 
cajoled and vlundercd out of our property by interested speculators, we 
braced onr mmds to bear the worst, and determined to meet our difficul­
ties calmly and firmly, nor suffer onr spirits to sink under calamities 
which energy and industry might eventually repair. HaVing OIlce come 
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to this resolution, we cheerfully shared together the labours of the fielu. 
One in heart and purpose, we dared remain true to ourselves, true to our 
high destiny as immortal creatures, in our conflict with temporal and 
physical wants. We found that manual toil, however di8tasteful to thoEe 
unaccustomed to it, was not, after all, such a dreadful hardship; that the 
wilderness was not without its rose, the hard face of poverty without its 
smile. If we occasionally suffered severe pain, we as often experienced 
great pleasure, and I have contemplated a well-hoed ridg'e of potatoes 
on that bush farm, with as much delight as in years long past I had 
experienced in examining a fine painting in some well-appointed drawing­
room. I can now look back with calm thankfulness on that long period 
of trial and exertion-with thankfulness that the dark clouds that hung 
over us, threatening to blot us from existence, when they did burst 
upon us, were full of blessings. 'When our situation appeared perfectly 
desperate, then were we on the threshold of a new state of things, 
which was born out of that very distress. In order more fully to illus­
trate the necessity of a perfect and child-like reliance upon the mercies 
of God-who, I most firmly believe, never deserts those who have placed 
their trust in Him-I will give a brief sketch of our lives during the 
years 1836 and 1837. Still confidently expecting to realise an income, 
however small, from the steam-boat stock, we had involved ourselves 
considerably in debt in order to pay our servants and obtain the common 
necessaries of life; and we owed a large sum to two Englishmen in 
Dummer for clearing ten more acres upon the farm. Our utter 
inability to meet these demands weighed very heavily upon my husband's 
mind. All superfluities in the way of groceries were now given up, and 
we were compelled to rest satisfied upon the produce of the f'trm. 
Milk, bread, and potatoes during the summer became our chief, and 
often, for months, our only fare. As to tea and sugar, they were 
luxuries we would not think of, although I missed the tea very much. 'Ye 
rang the changes upon peppermint and sage, taking the one herb at our 
breakfast, the other at our tea, until I found an excellent substitute for 
both in the root of the dandelion. The first year we came to this 
country I met with an account of dandelion coffee, published in the 
New York Albion, given 11Y a Dr. Harrison, of Edinburgh, who earnestly 
recommended it as an article of general use. ' It possesses,' he says, ' all 
the fine flavour and exhilarll.ting properties of coffee, without any of its 
deleterious effects. 'rhe plant being of a soporific nature, the coffee 
made from it when drunk at night produces a tendency to sleep, instead 
of exciting wakefulness, and may be safely used as a cheap and whole­
some substitute for the Arabian berry, being equal in substance and 
flavour to the best Mocha coffee.' I was much struck with this 
parag-raph at the time, and for several years felt a great inclination to 
try the doctor's coffee; but something or other always came in the 
way, and it was put off till another opportunity. During the fall of '35 
I was assisting my husband in taking up a crop of potatoes in the field, 
and observing a vast number of fine dandelion roots among the potatoes, 
it brought the dandelion coffee back to my memory, and I determined to 
try some for our supper. Without saying anything to my husb~nd, I 
threw aside some of the roots, and when we left work, collectmg a 
sufficient quantity for the experiment, I carefully washed the roots quite 
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clean, without depriving them of the fine brown.skin which covers them, 
an(l which contains the aromatic {lavour, whICh 80 nearly resembles 
coffee that it is difficult to distinguish it from it while roru;ting. 

I cut my roots into small pieces, the size of a kidney-bean, and roasted 
them on an iron baking- pan in the stove-oven, until they were as brown 
and crisp as coffee. I then ground and transferred a small cupful of the 
powder to the coffee-pot. pouring upon it scalding water, and boiliDg it 
for a few minutes briskly over the fire. The result was beyond my 
expectations. '1'he coffee proved excellent, far superior to the common 
cotfee we procured at the stores. '1.'0 persons residing in the bush, and to 
whom tea and coffee are very expensive articles of luxury, the knowledge 
of this valuable property in a plant scattered so abundantly through their 
fields, would prove highly beneficial. For years we used no other 
article; and my Indian frienns who frequented the house gladly adopted 
the root. and made me show them the whole process of manufacturing it 
into coffee. Experience taught me that the root of the dandelion is not 
S0 good when applied to this purpose in the spring as it is in the fall. I 
tried it in the spring, but the juice of the plant, having contributed to 
the production of leaves and flowers, was weak, and destitute of the fine 
bitter tlavour so peculiar to coffee. The time of gathering in the potato­
crop is the best suited for collecting and drying the roots of the 
dandelion; and as they always abound in the same hills, both may be 
accomplished at the same time. '1.'hose who want to keep a quantity for 
winter use may wash and cut up the roots, and dry them on boards in 
the sun. They will keep for years, and can be roasted when required. 

Few of our colonists are acquainted with the many uses to which this 
neg!~cted but most valuable plant may be applied. I will point out a 

-few which have come under my own observation, convinced as I am that 
the time will come when this hardy weed, with its golden tlowers and 
curious seed-vessels, which form a constant plaything to the little 
children rolling about and luxuriating among the grass, in the sunny 
month of May, will be transplanted into our gardens, and tended with 
due care. The dandelion planted in trenches, and blanched to a beautiful 
cream-colour with straw, makes an excellent salad, quite equal to endive, 
and is mure hardy and requires less care. In many parts of the United 
States, particularly in new districts where vegetables are scarce, it is 
used early in the spring, and boiled with pork as a substitute fer 
cabbag:e. During our re~i~ence in the bush we found it, in the early 
part ot May, a great addItIOn to the dinner-table. In the township of 
Dummer, the settlers boil the tops, and add hops to the liquor which 
they ferment. and from which they obtain excellent beer. I hav~ never 
tasted this simple beverage, but I have been told by those who use it 
that it is equal to the table-beer used at home. 

Necessity has truly been termed the mother of invention for I con­
~~'ed .to manufaeture a variet;r of dishes almost ont of ndthing while 
hvmg III her 5choo1. When entIrely destitute of animal food the differ­
ent variety -of squirreI~ supp!ied us with pies, stews, and r~asts. Our 
barn Rtood at the top of tl .. e hlllllear the bush and in a trap set for BUch 
's~all deer' we often caught .from .ten to twel~e a-day. 

'1 he flesh of the black sqUIrrel IS equal to that of the rabbit and the 
red, and even the little chiss-munk, is palatable when nicely ·cooked. 
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But from the lake, during the summer, we derived the larger portion of 
our food. The children called this piece of water' Mamma's pantry j' 
and many a good meal has the munificent Father given to his poor 
dependent children from its well-stored depths. Moodie and I used to 
rise by daybreak, and fish for an hour after sunrise, when we returned 
he to the field, and I to dress the little ones, clean up the house: 
assist with the milk, and prepare the breald'ast. Oh! how I enjoyed 
these excursions on the lake j the very idea of our dinner depending upon 
our success added double zest to our sport ! 

One morning we started a8 usual before sunrise j a thick mist still 
hung like a fine veil upon thc water when we pushed oft·, and anchored 
at our accustomed place. Just as the sun raRe, and the haze parted and 
drew up like a golden sheet of transparent gauze, through which the 
dark woods loomed out like giants, a noble buck dashed into the water, 
followed by four Indian hounds. 'Ve then discovered a canoe full of 
Indians, just below the Rapids, and another not many yards from U8, that 
had been concealed by the fog. It was a noble sight, that gallant deer 
exerting all his energy, and stemming the water with such matchless 
grace, his branching horns held proudly aloft, his broad nostrils distended, 
and ilis fine eye fixed intently upon the opposite shore. Scveral rifte­
baIls whizzed past him, the dogs followed hard upon his track, but my 
very heart leaped for joy when, in spite of all his foes, his glossy hoofs 
spurned the opposite bank and he plunged headlong into the forest. 

My beloved partner was most skilful in trolling for bass and muskin­
onge. His line he generally fastened to the paddle, and the motion of 
the oar gave a life-like vibration to the queer-looking mice and dragon­
flies I used to manufacture from squirrel fur, or scarlet and white cloth, 
to tempt the finny wanderers of the wave. When too busy himself to 
fish for our meals, little Katie and I ventured out alone in the canoe, 
which we anchored in any promising fishing spot, by fastening a harrow­
tooth to a piece of rope, and letting it drop from the side of thc little 
vcssel. By the time ~he was five years old, my little mermaid could both 
steer and paddle the light vessel, and catch small fish, which were useful 
for soup. During the winter of '36, we experienced many privations. 
The ruffian squatter P--, fl'om Clear Lake, drove from the bam a fine 
young bull we were rearing, and for several weeks all trace of the animal 
was lost. We had almost forgotten the existence of poor Whiskey, 
when a neighbour called and told Moodie that his yearling was at 
P--'s, and that he would advise him to get it back as soon as possible. 

Moodie had to take some wheat to Y--'s mill, and as the squatter 
lived only a mile further, he called at his house j and there, sure enoug~, 
he found the lost animal. With the greatest difficulty he succeeded m 
regaining his property, but not without many threats of vengeance from 
the parties who had stolen it. To these he paid no regar~; but a few 
days after, six fat hogs, on which we depended for all our wmter store of 
animal food, were driven into the lake and destroyed. 

'I'he death of these animals deprived us of three barrels of pork, a~d 
half-starved us through the winter. That winter of '36, how heaVIly 
it wore away! Th'e grown flour, frosted pot,ttoes, and ~cant qlmntity of 
animal food, rendered us all weak, and the children suffered much from 
the ague. 
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One day, just before the snow fell, Moodie had gone to Peterborough 
for letters; our servant was sick in bed with the ague, and I was nm'dng 
my lit.tle boy, Dunbar, who was shaking with the cold. fit of his miser­
able fever when Jacob put his honest, round, rosy face m at the door. 

, Give ~e the master's gun, ma'am; there's a big buck feeding on the 
rice-bed near the island_' I took down the g'lID, saying, 'Jacob, you have 
no chance; there is but one charge of buck-shot in the house.' 

, One chance is better nor none,' said Jacob, as he commenced loading 
the gun. "Vho knows what may happen to oie 7 May.hap oie may 
chance to kill 'un; and you and the me aster and the wee ban-ns may have 
zummut zt\yory for zupper yet.' Away walked Jacob with Moodie's 
, Manton' over his shoulder. A few minutes after, I heard the report of 
the gun, but never expected to see anything of the game j when Jacob 
suddenly bounced into the room, half-wild with delight. 

, Thae beast iz dead az a door-nail. Zure, how the measter will laugh 
when he zees the finc buck that oie a'zhot.' 'And have you really shot 
him 7'-' Come and zec! 'Tis worth your while to walk down to the 
landing to look at 'U1L' Jacob got a rope, and I followed him to tho 
landing, where, sure enough, lay a fine buck, fastened in tow of the 
canoe. Jacob soon secured him by the hind legs to the rope he had 
brought; and, with our united efforts, we at last succeeded in dragging 
our prize home. All the time he was engaged in taking off the skin, 
Jacob was anticipating the feast that we were to have j and the good 
fellow chuckied with delight when he hung the carcass quite close to the 
kitchen door, that his 'measter' might run against it when he came 
home at night. This event actually took place. 'Yhen Moodie opened 
the tloor, he struck his head against thl1 dead deer. 

"Yhat have you got here?' 'A fine buck, zur,' said Jacob, bringing 
forward the lig'ht, and holding it up in such a manner that all the merits 
of the prize could be seen at a glance. 'A fine one, indeed! How did 
we come by it?' 'It was zhot by oie,' said Jacob, rubbing his hands in 
a sort of ecstasy. ' Thae bcast iz the first oi eever zhot in my life. He! 
he! he!' 'You shot that fine deer, Jacob?-and there was only one 
charge in the gun! Well done; you must have taken a good aim.' 

'Why, zur, oie took no aim at all. Oie just pointed the g'Un at the 
deer, and zhut my oeys an let fly at 'un. 'Twas Providence kill'd 'un, 
not oie.' 'I believe you,' said lIIoodie j 'Providence has hitherto watched 
over us and kept us from actual starv,ltion.' 

The flesh of the deer, and the good broth that I was able to obtain 
from it, greatly assisted in restoring our sick to hf'alth; but long before 
that severe winter terminatcd we were again out of food. Mrs. -- had 
given to Katie, in the fall, a very pretty little pig, which she had named 
Spot. The animal was a great favourite with Jacob and the children, 
and he always received his food from their hands at the door, and 
followed them all over the place like a dog_ 'Ye had a nohle hound 
called H~ctor, ~etween whom and the pet pig there existed the most 
tender f~lendshlp. Spot always sharcd with Hector the hollow log which 
served hun for a. kennel, .and we often langhed to see Hector lead Spot 
round the clearmg by hIS ear. After bearing the want of animal food 
until our souls sickened at the bad potatoes and grown-flour bread we 
began-that is, the eldest of the family-to cast very hungry eyes ~pou 
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Spot j but no one liked to propose having him killed. At last Jacob 
spoke his mind upon the ~ubject. 'Oi've beard, zur, that the Jews never 
eat pork i but we Christians dooz, and are right glad ov the chance. 
Now, zur, oi've been thinking that 'tis no manner ov use our keeping' that 
beast Spot. If he wor a zow, now, there might be zome zenze in the 
thing; and we all feel weak for a morzel of meat. S'pose I kill him? 
He won't make a bad piece of pork.' Moodie seconded the move' and 
in spite of the tears and prayers of Katie, her uncouth pet was ~acl:ificed 
to the general wants of the family; but there were two members of the 
house who disdained to eat a morsel of the victim; poor Katie and the 
dog Hector. At the self-denial of the first I did not at all wonder, for 
she was a child full of sensibility and warm affections, but the attachment 
of the brute creature to his old playmate filled us all with surprise. 
Jacob first drew our attention to the strallge fact. ' That dog,' he said, 
as we were passing through the kitchen while he was at dinner, 'do 
teach uz Christians a . lesson how to treat our friends. Why, zur, he'll 
not eat a morzel of Spot. Oie have tried and tempted him in all manner 
ov ways, and he only do zneer and turn up his nose when oie hould him 
a bit to taste.' He offered the animal a rib of the fresh pork as he 
finished speaking, and the dog turned away with an expression of aver­
jion, and on a repetition of the act, walked from the table. 

Human affection could scarcely have surpassed the love felt by this 
poor animal for his playfellow. His attachment to Spot, that could over­
come the pangs of hunger-for, like the rest of us, he was half-starved­
must have been strong indeed. Jacob's attachment to us, in its simpli­
city and fidelity, greatly resembled that of the dog i and sometimes, like 
the dog, he would push himself in where he was not wanted, and gratui­
tonsly give his advice, and make remarks which were not required. 

Mr. K--, from Cork, was asking Moodie many questions about tIlEl 

partridges of the country; and, among other things, he wanted to know 
by what token you were able to discover their favourite haunts. Before 
Moodie could answer this last query a voice responded, through a large 
crack in the boarded wall which separated us from the kitchen, 'They 
always bides where they's drum.' This announcement was received with 
a burst of laughte'l: that greatly disconcerted the natural philosopher in 
the kitchen. On the 21Rt of May of this year, my second son, Donald, 
\fas born. The poor fellow came in hard times. The cows had not 
calved, and our bill of fare, now minus the deer and Spot, only consisted 
of bad potatoes and still worse bread. I was rendered so weak by want 
of proper nourishment that my dear husband, for my sake, overcame his 
aversion to borrowing, and procured a quarter of mutton from a friend. 
This, with kindly presents from neighbours-often as badly off as our­
selves-a loin of a young bear, and a basket, containing a loaf of bread, 
some tea, some fresh butter, and oatmeal, went far to save my life. 

Shortly after my recovery, ,Jacob-the faithflll, good Jacob-was 
obliged to leave us, for we could no longer afford to pay wagfs. What 
was owing to him had to be settled by sacrificing our best cow, and a 
great many valuable articles of clothing from my husband's wardrobe. 
Nothing is more distressing than being obliged to part with articles of 
'!lrc~s which you know that you cannot replace. Almost all my clothes 
had been appropriated to ihe payment of wages, or to obtain garmmis 
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for the children, excepting my wedding dress, and the be~utiful ~o.by­
linen which had been made by the hands of dear and affectIOnate friends 
for my first-born. These were now exchanged for coarse, warm flannels, 
to shield her from the cold. Moodie and Jacob had chopped eight acres 
durin"" the winter but these had to be burnt off and logged-up before we 
coula"'put in a crop of wheat for the ensuing fall. Had we been able to 
retain this industrious, kindly English lad, this would have been soon 
accomplished; but his wages, at the rate of thirty pounds per annum. 
were now utterly beyond our means. Jacob had formed an &.ttachment 
to my pretty maid, Mary Pine, and before going to the Southern States, 
to join an uncle who resided in Louisville, an opulent tradesman, who 
had promised to teach him his business, Jacob thought it as well to 
declare himself. l'he declaration took place on a log of wood near the 
back-door, and from my chamber window I could both hear and see the 
parties, without being myself observed. Mary was seated very demurely 
at one end of the log, twisting the strings of her checked apron, and the 
loving .Jacob was busily whittling the other extremity of their rnstic 
seat. There was a long silence. Mary stole a look at Jacob, and he 
heaved a tremendous sigh, something betwecn a yawn and a groan. 
'Meary,' he s~id, 'I must go.'-' I Jmew that afore,' returned the girl. 

, I had zummat to zay to you, Meary. Do you think you will miss 
oie?' (looking very affectionately, alld twitching nearer.) 

'What put that into your head, Jacob 7' This was said very demurely. 
c Oie thowt, may be, Meary, that your feelings might be zummat loike 

my own. I feel zore about the heart, Meary, and it's all com' of parting 
with you. Don't you feel queerish, too ?'-' Can't say that I do, Jacob. 
I shall soon see you again,' (pulling violently at her apron-string.) 

'Meary, oi'm afear'd you don't feel like ole.'-' P'r'aps not; women 
can't feel like men. I'm sorry that you are going, Jacob, for you have 
been very kind and obliging, and I wish you well.' 'Meary,' cried Jacob, 
growing desperate at her coyness, and getting quite close up to her, 
, will you marry oie? Say yeez or noa?' This was coming close to the 
point. Mary drew farther from him, and turned her head away. 

, Meary,' said Jacob, seizing upon the hand that held the apron-string. 
C Do you think you can better yourseI'?' If not-why, oie'm your man. 
Now, do just turn about your head and answer oie.' 

The girl turned round, and gave him a quick, shy glance, then burst 
out into ~ si~p~rinp laugh .. 'l\'~eary. will you take oie?' (joggiag her 
~lbow.) I WIll, cl"led the girl, .1u.mpmg up from the log and running 
mto the ,house. 'W: e!l, that bar~aIll's made,' said .the lover, rubbing his 
hands; and now, Ole 11 go and bId moaster and mlssus good-buoy.' 

l'he poor fellow's eyes were full of tears, for the children who loved 
him very much, clung, crying, about his knees. 'God ble~s yees all' 
sobbed the kind-hearted creature. 'Doan't forget Jacob for he'll neav~r 
forget you. Good-buoy!' l'hen turning to Mary, he'threw his arms 
round her neck, and bestowed upon her fair cheek the most audible kiss 
I .ever heard. 'And doan't you forget ~Ile, Meary. In two years oie 
Will be back to marry you; and may be ole may come back a rich man.' 

~I:try, who. was an exceedingly pretty girl, shed Bome tears at the 
partmg; but III a few days she was as gay as ever and listenin,," with 
great attention to the praises bestowed upon her' beauty by :n old 
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bachelor, who was her senior by five-and-twenty years. But then he 
had a good farm, a saddle mare, and plenty of stock, and was reputed to 
have saved money. The saddle mare seemed to have great weight in old 
Ralph T--h's WOOIng; and I used laughingly to remind Mary of her 
absent lover, and beg her not to marry Ralph '1'--h'6 mare. 

'rIlE CANADIAN nUNTER'S SONG. 

The northern lights nre flashing 
On the rapids' restless flow' ' 

And o'er the wild waves dashlnO' 
Swift darts the light canoe. ." 

The merry hunters come. 
'What cheert-what cheer?' 
'We've slain the deer!' 

e Hurrah !-You're welcome home!' 
The blithesome horn is sounding, 

And the woodman's loud halloo; 
And joyous steps are bounding 

To meet the birch canoe. 

, Hurrah I-the hunters come.' 
And the woods ring out 
To their merry shout 

As they drag the dun deer home! 
The hearth is brightly burning, 

The rustic board is spread; 
To greet the sire returning 

The children leave their bed. 
With laugh and shout they come­

That merry band-
To grasp his hand, 

And bid him welcome home! 

XXI.-THE LITTLE STUMPY MAl'!. 
There was a little man­
I'll sketch him if I can, 
For he clung to mine and me 
Like the old man of the sea; 
And in spite of taunt and scoff 
We could not pitch him off, 
For the cross-grained, waspish elf 
Cared for no one but himself. 

BEFORE I dismiss for ever the troubles and sorrows of 1836, I would fain 
introduce to the notice of my readers some of the odd character~ with 
whom we became acquainted during that period. The first that starts 
vividly to my recollection is the picture of a short, stumpy, thickset 
man-a British sa:lor, too-who came to stay one night under our roof, 
and took quiet possession of his quarters for nine months, and whom we 
were obliged t.o tolerate from the :;.imple fact that we could not get rid 
of him. During the fall, Moodie had met this individual (whom I will 
r~ll Mr. Malcolm) in the mail-coach, going up to Toronto. Amused 
Nith his eccentric and blunt manners, and finding him a shrewd, clever 
fellow in conversation, Moodie told him that if ever he came into his 
part of the world he should be glad to renew their acquaintance. And 
so they parted, with mutual good-will, as men often. part who have 
travelled a long journey in good fellowship together, without thinking 
it probable they should ever meet again. 'l'!te sugar season bad just 
commenced with the spring thaw; Jacob had tapped a few trees in 
order to obtain sap to make molasses for th~ children, when his plans 
were frustrated by the illness of my husband, who was again attacked 
with the af,'1le. Towards the close of a wet, sloppy night, while Jacob 
was in the wood, chopping, and our servant gone to my s:ster, who was 
ill, to help to wash, as I was busy baking uread for tea, my attention 
was aroused by a violent knocking at the door, and the furious barking 
of our dog, Hector. I ran to open it, when I found Hector's teeth 
clenched in the trousers of a little, dark, thickset man, who said in a 
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gruff voi'le,-' Call off your dog. What the devil do you keep such an 
infernal brute about the house for? Is it to bite people who come to 
:;ee you?' Hector was the best-behaved, be~t-tempered anim~1 in the 
world; he might have been called a gentlemanly dog. So httle was 
there of the unmannerly puppy iu his behaviour, ~hat I was perfectly 
astonished at his ungracious conduct. I caught hIm by the collar, and 
not without some difficulty. succeeded in dragging him off. 

'Is Captain ~loodie within?' said the stranger.-' He is, sir. But ho 
is ill in bed-too ill to be seen.'-' 'I'e]] him a friend' (he laid a strong 
stress" upon the last word), ' a particular friend must speak to him.' 

I now turned my eyes to the face of the speaker with some curiosity. 
I had taken him for a mechanic, from his dirty, slovenly appearance; 
and his physiognomy was so unpleasant that I did not credit his atlser­
tion that he was a friend of my husband, for I was certain that no !llan 
who possessed such a forbidding aspect could be regarded by MoodIe as 
a friend. I was about to deli vcr his message, but the moment I let go 
Hector's collar, the dog was at him again. 

, Don't strike him with your stick,' I cried, throwing my arms over the 
faithful creature. ' He is a powerful animal, and if you provolte him, he 
will kill you.' I at last succeeded in coaxing Hector into the girl's 
I'oom, where I shut him up, while the stranger came into the kitchen, 
and walked to the fire to dry his wet clothes. I immediately went into 
the parlour, where ~'[oodie was lying upon a bed near the stove, to 
deliver the stranger's message; but before I could say a word, he dashed 
in after me, and going up to the bed, held out his broad, coarse hand, 
with, 'How are you, Mr. Moodie? You see I have acccpted your kind 
invitation sooner than either you or I expected. If you will give me 
house-room for the night, I shall be obliged to you.' 

This was said in a low, mysterious voice; and Moodie, who was still 
struggling with the hot fit of his disorder, and whose sen8es were not a 
little confused, stared at him with a look of vague bewilderment. The 
countenance of the stranger grew dark. 

'You cannot have forgotten me-my name is Malcolm.' 
'Yes, yes; I remember you now,' said the invalid, holding out his 

burning, feverish hand. 'To my home, sllch as it i .• , you are welcome.' 
I stood by in wondering astonishment, looking from one to the other, 

as I had no recollection of ever hearing my husband mention the name 
of the stranger; but as he had invited him to share our hospitality, I 
did my best to make him welcome. though in what manner he was to be 
accommodated puzzled me not a little. I placed the arm-chair by the 
fire, and told him that I would prepare tea foJ' him as 800n as I could. 

: It may b!l as well to tell you, Mrs. Moodie,' said he, sulkily, for he was 
eVldently dl~pleased by my husband's want of recO!!llition on his first 
entrance, 'that I have had no dinner.' I sighed t; mY8elf, for I well 
knew t.hat our larder boasted of no dainties; and from the animal ex­
~r~ssion of our ~est·s face, I rightly judged that he was fond of good 
livlllg .. By the time I had fried a rasher of salt pork, and made a pot of 
dandehon coffee, the bread J had been preparing was baked' but grown 
flower will not make light bread, and it was unusually hea~y. For the 
first time I felt heartily ashamed of our humble fare. I was sure that he 
for whom it was provided was not one to pass it over in benevolent 
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silence. 'He might be a gentleman,' I thought, 'but he does not look 
like one;' and a confused idea of who he was, and where Moodie had 
met with him, began to float through my mind. I did not like the 
appearance of the man, but I consoled myself that he was only to stay for 
one night, and I could give up my bed for that one night and sleep on a 
bed on the floor by my sick husband. When 1 re-entered the parlour to 
cover the table, 1 found Moodie fallen asleep, aud Mr. Malcolm reading. 
As I p}aced the tea-things on the table, he raised his head, and regarded 
me wIth a gloomy stare. He was a strange-looking creature; .his 
features were tolerably regular, his complexion dark, with a good colour 
his very broad and round head was covered with a perfect mass of close: 
black, curling hair, which, in growth, texture, and hue, resembled the 
wiry, curly hide of a water-dog. His eyes and mouth were both well­
shaped, but gave, by their sinister expression, an odious and doubtful 
meaning to the whole of his physiognomy. The eyes were cold, insolent, 
and cruel, and as green as the eyes of a cat. The mouth llespoke a 
sullen, determined, and sneering di~position, as if it belonged to one 
brutally obstinate, one who could not by any gentle means be persuaded 
from his purpose. Such a man in a passion would have been a terrible 
wild beast;· but the current of his feelings seemed to flow in a deep, 
sluggish channel, rather than in a violent or impetuous one; and, like 
William Penn, when he reconnoitred his unwelcome visitorl'! through the 
keyhole of the door, I looked at my strange guest, and liked him not. 
Perhaps my distant _and constrained manner made him painfully aware of 
the fact, for I am certain that, from that first hour of our acquaintance, 
a deep-rooted antipathy existed between us, which time seemed rather 
to strengthen than diminish. 

He ate of his meal sparingly, and with evident disgust _; the only 
remarks which dropped from him were :-' You make bad bread in the 
bush. Strange, that you can't keep your potatoes from tho frost! I 
should have thought that you could have had things more cumfortable 
in the wood~.'-· We have been very unfortunate,' I said, 'since we cam~ 
to the woods. I am sorry that you should be obliged to share the 
poverty of the land. It would have given me much pleasure could I 
have set before you a more comfortable meal.'--' Oh, don't mention it. 
So that I get good pork and potatoes I shall be contented.' 

What did these words imply?-an extension of his visit? I hoped 
that I was mistaken; but before I could lose any time in conjecture, my 
husband awoke. 'The fit had left him, and he rose and dressed himself, 
and was soon chatting cheerfully with his guest. 

Mr. 1IIalcolm now informed him that he was hiding from the sheriff of 
ilie N--- district's officers, and 1hat it would be conferring upon him 
a great favour if he would allow him to remain at his house for a few 
weeks.-' '1'0 tell you the truth, Malcolm,' said Moodie, 'we are so badly 
off that we can scarcely find food for ourselves and the ehildren. It is 
out of Ol1r power to make you comfortable, or to keep an addition hand, 
without he is willing to render some little belp on tbe farm. If you can 
do this I will endeavour to get a few nccesRaries on credit, to make your 
stay m~re agreeable.' To this proposition Malcolm readily assented, not 
only because it released him from all sense of obliga1ion, but because it 
gave him a privilege to grumble. :E'inding that his stay might extend to 



190 ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH 

an indefinite period, I got Jacob to construct a rude bedstead out of two 
large chests that had transporterl some of our goods .aeross t~e A t1a~tie, 
and which he put up in a corner of the parlour. ThIS I provided with 8 
small hair-mattress, and furnished with what bedding I could I'pare. 

For the first fortnight of his sojourn, our guest did nothing but lie 
upon that bed, and read, and smoke, and drink whi8ky-~nd-:water from 
morning until night. By degrees he let out part of hIS history; but 
there was a mystery !\bout him which he took good care never to c.lear 
up. He was the son of an officer in the navy, who had not only attained 
a very high rank in the service, but, for his gallant conduct, had been 
made a Knight-Companion of the Bath. He had himself served his time 
as a midshipman on boa.rd his father·s flag-ship, but had left the navy 
and accepted a commission in the Buenos-Ayrean service during the 
political struggles in that province; he had commanded a sort of privateer 
under the government, to whom, by his own account, he had rendered 
many very sign;tl services. 'Vhy he left South America anrl came to 
Canada he kept a. profound secret. He had indulged in very vicious and 
dissipate,l courses since he came to the province, and by his own account 
had spent upwards of four thousand pounds, in a manner not over 
creditable to himself. Finrling that his friends would answer his bills no 
longer, he took possession of a grant of land obtained through hiR father's 
interest, up in Harvey, a barren township on the shores of Stony Lake; 
and, after putting up his shanty. and expending all his remaining means, 
he found that he did not possesg one acre out of the whole four hundred 
that would yield It crop of potatoes. He was now considerably in debt, 
and the lands, such as they were, had been seized, with all his effects, by 
the sheriff, and a warrant was out for his own apprehension, which he 
contrived to elude during his sojourn with us. J.\IIoney he had none; 
and, beyond the dirty fearnought blue seaman's jacket which he wore, a 
pair of trousers of the coarse cloth ofthe country, an old black vest that 
had seen better days, and two blue-checked shirts, clothes he had none. 
He shaved hut once a week, never combed his hair, and never washed 
himself. A dirtier or more 8Jovenly creature never before was dignified 
by the title of a gentleman. He was, however, a man of good education, 
of excellent abilities, and possessed a bitter, sarcastic knowledge of the 
world; but he was selfish and unprincipled in the highest degree. 

His shrewd observatinns and great conversational powers had first 
attracted my husband's attention, and, as men seldom show their bad 
qualities on It .iourney, he thought him a blunt, good fellow, who had 
travelled a great deal, and could render himself a very agreeahle com­
panion by a gmphic relation of his adventures. He could be all this, 
when he chose to r€>lax from his sullen, morose mood; and much aA I 
disliked him, I have listened with interest for hours to his dr~ll descrip­
tions of South American life and manners. 

Naturally indolent, and a constitutional grumbler, it was with the 
greatest difficulty that Moodie could get him to do anything beyond 
bringing a few pails of water from the swamp for the use of the hOllse 
and .he has o~en passed me carrying water up from the lake without 
offermg to relIeve me of the burden. Mary the betrothed of Jacob 
called him a perfec.t 'beast;' .but he, returnin'g good for evil, considered 
hei· a very pretty girl, and paid her so many uncouth attentions that he 
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l"ouse~ the je~lol!s:r of honest Jake, who vowed that he would give him a 
good loompmg If he only dared to lay a fing'er upon his sweetheart 
With Jacob to back her, lVlary treated the 'zea-bear' as Jacob tormed 
him,. wi!h vast disdain, and was so saucy to him that, forgetting his 
admIratIOn, he declared he would like to serve her as the Indians had 
done a scolding woman in South America. 1'hey attacked her house 
during ilie absence of her husband, cut out her tonge, and nailed it to the 
door, by way of knocker; and he thou~ht that all women who could not 
keep a civil tongue in their head should be !len'ed in the same manner. 

'And what should be done to men who swear and use olldacent 
language?' quoth Mary, indignantly. 'Their tongues should be slit and 
given to the dogs, Faugh! You are such a nasty fellow that I don't 
think Hector would eat your tongue.' 

'I'll kill that beast,' muttered Malcolm, as he walked away. 
I remonstrated with him on the impropriety of bandying words with 

our servants. 'You see,' I said, 'the disrespect with which they treat 
you; and if they presume upon your familiarity, to speak to our guest in 
this contemptuous manner, they will soon extend the same conduct to us.' 

'But, Mrs. Moodie, you should reprove them.' 
'I cannot, sir, while you continue, by taking libertics with the girl, 

and swearing at the man, to provoke them to retaliation.' 
, Swearing! What harm is there in sweruing ? A sailor cannot live 

without oaths.'-·' But a gentleman might, Mr. Malcolm. I should be 
sorry to consider you ill any other light.' 

, Ah, you are such a prude-so methodistical-you make no allowance 
for circumstanccs! Surely, in the woods we may dispense with the hypo­
,critical, conventional forms of society, and spcak and act as we please.' 

'So you seem to think; but you see the result.' 
, I have never been used to the society of ladies, and I cannot fashion 

my words to please them; and I won't, that's more!' he muttered to 
himself as he strode off to Moodie in the field. I wished from my very 
heart that he was once more on the deck of his piratical South American 
craft. One night he insisted on going out in the canoe 10 !'pear 
muskinonge with Moodie. The evening turned out very chill and foggy, 
and, before twelve, they returned, with only one fish, and half frozen 
with cold. Malcolm llad got twinges of rheull}atism, and he fussed, and 
sulked, and swore, and quarrelled with everybody and everything, until 
Moodie, who was highly amused by his petulance, advised him to go to 
his bed, and pray for the happy restoration of his temper. 

'Temper!' he cried, ' I don't believe there's a good-tempered person 
in the world. It's all hypocrisy! I never had a good temper! My 
mother was an ill-tempered woman, and ruled my father, who was a 
confoundedly severe, domineering man. I was born in an ill-temper. I 
was an ill·tempered child; I grew up an iH-tempered man. I feel worse 
than ill-tempered now, and when I die it will be in an ill-temper.' 

'Well,' quoth I, 'Moodie has made you a tumbler of hot punch, wbich 
may help to drive out the cold and the ill-temper, and cure the rheuma­
tism.'-' Ay; your husband's a g09d fellow, and worth two of you, Mrs. 
Moodie. He makes some allowance for the weakness of human nature, 
and can excuse even my ill· temper.' I did Dot choose to bandy words 
with him, and the next day the unfortunate creature was shaking with 
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the ague. A more intractable, outrageous, im-patient I never had the 
ill-fortune to nurse. During the coM fit, he did nothing but sweal'at the 
eold and wished himself roasting; and during the fever, he swore at the 
heat: and wished that he was sitting, in no other garment than. his shirt, 
on the north side of an iceberg. And when the fit at last left ~Im, he got 
up and ate such quantities of fat pork, and drank so much whlsky-puncb, 
th~t you would have imagined he had just arrived from a longtjourney, 
and had not tasted food for a couple of days. 

He would not believe that fishing in the cold night-air upon the water 
had made him ill, but raved that it was all my fault for having laid my 
baby down on his bed while it was shaking ~ith the. a~e. . . 

Yet, if there were the least tenderness rmxed up III hiS Iron nature It 
was the affection he displayed for that young child. Dunbar was just 
twenty months old, with bright, dark eyes, dimpled cheeks, and soft, 
flowing, goiden hair, which fell round his infant face in rich curls. The 
merry, contiding little creature formed such a contrast to his own surly, 
unyielding temper, that, perhaps, that very circumstance made the bond 
of union between them. ,Yhen in the house, the little boy was seldom 
out of his arms, and whatever were Malcolm's faults, he had none in the 
eyes of the child, who used to cling around his neck, and kiss his rough, 
unshaven cheeks with the greatest fondness. 

, If I could afford it, Moodie,' he said one day to my husband, 'I should 
like to marry. I want some one upon whom I could vent my affections.' 
And wanting that some one in the form of woman, he contented himself 
with venting them upon the child. As the spring advanced, and after 
.Jacob left us, he seemed ashamed of sitting in the house doing nothing, 
and therefore undertook to make us a garden, or 'to make garden,' as 
the Canadians term preparing a few vegetables for the season. I 
procured the necessary seeds, and watched with no small surprise the 
industry with which our strange visitor commenced operations. He 
repaired the broken fence, dug the ground with the greatest care, and 
laid it out with a skill and neatness of which I had believed him perfectly 
incapable. In less than three weeks, the whole plot presented a. very 
pleasing prospect, and he was really elated by his success. 

'At any rate,' said he, 'we shall no longer be starved on bad flour anll 
potatoes. We shall have peas, and beans, and beets, and carrots and 
cabbage in abundance, besides the plot I havc reserved for cucu~ber8 
and melons.' ' Ah,' thought I; 'does hc, indeed, mean to stay with us 
until the melons are ripe?' and my heart died within me for he not only 
was a great additional expense, but he gave a great d~al of additional 
trouble, and entirely robbed us of all privacy, as our very parlour was 
converted into a bed-room for his accommodation' besides that a man of 
his singularly dirty habits made a very disagreeabl~ inmate. ' 

The only redeeming point in his character, in my eyes was his love for 
Dunbar. I could not entirely hate a man who was so f~ndly attached to 
my child. '.!?o th:e two little girls he was very cross, and often chased 
th.em from hl.m With blows. He had, too, an odious way of finding fault 
with ever.y~hlllg. I ne,:er could coo~ to please him; and he tried in the 
most malIcIOUS way t~ mduce Moodie to join in his complaints. All his 
s~h:emes to ma.ke strIfe between u~, however, failed, and were generally 
vIsited upon hmlself. In no way did he ever seek to render me the least 
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assistance. Shortly after Jacob left us, Mary Pine was offered higher 
wages by a family at Peterborough, and for some time I was left with 
four little children, and without a servant. Moodie always milked the 
cows, because I never could overcome my fear of cattle; and though I 
had occasionally milked when there was no one else in the way it was in 
fear and trembling. ' 

Moodie had to go down to Peterborough; but before lle went, he 
begged Malcolm to bring me what water and wood I required, and to 
stand by the cattle while I milked the cows, and he would himself be 
home before night. He started at six in the morning, and I got the pail 
to go and milk. l\'Ialcolm was lying upon his bed, reading. 

e Mr. l\'Ialcolm, will you be so kind as to go with me to the fields for a 
few minutes while I milk ?'-' Yes l' (then. with a ~ulky frown,) 'but I 
want to finish what I am reading.'-' I will not detain you long.' 

e Oh, no 1 I suppose about an hour. You are a shocking bad milker.' 
e True; I never went near a cow unt.il I came to this country; and I 

have never been able to overcome my fear of them.' 
'More shame for you! A farmer's wife, and afraid of a cow! Why, 

these little children would laugh at you.' 
I did not reply, nor would I ask him again. I walked slowly to the 

field, and my indignation made me forget my fear. I had just finished 
milking, and with a brimming pail was preparing to climb t.he fence and 
return to the house, when a very wild ox we had came running with 
headlong speed from the wood. All my fears were alive again in a 

"moment. I snatched up the pail, and, instead of climbing the fence and 
getting to the house, I ran with all the speed I could command down the 
steep hill towards the lake shore; my feet caught in a root of the many 
stumps in the path, and I fell to the ground, my pail rolling many yards 
ahead of me. Every drop of my milk was spilt upon the grass. The ox 
passed on. I gathered myself up and returned home. Malcolm was 
very fond of new milk, and he came to meet me at t.he door. 

e Hi! hi!-Where's the milk?' -' No milk for the poor children to-day,' 
said I, showing him the inside of the pail. with a sorrowful shake of the 
head, for it was no small loss to them and me. 

e How the devil's that? So you were afraid to milk the cows. Come 
away. and I will keep off the buggaboos.' 

'I did milk them-no thanks to your kindness, l\'Ir.l'IIalcolm-but--' 
, But what ?' "]'he ox frightened me, and I fell and spilt all the milk.' 
e Whew 1 Now don't go and tell your husband that it was all my fault ; 

if you had had a little patience, I would have come when you a~ked me, 
'but I don't choose to be dictated to, and I won't be made a slave by you 
or anyone else.'-' Then why do you stay, sir, where you consider 
YOllrself so treated?' said I. 'We are all obliged to work to obtain 
bread; we give you the best share-surely the return we ask for it is 
but small.'-' You make me feel my obligations to you when you ask me 
to do anything; if you left it to my better feelings we should get on 
better.' -' Perhaps you are right. I will never ask you to do anything 
for me in future.' ' Oh, now, that's all mock-hUlriility. In spite of the 
tears in your eyes, you are as angry with me as ever; but don't go to 
make mischief between me and Moodie. If you'll say nothing about my 
refusing to go with you, I'll milk the cows for you myself to-night.' 

N 
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, And can you milk?' said I, with some curiosity. . . 
, Milk ! Yes; and if I "'ere not so confoundedly low-spmted and -­

lazy, 1 could do a thousand other things, too. But now, don·t say ~ word 
about it to Moodie.' I made no promise; but my respe~t for him was 
not increased by his cowardly fear of reproof from Moodie, who treated 
him with a kindness and consideration which he did not deserve. 

The afternoon turned out, very wet, and I was sorry tha~ I sho~ld be 
troubled with his company all day in the house. I wa!:! makmg a shut for 
Moodie from scme cotton that had been sent me from home, and, he 
placed himself by the side of the stove, just opposite, and continued. to 
reO'ard me for a long time with his usual sullen stare. I really felt half 
af;aid of him. ' Don't you think me mad?' said he. 'I have a brother 
deranged; he got a stroke of the sun in India, and lost his senses in 
consequence; but sometimes I think it runs in the family.' 

Wlaat answer could I give to this speech, Lut mere evasive common­
place! 'You won't say what you really think,' he continued,; • I know 
you hate me, and that makes me c.islike you. Now what would YOUi 

say if I told you I had committed a murder, and that it was the recollec­
tion of that circumstance that made me at times so restless and unhappy?' 

I looked up in his face, not knowing what to believe. ' 
, 'Tis fact: said he, nodding his head; and I hoped that he would not go 

mad, like his brother, and kill me. 'Come, pn tell you all about, it ; I 
know the world would laugh at me for calling such an act murder; and yet 
I have been such a miserable man ever since that Ifeel it was. 

• There was a noted leader among the rebel Buenos-Ayreans, whom the 
government wanted much to get hold of. He was a fine, dashing, hand­
some fellow; I had often seen him, but we never came to close quarters. 
One night, I was lying wrapped up in my poncho at the bottom of my 
boat, Which was rockiug in the surf, waiting for two of my men, who were 
gone on shore. There came to the shore this man and one of his people, 
and they stood so near the boat, which 1 suppose they thought empty, 
that I could distinctly hear their conversation. I suppose it was the 
devil who tempted me to put a bullet through that man's heart. He was 
an enemy to the flag uuder which I fonght, but he was no enemy to mil­
l had no right to become his executioner; but still the desire to kill him, 
for the mere devilry of the thing, came so strongly upon me that I no 
longer tried to resist it. I rose slowly upon my knees; the moon was 
shining very bright at the time, both he and his companion were t.oo 
earnestly engaged to seo me, and I deliberately shot him through the 
body. He fell with a heavy groan back into the water; but I caught the 
last look he threw up to the mooulight .skies before his eyes glazed in 
death. Oh, that. loo!, I-so full of despair, of unutterable anguish; it 
haunts me yet-It WIll haunt me for ever. I would not have cared if I 
had killed him. in strife-hut in eold blood, and. he so unsuspicious of his 
doom! Yes, It was murder; I know by this constant tugging at Illy 
heart that it, was murder. What do you say to it l' 

, I shoul~ thiuk as you do, Mr. ~alcolm. It is a terrible thing to take 
away the hfe of a. fellow-creature WIthout the least provocation,' 

, Ah! I knew you would blame me; but he was an enemy after all· I 
had a right t.o ki.11 him; I was hired by the government under wh~m 
I served to kill him: and who shall condemn me?' -' Noone more tLan 
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your own heart.'-' It is not the heart, but the brain, that must decide in 
questions of right and wrong,' said he. ' 1 acted from impulse, and shot 
that man; had I reasoned upon .it for five minutes, the man would be 
living now. But what's done canno.t be undone. Did I ever show you 
the work I wrote upon South AmerIca ?'-' Are you an author?' said T, 

,:incrcdul<?usly. 'To be sure I am. Murray offered me 100l. for my 
, manuscnpt, but I would not take it. Shall 1 read to you some passages 
from it?' I am sorry to say that his behaviour in the morning was 
uppermost in my thoughts, and I had llO repugnance in refusing. 

• No, don't trouble yourself. I have the dinner to cook, and the children 
to attend to, which will cause a constant interruption; you had better 
defer it to some other time.'-'I shan·t ask you to listen to me again,' said 
he, with a look of offended vanity; but he went to his trunk, and brought 
out a large MS., written on foolscap, which he commenced reading to 
himself with an air of great self.importance, glancing from time to time at 
me, and smiling disdainfully. Ob, how glad I waR when the door opened, 
and the return of Moodie broke up this painful tete-a-tete. 

From the sublime to the ridiculous is but a step. The very next day 
Mr. Malcolm made his appearance before me, wrapped in a greatcoat 

, belcmging to m' husband, which literally came down to his heels. At this 
strange apparition I fell a-Iaughillg. • For God's sake, Mrs. Moodie, lend 
me a, pair of inexpressibles. 1 have met with an aceident in crossing the 
fence, and mine are torn to shreds-gone to the devil entirely.' 

'Well, don't swear. I'll see what can be done for you.' 
I brought him a new pair of fine, drab-coloured kerseymere trousers 

that had ne\Ter been worn. Although he was eloquent in his thank!!, I 
had no idea that he meant to keep them for his sole individual use from 
that day thenceforth. But after all, what wa.'! the man to do? He had 
no trousers, and no money, and he could not take to the woods. Certainly 
his loss was not our-gain. It was the old proverb reversed. 

The season for putting iu the potatoes had now arrived. Malcolm 
volunteered to cut the sets, which was easy work that could be done in 
the,house, and over which he could lounge and smoke; but Moodie told 
him that he must take his share in the field, that I had already sets 
enough saved to plant half-an-acre, and would haye more prepared by the 
time they were required. With many growls and shrugs, he felt obliged 
to comply; and he perfbrrned his part pretty well, the exccrations 
bestowed upon the musql1itoes and black-flies forming a sort of safety­
valve to let off the concentrated venom of his- temper. When he came in 
to dinner, he held out his hands to me. 'Look at these hands.' 

"They are blistered with the hoe.' 
• Look at my face.'-' You are terribly disfigured by the black-flies. But 

Moodie suffers just as much, and says nothing.' 
"Bab..!-The only consolation one feels for such annoyances is to com­

plain. Oh, the woods I-the cursed woods I-how I wish I were out of 
theru!, The day was "ery warm, but in the afternoon I was surprised by 
a weit from an old maiden lady, a friend of mine from C--. She had 
walked up with a Mr. Crowe, from Peterborough, a young, brisk-looking 
farmer in breeches- and top-boots, just out from the old country, who, 
naturahy enough, thought he would like to roost' among the woods. 

He waS!, a little, lively, good-natured manny, with a real Anglo-Saxon 
N 2 



196 ROUGHING IT 1:-< THE BUSH. 

face-rosy, high cheek-boned, with full lips. and a turne~-up nose; and, 
'like most little men, was a great talker, and very full of hImself. He h~d 
belonged to the secondary class of farmers, and was very v~l~ar, both m 
person and manners. I had just prepared tea for my VIsItors, w~en 
Malcolm and Moodie returned from the field. There was no affectatIon 
about the former. He was manly in his person, and blunt even to r?de­
ness, and I I'aw by the quizzical look which he cast upon the spru.ce little 
Crowe that he was quietly quizzing him from head to heel. A neIghbour 
hall sent me a present of maple molasses. and Mr. Crowe was so fearful of 
spilling some of the rich syrup upon his drab shorts that he spread. a lar,ge 
pocket-handkerchief over his knees, and tucked another under hIS chm. 
I felt very much inclined to laugh, but restrained th.e inclination as well as 
I could-and if the little creature would have sat stIll, I could have quelled 
my rebellious propensity altogether; but up he would jump.at ev.ery word 
I said to him, and making me a low, jerking .bow, ofteJ?- wI~h his mouth 
quite full, and the treacherous molasses runnmg over hIS chm. 

Malcolm sat directly opposite to me and my volatile next-door neigh­
bour. He saw the intense difficulty I had to keep my gravity, and was 
determined to make me laugh out. So, coming slyly behind my chair, 
he whispered in my ear, with the gravity of a judge, 'Mrs. Moodie, that 
must have been the very chap who first jumped Jim Crowe.' 

This appeal obliged me to run from the table. Moodie was astonished 
fit my rudeness; and Malcolm, as he resumed his seat, made the matter 
worse by saying, ' I wonder what is the matter with Mrs. Moodie; she is 
certainly very hysterical this afternoon.' 

The potatoes were planted, anil the season of strawberries, green pe3.'l, 
and young potatoes come, but still Malcolm remained our constant guest. 
Re had grown so indolent, and gave himself so many airs, that Moodie was 
heartily sick of his company, and gave him many gentle hints to change 
his quarters: but our guest was determined to take no hint. For some 
reason best known to himself, perhaps out of sheer contradiction, which 
formed one great element in his character, he seemed obstinately bent 
upon remaining where he was. Moodie was busy under-bushing for a full 
fallow. Malcolm spent much of his time in the garden, or lounging about 
the house. I had baked an eel-pie for dinner, which if prepared well is by 
no means an unsavoury dish. Malcolm had cleaned some green pea..'1, and 
washed the first young potatoes we had drawn that season, with his own 
hands, and he was reckoning on the feast he should have upon the potatoes 
with childish glee. The dinner at length was put upon the table. The 
vegetables were remarkably fine, and the pie looked very nice. 

Moodie helped Malcolm, as he always did, very largely, and the other 
covered his plate with a portion of peas and potatoes, when, 10 and 
behold! my ~entleman began making a very wry face at the pie. 

, Wha~ an mfernal dish!' he cried, pushing away his plate with an air of 
~l'eat . dISgUSt. 'These eels taste as if they had been stewed in oil 
l\Ioodle, you should teach your wife to be a better cook.' 
. 'f~e hot ~lood burnt, ul?on Mood~e's ,cheek. I saw indignation blazing 
III hIS eye. If you don ~ like what IS prepared for you, sir, you may leave 
the table and my house, If you please. I will put up with your ungentle­
manly and ungrateful co~duct to Mrs. Moodie no longer.' 

Out stalked the offendmg party. I thought, to be sure, we had got rid 
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of him; and though he deserved what was said' to him, I was sorry for 
him. Moodie took his dinner, quietly remarking, 'I wonder he could find 
it in his heart to leave those fine peas and potatoes.' 

He then went back to his work in the bush, and I clearod away the 
dishes, and churned, for I wanted butter for tea. 

About four o'clook, Mr. Malcolm entered the room. 'Mrs. Moodie' said 
he, in a more cheerful voice than usual, ' where's' the boss ?'-' In the 'wood 
under-bushing.' I felt dreadfully afraid that there would be blolVS betwee~ 
them. 'I hope, Mr. Malcolm, that you are not going to him with any 
intention of a fresh quarrel.'-' Don't you think I have been punished 
enough by losing my dinner?' said he, with a grin. 'I don't think \\"0 

shall murder one another.' He shouldered his axe, and went whistling 
away. After striving for a long while to stifle my foolish fears I took the 
baby in my arms, and little Dunbar by the hand, and ran' up to the bush 
where Moodie was at work. At first I only saw my hnsband, but the 
strokes of an axe at a little distance soon .guided my eyes to the spot 
where Malcolm was working away, as if for dear life. Moodie smiled, and 
looked at me significantly. 'How could the fellow stomach what I said to 
him? Either great necessity or great meanness must be the cause of his 
knocking under. I don't know whether most to pity or despise him.' 

'Put up with it, deare;;t, for this once. He is not happy, and must be 
greatly distressed.' Malcolm kept aloof, ever and anon casting a furtive 
glance towards us; at last little Dunbar ran to him, and held up his arms 
to be kissed. The strange man snatched him to his bosom, and covereu 
him with caresses. It might be love to the child that had quelled his 
sullen spirit, or he might really have cherished an affection for us deeper 
than his ugly temper would allow him to show. At all events, he joined 
us at tea as if nothing had happened, and we might truly say that he had 
'obtained a new lease of his long visit. But what could not be effected by 
words or hints of ours was brought about a few days after by the silly 
observation of a child. He asked Katie to give him a kiss, and he would 
give her some raspberries he had gathered in the bush. 

, I don't want them. Go away; I don't like you, you little stumpy man l' 
His rage knew no bounds. He pushed the child from him, and vowed 

that he would leave the house that moment-that she could not have 
thought of such an expression herself; she must have been taught it by 
us. This was an entire misconception on his part; but he would not be 
convinced that he was wrong. Off he went, and Moodie called after him, 
'Malcolm, as I am sending to Peterborough to-morrow, the man shall take 
in your trunk.' He was too angry even to turn and bid us good-bye; but 

'we had not seen the last of him yet. Two months after, we were taking 
tea with a neighbour, who lived a mile below us on the small lake. Who 
should walk in but Mr. Malcolm? He greeted us with great warmth, for 
him, and when we rose to take leave, he rose and walked home by our side. 
'Surely the little stumpy man is not returning to his old quarters?' I am 
still a babe in the affairs of men. Human nature has more strange 
varieties than anyone menagerie can contain, and Malcolm was one of the 
oddest of 1:er odd species. That night he slept in his old bed below the 
parlour window, and for three months afterwards he stuok to us like a 
beaver. He seemed to have grown more kindly, or we had got more used 
to his eccentricities, and let him have his own way; certainly he behaved 
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himself much better. He neither scolded the children nor interfered with 
the maid, nor .quarrelled with me. ~e had grea~ly discontinued his ~ad 
habit of swearmO" aud he talked of hImself and hIs future prospects wIth 
more hope and s~if-respect. His father had promise~ to send him a fresh 
supply of ruoney, and he proposed to buy of Mooche the cl~rgy reserve, 
and that they should farm the two places on shares: ThIS offer was 
received with great joy, as an unlooked-for means o~ payl~g our. debts, and 
extricatinO" ourselves from present and overwhelmmg difficultIes, and we 
looked up~n the little stump,~ man .in the light of a benefac.t~r. 

So matters continued unbl ChrIstmas·eve, when our VIsItor proposed 
walkinO" into Peterborough, in order to give the children a treat of xaillill8 
to make a Christmas pudding. ' We will be quite merry to-morrow,' he 
said. 'I hope we shall eat many Christmas di~ners together! and conti~ue 
good friends.' He started, after breakfast, with the promise of commg 
back at night; but night came, the Chrilitmas passed away, months and 
years fled away, but \\'e never Raw the little stumpy man again! 

He went away that day with a stranger in a wagon from Peterborough, 
and never afterwards was seen in that part of Canada, We afterwards 
learned that he went to Texas, and it is thought that he was killed at 
St. Antonio; but this is mere conjecture, Whether dead or living, I feel 
convinced that 

'We ne'er .hall look upon his like again.' 

XXII.-THE FIRE. 

THE early part of the winter of 1837, a year never to be forgotten in the 
annals of Canadian history, was very severe. During the month of Feb­
ruary, the thermometer often r~nged from eighteen to twenty-seven degrees 
below zero. Speaking of the coldness of one particular c!a\', a geliuine 
Brother Johnathan remarked, with charming simplicity, that it was thirty 
degrees below zero that morning, and it would have been much collier if 
the thermometer had been longer. The morning of the seventh was so 
intensely cold that everything liquid froze in the house. The wood that 
had been drawn for the fire was green, and it ignited too slowly to satisfy 
the shivering impatience of women and children; I vented mine in audibly 
grumbling over the wretched fire, at which I in vain endeavoured to thaw 
fr~zen bread, ~nd to dress crying children. It so happened that an old 
friend, the malden lady before alluded to, haa been staying with us for a 
few days. She had left us for a visit to my ai&ier; and as some relatives 
of hers were about to return to Britain by the way of New York, and had 
offered to co~vey letters to friends at home, I had been busy all the day 
b.efor~ preparmg. a packet fo~ England. .It was my intention to walk to my 
SIster S. With thiS packet, directly the Important affair of breakfast had 
been discussed;. but the extreme cold of the morning had occasim,wd 
such delay that It was late before the breakfast-thingR were cleared away. 

After dressing, I found the air so keen thll.t I could not venture out 
~thout some risk to ~y nose, and m:r husband kmdly volunteered to go 
III my stea~. I had 11lr~d a youn~ Insh girl the day before. Her friends 
wer,e only Just located III our \'lCllllty, and she had never Reen a stove 
until ~he came to o~lr hOllse: After Maoclie left, I suffered the fire to die 
away m the Franklm stove III the parlour, and went into the ,kitchen to 
prepare bread for the oven. The girl, who was a good-natured creature, 
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had heard me complain bitterly of the cold, and the impossibility of 
getting the green wood to burn, and she thought that she would see if 
she could not make a good firo for me and the children, against my work 
was done. Without saying one word about her intention, she slipped out 
through a door that opened from the parlour into the garden, ran round 
to the wood-yard, filled her lap with cedar chips, and, not knowing the 
nature of the stove, filled it entirely with the light wood. 
• Before I had the lea~t idea of my dangel', I was aroused from the com­
pletion of my task 1y the crackling and roaring of a large fire, and a suf­
,focating smell of burning soot. I looked up at tlie kitchen cooking-stove. 
All was right there. I knew I had left nu fire in the parlour stove; but 
"not being able to account for the smoke and smell of burning, I opened 
the door, and to my dismay found the stove red-hot, from the front plate 
to the topmost pipe that let out the smoke through the roof. 

:My fitst impulse was to plunge a blanket, snatched from the servant's 
bed, which stood in the kitchen, into cold water. This I thrust into the 
stove, and upon it I threw water, until all was cool below. I then ran up 
to the loft, and by exhausting all the water in the house, even to that 
,contained in the boilers upon the fire, contrived to cool down the pipes 
which passed through the loft. I then sent the girl out of doors to look 
at the roof, which, as a very deep fall of snow had taken place the day 
before, I hoped would be completely covered, and safe from all danger of 
fire. She quickly returned, stamping and tearing her hair, and making a 
variety of uncouth outcries, from which I gathered that the roof was in 
flames. This was terrible news, with my husband absent, no man in the 
house, and a mile and a quarter from any other, habitation. I ran out to 
ascertain the extent of the misfortune, and found a large fire burning in 
the roof' between the two stone pipes. The heat of the fires had melted 
off all the snow, and a spark from the burning pipe had already ignited 
the shingles. A ladder, which for several months had stood against the 
house, had been moved two days before to the barn, which was at the top 
of the hill, near the rpad; there was no reaching the fire through that 
source. I got out the dining-table, and tried to throw water upon the 
roof by standing on a chair placed upon it, but I only expended the little 
water that remained in the boiler, without reaching the fire. The girl 
still continued weeping and lamenting. 

'You must go for help,' I said. 'Hun as fast as you can to my sister's, 
,and fetch your master.'-' And lave you, ma'arm, and the childher alone 
wid the bumin' house 1'-' Yes, yes! Don't stay one moment.' 

'I have no shoes, ma'arm, and the snow is so deep.' 
'Put on your master's boots; make haste, or we shall be lost before 

help comes.' 'The girl put on the boots and started, shrieking' Fire !' 
the whole way. 'This was utterly useless, and only impeded her progress 
by exhausting her strength. After she h~d vanished. from the head of ~he 
clearing into the wood, a.nd I was left qUlte alone, wlth the house bnrmng 
over my head, I paused one moment to reflect what had best be done. 

The house was built of cedar logs; in all probability it would be con­
sumed before any help could arrive. There was a. brisk br~eze blowillg up 
from the frozen lake, and the thertnometer stood at eighteen degrees 
below zero. We were placed betweeh the two extremes of heat and cold, 
and there was as much danger to be apprehended from the one as the 
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other. In the bewilderment of the moment, the direful extent of the 
calamity never struck me: we wanted but this to put the finil>~ing stroke 
to our misfortunes, to be thrown naked, houseless, and penmless, ul?on 
the world. 'What shall I save jh'st ?' was the thought just then uppermost 
in my mind. Bedding and clothing appeared the most essentially ne­
cessary, and without another moment's pause,.I set to work with a right 
good will to drag all that I could from my burnmg home. .. . 

While little Agnes, Dunbar, and baby Donald filled the aIr WIth thElll' 
cries Katie as if fully conscious of the importance of exertion, assisted 
me i~ carrying out sh~ets and blankets, and dragging trunks and boxes 
some way up the hill, to be out of the way of the burning brands when 
the roof should fall in. How many anxious looks I gave to the head of 
the clearing as the fire increased, and large pieces of burning pine began 
to fall through the boarded cE'iling, about the lower rooms whare we were 
at work. The children I had kept under a large dresser in the kitchen, 
but it now appeared absolutely necessary to remove them to a place of 
safety. To expose the young, tender things to the direful cold was almost 
as bad as leaving them to the mercy of the fire. At last I hit upon a plan 
to keep them from freezing. I emptied all the clothes out of a large, deep 
chest of drawer~, and dragged the empty drawers up the hill; these I 
lined with blankets, and placed a child in each drawer, covering it well 
over with the bedding, giving to little Agnes the charge of the baby to 
hold between her knees, and keep well covered until help should arrive. 
Ah, how long it seemed coming! The roof was now burning like a brush­
heap, and, unconsciously, the child and I were working under a shelf, upon 
which were deposited several pounds of gunpowder which had been pro­
cured for blasting a well, as all our water had to be brought up hill from 
the lake. This gunpowder was in a stone jar, secured by a paper stopper; 
the shelf upon which it stood was on fire, but it was utterly forgotten by 
me at the time; and even afterwards, when my husband was working on 
the burning loft over it. I found that I should not be able to take many 
more trips for goods. As I passed out of the parlour for the last time, 
Katie looked up at her father's flute, which was suspended upon two 
brackets, and said, Oh, dear mamma'! do save papa's flute; he will be so 
sorry to lose it.' God bless the dear child for the thought! the flute was 
saved; and, as I succeeded in dragging out a heavy chest of clothes, and 
looked up once more despairingly to the road, I saw a man running at full 
speed. It was my husband. Help was at hand, and my heart uttered a 
deep thanksgiving as another and another figure came upon the scene. 

I had ~ot felt the intense cold, although without cap, or bonnet, or 
~hawl; Wlt~ my hands bar~ and exposed to the bitter, biting air. The 
llltense eXCItement, the anxIety to save all I could, had so totally diverted 
my thoughts from myself, that I had felt nothing of the danger to which 
I had been expo~ed; but n?w that help was near, my knees trembled 
under me, I felt gIddy and famt, and dark shadows seemed dancing before 
my eyes. The moment my husband and brother-in-law entered the house 
the lat~er exclaimed, 'Moo.die, t~e hous~ is gone; save what you can of 
your wmter.st?res and furlllture. ~Ioodle t.hought differently. Prompt 
and energetIC m dange~, and pos~eslimg admIrable presence of mind and 
coolness when others YIeld to agItation and despair he sprang upon the 
burning loft and called for water. Alas, there was n~ne ! 
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'Snow, snow; hand me up pailfuls of snow 
Oh! it was bitter work filling those pails with frozen snow' but Mr. 

T-- and I worked at it as fast as we were able. ' 
The violence of the fire was greatly checked by coverinO" the boards of 

the loft with this snow. More help had now arrived. Y;ung B-- and 
S-- had brought the ladder down with them from the barn, and were 
already cutting away the burning roof, and flinging the flaming brands 
into the deep snow. 'Mrs. Moodie, have you any pickled meat l' 

'We have just killed one of our cows, and salted it for winter stores.' 
~ 'Well, then, fling the beef into the snow, and let us have the brine.' 

This was an a(lmirable plan. Wherever the brine wetted the shingles 
the fire turned from it, and concentrated into one spot. ' 

But I had not time to watch the brave workers on the roof. I was fast 
yieldinl!: to the effects of over-excitement and fatigue, when my brother's 
team dashed down the clearing, bringing my excellent old friend, Miss 
B-- and the servant-girl. My brother sprang out,oarried me back into 
the house, and wrapped me up in one of the large blankets scattered about. 
In a few minutes I was seated with the dear children in the sleigh, and 01'.1 

the way to a place of warmth and Eafety. 
Katie alone suffered from the intense cold. The dear little creature's 

feet were severely frozen, but were fortunately restored by her uncle dis.­
covering the fact before she approached the fire, and rubbing them well 
with snow. In the meanwhile, the friends we had left so actively em­
ployed at the house succeeded in getting the fire under before it had de­
stroyed the walls. The only accident that occurred was to a poor dog, 
that Moodie had called Snarleyowe. He was struck by a burning brand 
thrown from the house, and crept under the barn and died. 

Beyond the damage dohe to the building, the loss of our potatoes and 
two sacks of flour, we had escaped in a manner almost miraculous. This 
fact shows how much can be done by persons working in union, without 
bustle and confusion, or runnin~ in each other's way. Here were six men, 
who, without the aid of water, succeeded in saving a building, which, at 
first sight, almost all of them had deemed past hope. In after-years, 
when entirely burnt out in a disastrous fire that consumed almost all-we 
were worth in the world, some four hundred persons were present, with a 
fire-engine to second their endeavours, yet all was lost. Every person 
seemed in the way; and though the fire was discovered immediately after 
it took place, nothing was done beyond saving some of the furniture. 

Our party was too large to. be billeted upon one famil~. Mr~. T-­
took compassion upon Moodie, myself, and the baby, while their uncle 
received the three children to his hospitable home. 

It was some weeks before Moodie succeeded in repairing the roof, the 
intense cold preventing anyone from working in such an exposed situation. 

The news of our fire travelled far and wide. I was reported to have 
done prodigies, and to have saved the weater part of our ~~usehol.d g~ods 
before help arrived. Reduced to plam prose, these I?rodlgJes sh;rmk mto 
the simple, and by no means marvellous fact, that durmg the eXCitement I 
dragged out chests which, under ordinary circumstances, I could not have 
moved' and that I was unconscious, both of the cold and the danger to 
which i was exposed while working under a burning roof, which, had it 
fallen, would have buried both the children and myself under its ruins. 
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These circumstances appeared far more a.larming, as all real danger does, 
after they were past. The fright and over-exertion gave my health a 
shock from which I did not recover for severa.! months, and made me so 
fearful of fire, that from that hour it haunts me like a nightmare. Let the 
night be ever so serene, all stoves m~st be shut up, and. the hot emb~rs 
covered with ashe3, before I dare retire to rest; and the Sight of a burnmg 
edifice, so common a spectacle in large tOWllS in this country, makes 'me 
really ill. This feelin~ was greatly increased after a second fire, when, for 
some torturing minutes, a lovely boy, since drowned, was supposed ~o 
have perished in the burning house. Our present fire led to a new tram 
of circumstances, for it was the means of mtroducing to Moodie a young 
Irish gentleman, who was staying at my brother's house. John E-­
was ol~e of the best and gentlest of human beings. His fathsr, a captain 
in the army, had died while his family were quite young, and had left his 
widow with scarcely any means beyond the pension she received at ,her 
husband's death, to bring up and educate a family of five children. A 
hand"ollle, showy WOlllan, Mrs E-- soon married again; and tbe poor 
lads W£lPe thrown upon the world. The eldest, who had been educated for 
the Church, first caille to Canada in' the hope of getting Borne professor­
ship in the college, or of opening a classical school. He was a handsome, 
gentlemanly, well-educated young man, but constitutionally indolent-a 
natural defect which seemed common to all the males of the family, and 
which was sufficiently indicated by their soft, silky, fair hair and milky 
complexions. R-- had the good sense to perceivtl that Canada was not 
the country for him. He spent a week under our roof, and we were much 
pleased with his elegant tastes and pursuits; but my husband strongly 
advised him to try and get a situation as a tutor in some family at home. 
This he afterwards obtained. He became tutor and travelling companion 
to the young Lord M--; and has since got an excellent living. 

John, who had followed his brother to Canada without the means of 
transportill~ himself back again, was forced to remain, and was working 
with Mr. H-- for his board. He proposed to Moodie working his farm 
upon shares; and as we were unable to hire a man, Moodie gladly closed 
with his offer; and, durin:!; the time he remained with us, we had every 
reason to be pleased with the arrangement. It was always a humiliating 
feeling to our proud minds, that hirelings should witness our dreadful 
struggles with poverty, and the strange shifts we were forced to make in 
order to obtain even food. But John E-- had known and experienced 
all that we had sufiered, in his own person, and was willing to "hare our 
home with all it~ privations. Warm-hearted, sincere, and truly affectionate 
-a gentleman III word, thought, and deed-we found his society and 
chee~ful help a great com~olt. Our odd meals became a. subject of 
merrIment, and the peppermmt and sage tea drank with a better flavour 
when we had one who sympathised in all our trials, and shared all our 
toils, to par~ake of it with us. The whole family soon became attached to 
our YOU?g fru:nd ; an,l after the work of the da}~ wa.'! over, greatly we enjoyed 
an hour 8 fishmg on the lake. John E- said that we had no ricrht t( 
m~rmur, as long as we had J;1ealth, a happy h:ome, and plenty of fresh fish 
milk, and potatoes. Early m May, we receIVed an old Irishwoman in{ 
our service, who for four years proved a most faithful and industria 
creature. And what with John E-- to assist my husband on the far 
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and old Jenny to help me to nurse the children, and manage the house 
our affairs, if they were no better in a pecuniary point of view, at leallt 
presented a more pleasing aspect at home. We were always cheerful, and 
sometimes contented and even happy. How great was the contrast 
between the character of our new inmate and that of Mr. Malcolm! The 
Ill1fferings of the past year had been greatly increased by the intolerable 
nuisance of his company, whiie many additional debts had been contracted 
in .order to obtain luxuries for him which we never dreamed of purchasing 
Jor ourselves. Inst.ead of increasing my domestic toils, John did all in his 
.power to lessen them; and it always grieved him to see me iron a shirt, or 
wash the least article of clothillg for him. 'You have too much to do 
already; I cannot be::>,r to give you the least additional work,' he would 
:say. And he generally expressed the greatest satisfaction at my method 
,m .managing the house, and preparing our simple fare. The little ones he 
.treated with the most afrect.ionat~ kindness, and gathered the whole flock 
about his knees the moment he came in to his meals. 

On a wet day, when no work could be done abroad, Moodie took up his 
flute, or read aloud to us, while John and I sat down to woik. The young 
emigrant, early cast upon the world and his own resources, was an excellent 
hand at the needle. He would make or mend a shirt with the greatest 
precision and neatness, and cut out and manufacture his canvas trousers 
and loose summer coats with as much adroitness as the most experienced 
tailor; darn his socks and mend his boots and shoes, and often volun-

, ',teered to assist me in kllitting the coarse yarn of the country into socks 
for the children, while he made them moccasins from the dressed deer­
'skins that we obtained from the Indians. Scrupulously neat and clean in 
his person, the only thing which seemed to ruffle his calm temper was the 
dirty work of logging; he hated to come in from the field with his person 
and clothes begrimed with charcoal and smoke. Old Jenny used to laugh 
at h~lll for not bein" able to eat his meals without first washing his hands 
and face, 'Och! ~y dear heart, yer too particular intirely; we've no 
tim~ in the w()ods to be clale.' She would say to him, in answer to his 
request for soap and a towel, ' An' is it soap yer a wantin'? I tell yer that 
that same is not to the fore; bating the throuble of makin', it's little soap 
that the misthresscan get to wash the clothes for us and the childher, 
,widont yer wastin' it in makin' yer purty skin as whi~e ~s a,leddy's. Do, 
darlint go down to the lake and wash there.; that baS111 IS bIg enough, any 
how.' 'And John would laugh, and go down.to the lake to wash, in order 
to appease the wrath of the old woman. John had a great di,slike to cats, 
and even regarded with an evil eye our old pet cat, l'epperIDlUt, who had 
taken a great fancy to share his bed and board. 

'If I tolerate our own cat,,' he would say, ' I will not put up with such a 
nuisance as your friend Emilia sends us in the shape of her ugly Tom. 
Why, where in the world do you think I found that beast sleeping l~t 
night l' I expressed my ignorance. ',In our, pot,at?-pot. Now, ~ou ~vIll 
.agree with me that potatoes dresse~ WIth cat s hall' IS no~ a v~ry I:11C~ dIsh. 
The next time I catch Master Tom 111 the potato· pot, I WIll kIll hIm. 

'John, you are not in earuest. Mrsi -.- would nel'er forgiv,e any 
injury done to Torn, who is a great favouI'lte.'-' Let her keep hIm at 
home, then. Think ofthe brute coming a mile through the. woods to ~teal 
from us all he can find, al1d thell ,slaeping oft· the effects of hIS depredatlOns 
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in the potato-pot.' 1 could not help laughing, but I begged John by no 
means to annoy Emilia by hurting her cat. 

The next day while sittinO" in the parlour at work, I heard a dreadful 
squall, and rushed to the re;'cue. John was standi~g, with a. flu~hed cheek, 
grasping a large stick in his haud, and Tom was IYlllg dead at his feet. 

, Oh, the poor cat!' 'Yes I have killed him; b~t I am sorry for it now. 
What will Mrs. -- say l' 'She must not know It. I have told you the 
story of the pig that Jacob killed. You bad better bury it with the pig.' 

J ohu was really sorry for having yielded, ~n a fit of passion, ~o do 80 
cruel a thing; yet a few days after he got llltO a fresh scrape With Mrs. 
--'s animals. The hens were laying, up at the barn. John was very 
fond of fresh eggs, but some strange dog came daily and sucked the eggs. 
John had vowed to kill the first dog he found in the act. Mr. -- had & 

very fine bull-dog, which he valued very highly; but with Emilia, Chowder 
was an especial favourite. Bitterly had she bemoaned the fate of Tom, 
and many were the inquiries she made of us as to his sudden disa?" 
pearance. One afternoon John ran into the room. 'My dear Mrs. Moodie, 
what is Mrs. --'s dog like?' 

'A large bull-dog, brindled black and white.'-' Then, by Jove, I've 
shot him l' 'John, John! you mean me to quarrel in earnest with my 
friend. How could you do it 7'-' Why, how the deuce should I know her 
dog from another ? I caught the big thief in the very act of devouring 
the eggs from umier your sitting hen, and I shot him dead without 
another thought. But I will bury him, and she will never find it out a bit 
more than she did who killed the cat.' Some time after this, Emilia re­
turned from a visit at P--. The first thing she told me was the loss of 
the dog. She was so vexed at it j she had had him advertised, offering a 
reward for his recovery. I, of course, was called upon to sympathise with 
her, which I did with a very bad grace. 'I did not like the beast,' I said; 
'he was cross and fierce, and I was afraid to go up to her house while he 
was there.' -' Yes; but to lose him so. It is~o provoking; and him such 
a valuable animal. I could not tell how d~piy she felt the loss. She 
would give four dollars to find out who had stolen him.' 

How near she came to making the grand discovery the sequel will show. 
Instead of burying him with the murdered pig and cat John had 

scratched a shallow grave in the garden, and concealed the de~d brute. 
After tea, Emilia requested to look at the garden; and I perfectly un­

conscious that it contained the remains of the murdered Ch~wder led the 
way. Mrs. --, whilst gathering a handful of fine green pea.'! ~uddenly 
stooped, and looking earnestly at the ground, called to me. ' 

, Come here, Susanna, and tell me what ha.'! been buried here. It looks 
like the tail of a dog.' She might have added, 'of my dog.' Murder, it 
seems, will out. By some strange chance, the grave that covered the 
mortal remains of Chowder had been disturbed, and the black tail of the 
dog was sticking out. 'What can it be?' said I with an air of perfect 
innocen~e. 'Shall I c~ll Jenny, and dig it upt-'Oh, no, my dear; it has 
a shocklllg smell, but It does look very much like Chowder's tail ' 

: Impossible.! How could it come .among my peas?' . 
True. BeSides, I saw Chowder, With my own eyes yesterday following 

a team; and George C-- hopes to recover him for ~e ' , 
'Indeed! I am glad to hear it. How these musquitoe~ sting. Shall we 
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go back to the house?' While we returned to the house John who had 
overheard the whole conversation, hastily disinterred the bUby of Chowder 
and pla~ed him i~ th~ same ~ysterious .grave with Tom and the pig. 

MoodIe and hIs fnend fimshed loggmg-up the eight acres which the 
former had cleared the previous winter; besides putting in a crop of peas 
and potatoes, and an acre of Indian corn, reserving the fallow for fall 
wheat, while we had the promise of a splendid crop of hay off the sixteen 
acres t~at had b.een cl~ared i.n 1834. ~ e. were all in high spirits, and 
e.verythmg promlse~ faIr, untIl a very tnflmg circumstance again occa­
sIOned us much anxIety and trouble, and was the cause of our losing most 
of our crop. Moodie was asked to attend a bee, which was called to con­
struct a corduroy-bridge over a very bad piece of road. He and J. E-­
were obliged to go that morning with wheat to the mill, but Moodie lent 
his yoke of oxen for the work. The driver selected for them at the bee 
was the brutal M--y, a savage Irishman, noted for his ill-treatment of 
cattle, especially if the animals did not belong to ·him. He gave one of 
the 'oxen such a severe blow over the loins with a handspike that the 
creature came home perfectly disabled, just as we wanted his services in 
the hayfield and harvest. Moodie had no money to purchase, or even to 
hire a mate for the other ox; but he and John hoped that by careful 
attendance upon the injured animal he might be restored to health in a 
few days. They conveyed him to a deserted clearing, a short distance from 
the farm, where he would be safe from injury from the rest of the cattle; 
and early every morning we went in the canoe to carry poor Duke a warm 
mash, and to watch the progress of his recovery. Ah! ye who revel in 
this world's wealth, how little can you realise the importance which we, 
in our poverty, attached to the life of this valuable animal! Yes, it even 
became the subject of prayer, for the bread for ourselves and our little 
ones depended greatly upon his recovery. We were doomed to dis­
appointment. After nursing him with the greatest attention and care for 
some weeks, the animal grew daily worse, and suffered such intense 
agony, as he lay groaning upon the ground, unable to rise, that J obo shot 
him to put him out of pain. Here, then, were we left without oxen to 
draw in our hay, or secure our other crops. A neighbour, who had an odd 
ox, kindly lent us the use of him, when he was not employed in his own 
farm; and John and Moodie gave their own work for the occasional loan 
of a yoke of oxen for a day. But with all these drawbacks, and in spite 
of the assistance of old Jenny and myself in the field, a great deal of the 
produce was damaged before it could be secured. The whole summer we 
had to labour under this disadvantage. Our neighbours were all too busy 
to give us any help, and their own teams were employed in saving their 
crops. Fortunately, the few acres of wheat we had to reap were close to 
the barn, and we carried the sheaves thither by hand; old Jenny proving 
an invaluable help, both in the harvest and hay-field. 

Still, with all these misfortunes, Providence watched over us in a signal 
manner. We were never left entirely without food. Like the widow's 
cruse oioil, our means, though small, were never suffer~d to cease en~ire~y. 
We had been for some days without meat, When MoodIe came runnmg III 
for his gun. .A. great she-bear was ill the wheat-field at the edge of the 
wood, very busily employed in helping- to har".est the crop. There w~s 
but one bullet, and a charge or two of buck-shot, III the house; but MoodIe 
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started to the wood with the Rin~le bullet in his gun, followed by a little 
terrier doO' that belonged to John E--. Old Jenny was busy at the 
wash-tub but the moment sho saw her mast.er running up the clearing, 
and kne~ the cause, she left her work, am! snatching up the carving-knife, 
ran after him that in case the bear shol1ld hal'e the best of the fight, she 
would be the;e to help the 'ma.~ther.' Fmding her shoes inoommode her, 
she tlung them off, in order to run faster. A few minutes after, came the 
report of the gun, and I heard Moodie halloo to ~--" who wa.<; cutting 
stakes for a fence in the wood. I hardh' thought It POSSI ble that he could 
have killed the bear, but I ran to the donI' to li~ten. The children were 
all excitement, which the si)!ht of the black monster, borne down the 
clearing upon two poles, increased to the wildest demonstrations of joy. 
Moodie and John were carrying the prize, alld old Jenny, brandishing her 
carving-knife, followed in the rear. The re"t of t.ho evening was spent in 
skinning, and cutting up, and salting the ugly creature, whose flesh filled 
a balTel with excellent meat, in flavour reselllblin,~ beef, while the !!hort 
grain and juicy nature of the flesh gave to it the tenderness of mutton. 
This was quito a godsend, and lasted us uutil we were able to kill two 
large fat hogs, in the fall. A few nights after,.l\loodie and. I encountered 
the mate of Mrs. Bruin. while returniug froUl a visit to Emilia, in the very 
depth of the wood. We had been invited to llIeet our friend's father ami. 
mother, who had come up on a short \'iRit to the woods; and the evening 
passed away so pleasantly that it was near midnii;ht before the little party 
ot friends separated. The moon was down. The wood. through which we 
had to return, wa.'! verI' dark; the ground being low and swampy, and the 
trees thick and tall. There was, in particnlar Olle \'ery ugly spot, where a 
small creek crossed the road. This creek could only be passed by foot­
passengers scrambling over a fallen trt'e, which, in a dark night, was not 
very easy to find. I begged a torch of 1\011'. --; but no torch could be 
found. Emilia laughed at my fears; still, knowing what a coward I was 
in the bush of a night, she found up abllut an ineh of candle, which was 
all that remained from the evening's entertainment. This she put into 
an old lantern. ' It will not last you long; hut it will carry you over the 
creek.' There was somethiug' gained, and off we set. 

It was so dark in the bush, that our dim candle looked like a solitary 
red spark in the intenst3 surrounding darkntss. and "careell' sened to show 
us the path. We went chattiug along, talking over the news of the even­
ing, Hector running on before us·, when [ "aw a pair of eyes glare upon us 
from the edge of the swamp, with the gr'een, b"iuht lIght emitted bv the 
eyes of a cat. 'Did you see those terr·i hIe ere~, Moodie t' and I clung' 
trembling, to his a~. 'W~at ~yes?: sai-I ~e: feigning ignorallce. 'It'; 
too dark to see an~·thlllg. 'I he hght 18 neal'jy gOlle, if you don't quicken 
your pace, and ~ross. the tree before it gO"" ont, you will, perhaps, get your 
feet we~ by fallIng mto the creek.'-' Good Heavens! 1 saw them again; 
and do Just look at the do!!,.' 

Hector. stopped sudd~nlJ:' and, stretching hilnRelf along the ground, his 
nose restmg between hIS fore-paws, began to whine and tremble. P!'e­
sently he ran back to us, and crept nndel' our feet. 'I he cracking of 
branches, ~nd the heavy tread of some .lar·ge animal, sounded close beside 
us. MoodIe turned the open lantern 111 the direotion from whence the 
sounds came, and shouted as loud as he could, at the same time endtlavour-
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rug to urge forward the fear-stric~e.n dog, whose cowardice was only 
equalled by my own. Just at that cntlcal moment the wick of the candle 
flickered a mom~nt in the socket, and expired. We were left, in perfect 
darkness, alone wIth the bear-for such we suvpoRed the animal to be. 

My he~rt beat ~udibly; a cold perspiration was streaming down my face, 
but! neIther shneked nor atteinptcd to run. I don't know how Moodie 
'gl)t me ov~r the creek. One of my feet slipped into the water, but, expect­
ing, a.s I dId every moment, to be de\'oured by ma~ter Bruin, that was a 
thing of no consequence. My husband was laughing at my fears, and every 
now and then he turned towards our companion, who continued following 
us at no great distance, and gave him an encouraging shout. Glad enough 
was, I when I saw the gleam of the light from our little cabin window shine 
out. among the trees; and, the moment I got within the clearing I ran, 
without stopping until I was safely within the house. John was sitting 
up for us, nursing Donald. He listened with great interest to our adven­
ture,with the bear, and thought that Bruin was very good to let us escape 
without one affectionate hug. 'Perhaps it would haye been otherwise had 
he known, Moodie, that you had not only killed his good lady, but were 
dining sumptuously off her carcass every day.' 

The bear was determined to have FlOmething in return for the loss of his 
wife. Several nights after this, our slumbers were disturbed, about mid­
night, by an awful yell, and old Jenny shook violently at our chamber 
dOQl'. '-Masther, masther, dear !-Get up wid you this moment, or the 
bear will desthroy the- cattle intirely.' Half asleep, Moodie sprang from 
hIS· bed, seized his gun, and ran out. I threw my large cloak round me, 
struck a light, and followed him to the door. The moment the latter was 
unclosed, some calves that we were rearing rushed into the kitchen, closely 
followed by the larger beasts, who came bellowing headlong down the hill, 
pursued by the bear. It was a laughable scene, as shown by that paltry 
tallbw-candle. Moodie, in his night-shirt, takiug aim at something in the 
daritness, surrounded by the terrified animals; old Jenny, with a large 
knife in her hand, holding on to the white skirts of her master's garment, 
making outcry loud enough to frighten away all the wild beasts in the 
bush-herself almost in a. state of nudity. 

'Och maisther, dear! don't tirnpt the ill-conditioned crathur wid' 
chQrging to? near; think of t~e wife an.d ~he child her. Let .me, come at 
the'rll.~paglllg baste, an' I'll stick the kmfe mto the heart of hml. 
", .MoGdie fireU. The bear retreated up the clearing, with a low growl. 
Moodie and Jenny pursued him some way, but it was too dark to discern 
any object at a distance. I, for my part, stood at the open door, laughing 
until the tears ran down my cheeks, at the glaring eyes of the oxen, their 
ears. erect,and their tails carried gracefully on a level with their backs, as 
they stared. alt me and the light, in blank astonishment. 'rne noise of the 
gun had. just. roused John E-- from his slumbers. He was no less 
amused than myself; until, he saw that a fine yearling heifer was bleeding, 
and found; upon examination, that the poor animal, having been in the 
claws of the bear; was dangerously, if not mortally hurt. . 

, 1 bope,' he cried, 'that the brllte has not touched my foall' I pomted 
to the"black face of the' filly peeping over the back of an elderly cow. '" 

'You see, John, that Bruin preferred veal; there's your '<-horsey, as 
Dunbar calls her, safe"andJaughing at you.' 



208 ROUGHING IT I~ THE BUSH. 

Moodie and Jenny now returned from the pursuit of the bear. E-.­
fastened all the cattle into the back yard, close to the house. By dayhg~t 
he and lIIoodie had started in chase of Bruin, whom they tracked by his 
blood some way into the bush; but here he entirely escaped their search. 

XXIII.-THE OUTBREAK. 

THE long-protracted harvest was at length brought to a close. Moodie 
had procured another ox from Dummer, by giving a note at six months' 
date for the payment; and he and John E-- were in the middle of sow­
ing their fall crop of wheat, when the latter receiyed a letter fr~m the old 
country, which conveyed to him intelligence of the death of hi::!. mother, 
and of a legacy of two hundred pounds. It was necessary for him to re­
turn to claim the property, and though we felt his loss severely, we could 
not, without great selfishness, urge him to stay. John had formed an 
attachment to a young lady in the country, who, like himself, possessed no 
property. Their engagement, which had existed several years, had been 
dropped, from its utter hopelessness, by mutual consent. Still the young 
people continued to love each other, and to look forward to better days, 
when their prospects might improve so far that E-- would be able to 
purchase a bush-farm, and raise a house, however lowly, to shelter his 
Mary. He, like our friend Malcolm, had taken a fancy to buy a part of our 
block of land, which he could cultivate in partnership with Moodie, with­
out being obliged to hire, when the same barn, cattle, and implements 
would serve for both. Anxious to free himself from the thraldom of debts 
which pressed him sore, lIIoodie offered to part with two hundred acres at 
less than they cost us, and the bargain was to be considered as concluded 
directly the money was forthcoming. It was a sorrowful day when our 
young friend left us; he had been a constant inmate in the house for nine 
months, aud not one unpleasant word had ever passed between us. He 
had rendered our sojourn in the woods more tolerable by his society, and 
Bweetened our bitter lot by his friendship and sympathy. We both re­
garded him as a brother, and parted with him with sincere regret. As to 
old Jenny, she lifted up her voice and wept, consigning him to the care 
and protection of all the saints in the Irish calendar. 

For several days after .Tohn left us, a deep gloom pervaded the house. 
0':1r daily: toil was perfo~med with less cheerfulness and alacrity I we 
mIssed him at the evenmg board, and at the evening fire: and the 
children asked each day, with increasing earnestness, when dear E-­
would return. Moodie continued sowing his fall wheat. 'The task was 
nearly completed, and t~e chill October days were fast verging upon winter, 
when towards the evenmg of one of them he contrived-I know not how­
to crawl. down from the field at the head of the hill, faint and pale, and in 
great pam. He had broken the small bone of his leg. In dragginO" amonO" 
the ~tumps, ~he ~eavy ma~hine (which is ~ade in the form of the<Yetter V, 
and IS supplie~ WIth large Iro~ teeth) had hItched upon a stump, and being 
Bw~ng o~ agam by the motIon of the oxen, had come with great force 
agamst hiS. leg. At first he was struck down, and for some time was 
unable to ~se; but at length he contrived to unyoke the team, and crawled 
partly on hiS bands and knees down the clearing. 

What a sad, melancholy evening that was ! Fortune seemed never tired 
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of playing us some ugly trick. The hope which had so 10llg sustained me 
seemed about to desert me altogether; when I saw him on whom we all 
depended for subsistence, and whose kindly voice ever cheered us under 
the pressure of calamity, smitten-down helpless, all my coura"e and faith 
in the goodness of the Divine Father seemed to forsake me 0 and I wept 
long and bitterly. The next morning I went in search of a ~essenger to 
send to Peterborough for the doctor; but though I found and sent the 
messenger, the doctor never came. Perhaps he did not like to incur the 
expense of. a fatiguing journey, with small chance of obtaining a sufficient 
r~muneratlOn. Our dear sufferer contrived, with assistance, to bandage 
hIs Ie::;; and after the first week of rest had expired, he amused himself 
with making a pair of crutches, and in manufacturing Indian paddles for 
the canoe, axe-handles, and yokes for the oxen. It was wonderful with 
what serenity he bore this unexpected affliction. 

Buried ill the obscurity of those woods, we knew nothing, heard nothing 
of the political state of the country, and were little aware of the revolution 
which was about to work a great change for us and for Canada. 

The weather continued remarkably mild. The first great snow, which 
for years had ordinarily fallen between the lOth and 15th of November, 
.still kept off. November passed on; and as all our firewood had to be 
.'llhopped by old Jenny during the lameness of my husband, I was truly 
grateful to God for the continued mildness of the weather. 

On the 4th of December-that great day of the outbreak-Moodie was 
determined to take ad vantage of the open state of the lake to carry a large 
grist up to Y--'s mill. I urged upon him the danger of a man attempt­
ing to manage a canoe in rapid water, who was unable to stand withollt 
crutches; but Moodie saw that the children would need bread, and he 
was anxious to make the experiment. 

Finding that I could not induce him to give up the journey, I de­
termined to go with him. Old Wittals, who happened to come down that 
morning, assisted in placing the bags of wheat in the little vessel, and 
helped to place Moodie at the stern. With a sad, foreboding spirit, I 
assisted to push off from the shore. The air was raw and cold, but our 
sail was not without its pleasure. 

The lake was very full from the heavy rains, and the canoe bounded 
over the waves with a free, springy motion. A slight frost had hung 
every little bush and spray along the shores with sparkling crystals. The 
red pigeon-berries, shining through their coating of i<;e, looked like 
cornelian beads set in silver, and strung from bush to bush. We found 
the rapids at the entrance of Bessikakoon Lake very hard to stem, an.d 
were so often carried back by the force of the water, that, cold as t~e au' 
was, the great exertion which Moodie had to make use of to obtam the 
desired object brought the perspiration out in big drops upon his forehead. 
His long confinement to the house and low diet had rendered hi~ very 
weak. The old miller received us in the most hearty and hospItable 
manner; and complimented me upon my courage in ve~turing upon ~he 
water in such cold, rough weather. Norah was marrIed, but the kmcl 
Betty provided us an excellent dinner, while we waited for the grist to be 
ground. It was near four o'clock when we started on our r~turn .. If 
there had been danger in going up the stream, there was more III . cotnmg 
down. The wind had changed, the air was frosty, keen, and bItmg, . and 

o 
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Moodie's paddle came up (rom every dip into the water, loaded with ice. 
For my part, I had only to sit still at the bottom of t?e cauoe, as we 
floated rapidly down with wind and tide. At the landmg we were met 
by old Jenny, who had a long story to tell u~, of which we co~d make 
neither head nor tail-how some gentleman had called durmg our 
absence, and left a large paper, all about the Queen and the Yankees; 
that there was war between Canada anel the States; that 'roronto had 
been burnt and the governor killed, and I know not what other strange 
and monstr~us statements. After much fatigue, Moodie climbed the hill, 
and we were once more safe by our own fireside. Here we found the 
elucidation of Jenny's marvellous tales: a copy of the Queen's proclamar 
tion, calline!; upon all loyal gentlemen to join in putting down the un­
natural rebellion. A letter from my si:;ter explained the nature of the 
outbreak, and the astonishment with which the news had been received 
by all the settlers in the bush. My brother and my sister's husband had 
already gone off to join some of the numerous bands of gentlemen who 
were collecting from all quarters to march to the aid of Toronto, which it 
was sa,id was besieged by the rebel force. She advised me not to suffer 
Moodie to leave home in his prcsent weak statc; but the spirit of my 
husband was aroused, he instantly obeyed what he cunsidered the im­
perative call of duty, and told me to prepare him a few,necessaries, that 
he might be ready to start early in the morning. 

Little sleep visited our eyes that night. We talked over the strange 
news for hours; our coming separation, and the probability that if things 
were as bad as they appeared to be, we might never meet again. Our 
affairs were in such a desperate condition that Moodie anticilJated that 
any change must be for the better; it was impossible for them to be 
worse. But the poor, anxious wife thought only of a parting which to 
her put a finishing stroke to all her misfurtunes. 

Before the cold, snowy morning hroke, we were all stirring. The 
children, who had learned that their father was preparing to leave them, 
were crying and clinging round his knees. His heart was too deeply 
affected to eat; the meal pallsed over in silence, and he rose to go. I put 
0!l my hat and shawl to accompany him through the wood as far as my 
slSter. Mrs. T--'s. The. day. was like our destiny, cold, dark, and 
lowermg. I gave the dear mvahd his crutches, and we commenced our 
sorrowful walk. Then old Jenny's lamentations burst forth, as flingin17 
her arms round my husband's neck, she kissed and blessed him 'after th~ 
fashion of her country. 

, Oc~ hone! och hon~!' she cried,. wringing her hands, 'masther dear, 
why WIll y~JU .lave the Wlf~ ~n~ the childher? The poor crathur is breakin' 
her heart mtirely at p~r~ll~ WId you. Shure an' the war is nothin' to you, 
that you must be gOlll llltO daager; an' you wid a broken leg. Och 
h~ne! och hone! come back to your home-you will be kilt and thin what 
Wlll become ~f the wife and the wee bairns ?' Her cries an'd lamentations 
fo~lowed us mto the wood. At my sister's, Moodie and I parted; and 
WIth a heavy heart I retraced my steps through the wood. For once I 
forgot all my fears. I never felt the cold. Sad tears were flowing o~er 
my cheeks; when. I entered the honse, hope seemed to have deserted 
me, and for upwards of an hour I lay upon the bed and wept. Poor Jenny 
dId her best to comfort me, but all joy had vanished with.him who was 
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my light of l~fe. ~eft in the most ab~olute uncertainty as to the real 
state of puhhc affaIrs, I could only conjecture what might be the result 
of this sudden outbreak. Several poor settlers called at the house dur­
ing the nay, on their way down to Peterborough; but they brought with 
t~em the most exaggerated lI;ccounts. Thel·e had been a battle, they said, 
With the rebels, and the loyahsts had been defeated; Toronto was besieged 
by sixty thousand men, and all the men in the backwoods were ordered 
to march instantly to the relief of the city. 

In the evening I received a note from Emilia, who was at Peterborough 
in ,yhich she informed me that my husband had borrowed a horse of 
Mr. S--, and had joined a large party of two hundred volunteers, who 
had left that morning for Toronto; that there had been a battle with the 
insurgents; that Colonel Moodie had been killed, and the rebels had 
retreated; and that she hoped my husband would return in a few days. 

The honest backwoodsmen, perfectly ignorant of the abuses that had 
led ,to the present position of things, regarded the rebels as a set of 
monsters, for whom no punishment was too severe, and obeyed the call to 
arms with enthusiasm. The leader of the insurgents must have been 
,astonished at the rapidity with which a large force was collected, as if by 
magic, to repel his designs. A great number of these volunteers were 
half.'pay officers, many of whom had fought in the continental wars with 
the armies of Napoleon, and would have been found a host in themselves. 

In a week, Moodie returned. So many volunteers had poured into 
Toronto that the number of friends was likely to prove as disastrous as 
that of enemies on account of the want of supplies to maintain them all. 
The companies from the back townships had been remanded, and I 
received with deli~ht my own again. But this re-union did not last long. 
Several regiments of militia were formed to defend the colony, and to my 
husband was given the rank of captain in one of those then I:!tationecl in 
Toronto. On the 20th of January, L838, he bade us a long adieu. I wa.s 
left with old Jenny and the children to take care of the farm. It was It 

sad, dull time. I could bear up against all trials with him to comfort and 
cheer me, but his long-continued absence cast a gloom upon my spilit not 
easily to be shaken off. Still his very appointment to this situati~n ~'as a 
signal act of mercy. From his full pay he was enabled' to hqUldate 
many pressing' debts, and to send home from time to time sums o~ money 
to procure necessaries for me and the little ones. These remIttances 
were greatly wanted; but I demurred before laying them out for comforts 
which we had been so long used to dispense with. It seemed ah;nost 
criminal to purcha8e any article of luxury, such as tea and sugar, whl~e a 
debt remained unpaid. The Y--'s were very pressing for the thIrty 
pounds th~t we owed them for the clearing; but they had such a firm 
reliance upon the honour of my husband, that, poor and pressed for 
money as they were, they never sued us. I thought it ~ould be a p~easillg 
surprise to Moodie, if, with the sl1ms of money :whlCh I occaslO~ally 
received from him, I could diminish this debt, whleh had always gIven 
him the greateilt uneasiness; and, my resolution once formed, I would 
not allow any temptation to shake it. 

The money was always transmitted to Dummer. I only reser~ed the 
sum of two dollars a-month, to pay a little la~ to ch.op wood fo: us. 
After a time, I began to think the Y--'s were gifted WIth second-sIght; 
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for I never received a money-letter but the very next day I was sure to 
see some ofthe family. . 

Just at this period I received a letter from a ~entleman, re~uestlDg me 
to write for a magazine (the Literary Garland), Just started I~ M?ntreal, 
with promise to remunerate me for my labours. Su~h an applIcatIOn was 
like a gleam of light springing up in the darkness; It seemed to promise 
the dawning of a brighter day. I had never been able to turn· my 
thoughts towards literature during my sojourn in the l;JUsh. When the 
body is fatigued with labour, unwonted and beyond Its strength, the 
mind is in no condition for mental occupation. 

The year before, I had been requested by an American, author, of great 
merit to contribute to the NOTth Amej'ican Review, pu1hshed for several 
years'in Philadelphia; and he promised to remu~erate me in ~roportioD 
to the success of the ,,"ork. I had contrived to wrIte several artIcles after 
the children were asleep, though the expense even of the station~ry and. 
the pORtage of the manuscripts were severely felt by one so destItute of 
means; but the hope of being of the least service to those dear to me 
cheered me to the task. I never realised anything from that source; ,but 
I believe it was not the fault of the editor. Several other AmerIcan 
editors had written to me to furnish them with articles; but I was unable 
to pay the postage of heavy packets to the States, and they could not 
reach their destination without being paid to the frontier. Thus, an 
chance of making anything in that way had been abandoned. I wrote to 
Mr. L--, and frankly informed him how I was situated. In the Dl(lst 
liberal manner, he offered to pay the postage on all manuscripts to his 
office, and left me to name my own terms of remuneration. This opened 
up a new era in my existence; and for many years I have found in this 
generous man, to whom I am still personally unknown, a steady friend. I 
actually shed tears of joy over the first twenty-dollar bill I received from 
Montreal. It was my own; I had earned it with my own hand; and it 
fleemed to my delighted fancy to form the nucleus out of which a future 
independence for my family might arise. I no longer retired to bed when 
the labours of the day were over. I sat up, and wrote by thc light of a 
strange sort of candles, that Jenny called 'sluts,' and which the old 
w,oman ,manufactured out of pieces of old rags, twisted together and 
(hpp~d III pork lard, and stuck in a hottle. They did not give a bad light, 
but It took a great many of them to last me for a few hours. 

The faithful old creature regarded my writings with a jealous eye. 
'An', shure, it's killin' yerself that you are intirely. You were thin 
enough before you took to the pen; scribblin' an' sCl'abblin' when you 
should ?e in be~ an' a..'!leep. 'Yhat good will it be to the childhren, dear 
hear.t! I~ you dIe afore your tIme, by wastin' your strength afther that 
fashIOn? Jenny never could conceive the use of books. 'Shure we can 
li~e and ?ie widout them. It's only a waste of time botherin' yodr brains 
WId t~e like of them; but, thank goodness! the lard will soon be all done, 
an' thlll. we shall hear you spakin' again, instead of sittin' there doubled 
up all mght, desthroy~ng your eyes wid porin' over the dirthy writin'.' 

As the sugar-making season drew near Jenny conceived the bold 
though~ of ma~ing, a &,ood lu~p of sugar, that the' childher' might have 
somethmg to ate w~th theIr brea~ during the summer. We had no 
sugar-kettle, but a neIghbour promISed to lend us his, and to give .us 
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twenty-eight troughs, on condition that we gave him half the sugar we 
made. These terms were rather hard, but .Jenny was so anxious to fulfil 
the darling object, that we consented. Little Sol. and the old woman 
made some fifty troughs more, the trees were duly tapped, a shanty in the 
bush was erected of small logs and brush, and covered in at the top with 
s~raw; and the old woman and Solomon, the hired boy, commenced 
operations. The very first day, a terrible accident happened to us; a 
large log fell upon the sugar-kettle-the borrowed sugar-kettle-and 
cracked it, spilling all the sap, and rendering the vessel, which had cost 
four dollars, useless. We were all in dismay. Just at that time old 
Wittals happened to pass, on his way to Peterborough. He very good­
naturedly offered to get the kettle repaired for us; which, he said, could 
be easily done by a rivet and an iron hoop. But where was the money to 
come from? I thought awhile. Katie had a magnificent coral and bells, 
the gift of her godfather; I asked the dear child if she would give it to 
buy another kettle for Mr. T--. She said, 'I would give ten times as 
much to help mamma.' I wrote a little note to Emilia, who was still at 
her father's; and Mr. W--, the storekeeper, sent us a fine sngar-kettle 
back by vVittals, and also the other mended, in exchange for the useless 
piece of finery. We had now two kettles at work, to the joy of Jenny, 
who declared that it was a lucky fairy who had broken the old kettle. 

While Jenny was engaged in boiling and gathering the sap in the bush, 
I sugared off the syrup in the house; an operation watched by the 
children with intense interest. After standing all day over the hot stove­
fire, it was quite a refreshment to breathe the pure air at night. Every 
evening I ran up to see Jenny in the bnsh, singing and boiling down the 
sap in the front of her little shanty. The old woman was in her element, 
and afraid of nothing under the stars; she slept beside her kettles at 
night, and snappeu her fingers at the idea of the least danger. She was 
sometimes rather despotic in her treatment of her attendant, Sol. One 
-norning, in particular, she bestowed upon the lad a severe cuffing. 

I ran up the clearing to the rescue, when my ears were assailed by the 
boo-hooing' of the boy. 'What has happened 7 Why do you beat the 

child, Jenny r -' It's jist, thin, I that will bate him-the unlucy omadhawn ! 
Has not he spilt and spiled two buckets of syrup, that I ha\'e been the 
live-lonO' night bilin'. Sorra wid him; I'nlike to strip the skin off him, I 
would! 0 Musha! but 'tis enough to vex a saint.' 

'Ah, Jenny!' blubbered the poor boy, 'but you have no mercy. ~ou 
forO'et that I have but one eye, and that I could not see the root whICh 
ca:O'ht my foot and threw me 'down.'-' Faix! an' 'tis a pity that you have 
the 0 one eye, when you don't know how to make. a betther us.e of ~t,' 
muttered the angry dame, as she picked up the palls, and, pushmg hlm 
on before her, beat a retreat into the bush. 

I was heart,ily sick of the sugar-making long before the season was 
over' however, we were well paid for our trouble. Besides one hundred 
and twelve pounds of fine soft sugar, as good as Muscovado, we had six 
gallons of molasses, and a keO' containing six gallons of excellent vinegar. 

Fifty pounds w:ent to Mr. T--, for .t~e us~ of his kettle.; an~ the rest 
(with the exceptIOn of a cake for Emllla, whlOh I had dl'amed m a wet 
flannel bag until it was almost as white as loaf sugar) we kept for our 
own use. There was no lack, this year, of nice preserves and pickled 
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cucumbers, dainties found in every native Canad~an establishment. ,Be­
sides gaining a little money with my'pen, I practised a method of pamt­
in'~ birus and butterflies upon the white, velvety surfaoe of ~he large 
fungi that grow plentifully upon the bark of the sugar-maple., 'I,hese had 
an attractive appearance; and my brother, who was a captam lD one of 
the provisio1.lal regiments, sold a great m~lIy of them a:mong th~ o~cers, 
without sa..YlDg by whom they were pamted, One rICh lady, Ill: ~ eter­
borough, long since dead, ordered two dozen, to send as CllrlOsltles to 
England, These, at one shilling each, enabled me to buy s~oes for ~he 
children, who, during our bad times, had been forcE'd to dispense wlth 
these necessary coverings. How often, daring the winter season, have I 
wept over their little chapped feet, literally washing them with my tears! 
But these days were to end; Providence was doing great things for ns; 
and Hope raised at last her drooping head to regard with a brighter 
glance the far-off future. Slowly the winter rolled away; but he to whom 
every thought turned was still distant from his humble hom~, T~e 
receillt of an occasional letter from him was my only solace durmg his 
long absence, and we were still too poor to indulge often in this luxury. 
My poor Katie was as anxious as her mother to hear from her father; 
and when I did get the long-looked-for prize, she would kneel down 
before me, her little elbows resting on my knees, her head thrown back, 
and the tears trickling down her innocent cheeks, eagerly drinking in every 
word, The spring brought ns plenty of work: we had potatoes and corn 
to plant, and the garden to cultivate. By lending my oxen for two days' 
work, I got Wittals, who had no oxen, to drag me in a few acres of oats, 
and to prepare the land for potatoes and corn, The former I dropped 
into the earth, while Jenny cO\'ered them up with the hoe. 

Our garden was well dug and plentifully manured, the old woman 
bringin~ the manure, which had lain for several years at the barn door, 
down to the plot, in a large Indian basket placed upon a hand-sleigh. We 
had soon every sort of vegetable sewn, with plenty of melons and cucum­
bers, and all oor beds promised a good return. There were large flights 
of ducks upon the lake every night and morning j but though we had 
guliS, we did not know how to URe them. However, I thought of a plan, 
which I flattered myself might prove sllccessful; I i!ot Sol. to plant two 
stakes in the shallow water, near the rice beds, and to these I attached a 
slender rope made b," brading lung strips of the inner bark of the bass­
wood together; to these again I fastened, at regular intervals, about a 
quarter of, a yar~ of whipcord, h,eaded by a strong perch-hook. These 
hooks I baited With fish offal, leavlllg them to float just under the water. 
Early next morning, I saw a fine black duck fluttering upon the line The 
boy ~an down with the pa,ddles, but before he could reach the spot, the 
capt)\'e got away by carrYlIlg the hook and line with him. At the next 
stake he found upon the hooks a large eel and a cat-fish. 

I had ne"er before seen one of those whiskered toad-like natives of the 
Canadi!ln waters (so common to t~e Bay of Quinte, where they grow to a 
great Size)" that I '\Va.'! r!'lally terI"lfied a,t the sight of the hideous beast, 
and told Sol. to t~row, It away, In thiS I was very foolish, for they are 
esteerue~ go.od ,eat,mg ~n many pa~s of Canada; but to me, the sight of 
the ,reptlle-hke thmg 18 enough-lt is uglier, and far more disgusting­
looking than a toad. 
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When the trees came into leaf, and the meadows were green and flushed 

with flowers, the poor children used to talk constantly to ~e of their 
father's return; their innocent prattle made me very sad. Every evening 
we walked into the wood, along the path that he must come whenever he 
did return hom~, to meet him; alll~ though it was a vain hope, and the 
walk was taken Just to amuse the little Olle~ I used to be silly enough to 
feel deeply disappointed when "'e returned' alone. Donald, who was a 
mere b~by when his father left us, could just begin to put wordstogetber. 
'Who IS papa? When WIll he come '! Will he corne by the road? 
Will he come in a canoe?' The little creature's curiosity to see this 
unkn?wn father w~s rea:lly amusing; and oh! how I longed to present 
the little fellow, wIth hIS rosy cheeks and curlinG hair, to his father; 
he was so fair, so altogether charming in my eyes. Emilia had called 
him Cedric the Saxon: and he well suited the name, with his frank 
honest disposition, and large, loving blue eyes. ' 

June had commenced; the weather was very warm, and Mr. T-- had 
sent for the loan of old Jenny to help him fora day with his potatoes. I 
had Just prepared dinner when the old woman came shrieking like a'mad 
thing down the 'clearing, and waving .her hands towards me. I could not 
imagine what had happened. 'Ninny's mad!' whiRpered Dunbar; 'she's 
the old gilll for making a noise.'-' Joy! joy!' bawled out the old woman, 
now running breathlessly towards us. 'The masther's come-the masther's 
come !' -' Where? where ?'-' Jist above in the wood. Goodness gracious! 
I have run to let you know-so fast-that my heart-is like to-break.' 

Without stopping to comfort poor Jenny, off started the children and 
myself, at the very top of our speed; but I soon found that I could not run 
-I was too much agitated. 1 got to the head of the bush, and sat down 
upon a fallen tree. The children sprang forward like wild kids, all but 
Donald, who remained with his old nurse. I covered my face with my 
hands; my heart, too, was beating audibly; and now that he was come 
and was so near me, I scarcely could command strength to meet him. 
The sound of happy young voices roused me up; the children were 
leading him along in triumph; and he was bending down to them, all 
IImiles, but hot and tired with his long journey. It was almost worth our 
separation, that blissful meeting. In a few minutes he was at home, and 
the children upon his knees. Katie stood silently holding his hand, but 
Addie and Dunbar had a thousand things to tell him. Donald was 
frightened at his military dress, hut he peeped at him from behind my 
zown, until I -caught and placed IJim in his father's arms. 

His leave ()f absence only extended to a fortnight. It had taken him 
three days to come all the way from Lake Erie, where his regiment was 
stationed, at P()int Abino; and the same time would be consumed in his 
return. He could only remain with us eight days. How soon they fled 
away! How bitter was the thought of parting with him again! He had 
brought m(}ney 00 pay the J--'s. How surprised he was to find their 
large debt more than half liquidated. How gently did he chide ~e for 
depriving myself and the children of the little comforts he had ~eslgned 
for us, in order to make this sacrifice. But never was self-denial more 
fully rewarded j I felt happy in having contributed in the least to pay a 
just debt to kind and worthy people, You must become poor yourself 
before you can fully appreciate the good qualities of the poor-before you 
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can sympathise with them, and fully recogniRe them. as YOll.r brethren in 
the flesh. Their benevolence to each other, exerCls~d amidst want and 
privation, as far Rurpasses the :munificer:ce .of .the rICh towards ~h~m,.as 
the exalted philanthropy of Christ an~ his dlsclpl.es does the Christianity 
of the present day. The rich man gIVes from his abundance j the poor 
man shares with a distressed comrade his all. 

One short happy week too soon fled away, and we were once more 
alone. In the fall, my husband expected the regi~nent in which. he held 
his commission would be reduced, which would agam plunge us Illto the 
same distressing poverty. Often of a ~ight I revolved th~se things in my 
mind, and perplexed myself with conjectures as to what III ~uture 'Yas to 
become of us. Although he had saved all he conld from hiS pay, It was 
impossible to pay several hundreds of pounds of debt; and the steam­
boat stock still continued a dead letter. To remain much longer in 
the woods was impossible, for the returns from the farm scarcely fed 
us; and but for the clothing sent us by friends from home, who were not 
aware of our real difficulties, we should have been badly off indeed. 

I pondered over every plan that thought could devise j at last I prayed 
to the Almighty to direct me as to what would be the best course for us 
to pursue. A sweet assurance stole over me, and soothed my spirit, that 
God would provide for us, as He had hitherto done-that a great deal of 
our distress arose from want of faith. I was just sinking into a calm 
sleep when the thought seemed whispered into my soul, 'Write to the 
Governor j tell him candidly all you have suffered during your sojourn in 
this country; and tru8t to God for the rest.' At first I paid little heed 
to this suggestion; but it became so importunate that at last I determined 
to act upou it as if it were a message sent from heaven. I rose from my 
bed, struck a light, sat down, and wrote a letter to the Lieutenant-Gover­
nor, Sir George Arthur, a simple statement of facts, leaving it to his 
benevolence to pardon the liberty I had taken in addressing him. 

I asked of him to continue my husband in' the militia service, in the 
same . regi~ent in which he now held the rank of captain, which, by 
enablIng 111m to pay our debts, would rescue us from our present misery. 
Of the political character of Sir George Arthur I knew nothing. 1 
addressed him as a man and a Christian j and I acknowledge, with the 
deepest and most heartfelt gratitude, the generous kindness of his conduct 
to\mrds us. Before the day dawned, my letter was ready for the post. 
The first secret I ever had. ~rom my husband was the· writing of that 
letter; and, proud and sen~ltlve as he was, and averse to asking the least 
fay our of t~e grea.t, I was ~readf~lly afraid tl:at the act I had just done 
would be dlspleasmg to hlln; still, I felt resolutely determined to send 
it. After giving the children their breakfast, I walked down and read 
it to my b:other-in-l~w, who was not only much pleased with its contents, 
bm took It down hImself ~o the .post-office. ::;hortly after, I received a 
letter from my husband, mformmg me that the regiment had been 
red~lced, and th~t he should be home in time to get in the harvest. Most 
anXiously I awaited a reply to my application to the Governor' but no 
reFly cam~. T?e first week in Allgu;st our dear Moodie came hdme, and 
blOught With him, to our no small JOY, J. E--, who had just returned 
from lr~land. ~-.-. had been. disappointed about the money, which 
was subject to litIgatIOn j and, tired of waiting at home until the tedious 
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process of the law should terminate, he had come back to the woods and 
before night, was reinstated ill his old quarters. ' , 

His presence made Jenny all alive; ::;he dared him at once to a trial of 
skill with her in the wheat-field, which E-- prudently declined. He 
did not expect to stay longer in Canada than the fall but whilst he did 
stay, he was to consider our house his. home. " 

That harvest was the happiest we ever spent in the bush. We had 
enough of the ?ommon n.ecessaries of life. A spirit of peace and harmony 
pervaded our httle dwellIng, for the most affectionate attachment existed 
among its members. We were not troubled with servants for the good 
o~d Jenny we regarded as an humble friend, and were f;eed, by that 
cIrcumstance, from many of the cares and vexations of a bush life. Our 
evening excursions on the lake were doubly enjoyed after the labours of 
the day, and night brought us calm and healthful repose . 
. The political struggles that co~vlllsed the country were scarcely echoed 
III the ~epths of those old J.mmeval forests, though the expulsion of 
MackenZIe from Navy Island, and the burning of the Caroline by Captain 
Drew, had been discussed on the farthest borders of civilisation. 

XXIV.-THE WHIRLWIND. 

THE 19th of August came, and our little harvest was all safely housed. 
Business called Moodie away for a few days to Cobourg. Jenny had gone 
to Dummer, to visit her friends, and J. E-- had taken a griRt of the new 
wheat, which he and Moodie had threshed the day before, to the 
mill. I was conseq11ently left alone with the children, and had a double 
portion of work to do. During their absence it was my lot to witness the 
most awful storm I ever beheld, and a vivid recollection of its terrors was 
permanently fixed upon my memory. The weather had been intensely 
hot during the three preceding days, although the sun was entirely 
obscured by a bluish haze, which seemed to render the unusual heat of 
the atmosphere more oppressive. Not a breath of air stirred the vast 
forest, and the waters of the lake assumed a leaden hue. After passing a 
sleepless night, I arose, a little after daybreak, to superintend my domestic 
affairs. E-- took his breakfast. and went off to the mill, hoping that 
the rain would keep off until after his return. 'It ill no joke,' he said, 
'being upon these lakes in a small canoe, heavily laden, in a storm.' 

Before the sun r€)se, the heavens were covered with hard-looking clouds, 
of a deep blile and black cast, fading away to white at their edges, and in 
for~ resembling the long rolling waves of a heavy sea-but wiih this 
difference, that the clouds were perfectly motionless, piled in long curved 
lines, one above the other, and so remained until four o'clock in the 
afternoon. The appearance of these clouds, as the sun rose above the 
horizon, was the most splendid that can be imagined, tinged up to the 
zenith with every shade of saffron, gold, rose-colour, scarlet, and crimson, 
fading away into the deepest violet. Never did the storm-fiend shake 
in the face of day a more gorgeous banner; and, pressed as I was for 
time I stood gazing like one entranced upon the magnificent pageant. As 
the day advanced, the same blue haze obscured the sun, which frowned 
redly through his miRty veil. At ten 0'cl0ck the heat was suffocating, and 
I extinguished the fire in the cooking-stove, determined to make our meals 
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upon bread and milk, rather than ~dd to ~he opp:essi'l"eheat. The thermo­
meter in the shade ranged froID nmety-six to nmety-elght degrees, and I 
gave over my work and retired with the little ones to the coolest part of 
the house. The young creatures stretched them~elv~s upon the floor, 
unable to jnmp about or play; the dog lay pantmg III the shade j the 
fowls half-buried themselves in the dust, with open beaks and out­
stretched wings. All nature seemed to droop beneath the scorching heat. 

Unfortunately for me, a gentleman arrived about one o'clock from 
Kingston, to transact some busillPss with my husband. He had not 
tasted food since six o'clock, and I was obliged to kindle the fire to prepare 
his dinner. It was one of the hardest ta,ks I ever performed; I almost 
fainted with the heat, and most inhospitably rejoiced when his dinner was 
over, and I saw him depart. Shortly after, my friend Mrs. C-- and her 
brother called in, on their way from P"terborough. 'How do you beal' 
the heat P' asked !\Irs. C--. 'This is one of the hottest days I ever 
remember to have experienced in this part of the province. I am afmid 
that it will end in a hurricane, or what the Lower Canadians term 
L'Orage.' About four o'clock they rose to go. I urged t.hem to stay 
longer. 'No,' said 1111'S. U--, 'the sooner we get home the better. I 
think we can reach it before the fltorm breaks.' I took Donald in my 
arms, and my eldest boy by the hand, and walked with them to the brow 
of the hill, thinking that the air would be cooler in the shade. In this I 
was mistaken. The clouds over Ollr heads hung so low, and the heat 
was so great, that [was soon glad to retrace my step". The moment I 
turned round to face the lake, I was surprised at the chance that had 
taken place in the appearance of the heavens. The clouds, that had before 
lain so motionless, were now in rapid ulOtion, hurrying and chasing each 
other round the horizon. It was a strangely-awful sight. Before I felt a 
breath of the mighty blast that had alreadl' burst on the other side of the 
lake, branches of trees, leaves, and clouds of dURt were whirled across the 1 

lake, whose ~aters rose in long sharp furrows, fringed with foam, as if 
moved in theIr depths by some unseen but powerful agent. Panting with 

. terror, I just reached the door of the house as the hurricane swept up the 
hil~ crushing and overturning everything in its COllrse. Spell-bound, I 
stood at the o}Jen door, with cl~ped hands, unable to speak, rendered 
dumb and motIOnless by the terrIble grandeuI' of the scene j while little 
Donald, who could not utter many iI~telligible words, crept to my feet, 
a.ppealing to me for protectIOn, and hIS rosy cheeks paled even to marble 
whit~ness. The hurrying ~louds ga~e to ~he heaven~ the appearance of 
a pOInted dome, round whIch the IIghtnmg played III broad ribbons of 
fire. The ~oaring of the. thunder, the rushing of the blast, the impetuOllS 
dow,n-pourmg o~ the raIl~, and the crash of falling trees were perfectly 
deafen~ng; and In t~e mIdst of thIS uproar of the elementf.<, old Jenny 
burst Ill, dr~nched WIth wet, and half dead with fear. 'The Lord preserve 
us l' she cl'led, 'this surely is the day of judgment 1 Fifty trees fell 
across my very path, between this an' the creek. Mrs. C-- just reached 
her brother's cl"aring a few min~tes .before a great oak fell on her very 
path. What thull~~er I-what lightnm,!;! ~Iisthress, dear I-it's turned 
80 dark, I can onll JI8t see yer face.' Glad enough was I of her presence j 
f~r to be alone m th~ heart of the great forest, in a log hut, on such a 
wght, was not a pleasmg prospect. l'eo1'le gain courage by companion-
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ship, and in order to reassure each other, struggle to conceal their fears. 
I ~nd whe;e is lIfr. E-- ?'-' I hope not ou the lake. He went early 
thIs mormng to get the wheat ground at the mill.'-' Och, the crathur! 
He's surely drowned. What boat could stand such a scrimmao-e as this?' 

I had my fears for poor John; but as the chance that he had to wait ~t 
the mill ti!l others were served was more than probable, I tried to still my 
apprehensIOns for hIs safety. The storm soon passed over, after having 
levelled seve;al a~res .of wC;>od near the. house, .and smitten down in its pro­
gress two gIgantIC pmes m the c1earmg, whICh must have withstood the 
force of a thousand winters. Talking over the effects of this whirlwind 
with my brother, he kindly sent me the following very f!;mphic description 
of a whirlwind which passed through the town of Guelph in the summer 
of 1829.* 'In my hunting excursions and rambles through the Upper 
Canadian forests, I had frequently met with extensive wind-falls; and ob­
served with some surprise that the fallen trees lay strewn in a succesbion 
of circles, and evidently appeared to have been twisted off the stumps. I 
also remarked that these windfalls were generally narrow, and had the ap­
pearance of a road slashed through the forest. From observations made 
at the time, and smoe confirmed, I have no doubt that Colonel Reid's 
theory of storms is a correct one, viz., that all wind-storms move in a cir­
cular direction, and the nearer the centre the more violent the force of the 
wind. Having seen the effects of several similar hurricanes since my resi­
dence in Canada West, I shall proceed to describe 'one which happened in 
the township of Guelph during the early part of the summer of 1829. 

'The weather, for the season of the year (May), had been hot and sultry, 
with scarcely a l>reath of wind stirring. I had heard distant thunder from 
an early hour in the morning, which, from the eastward, is rather an Ull­

usual occurrence. About 10 A.M. the sky had a most singular, and I musi 
add a most awful appearance, presenting to the view a vast arch of rolling 
blackness, which seemed to gather strength and demlity as it approached 
the zenith. All at once the clouds began to work round in circles, as if 

:c:hasing one another through the air. Suddenly the dark arch of clouds 
appeared to break up into detached masses, whirling and mixing through 
each other in dreadful commotion. The forked lightning was incessant, 
accompanied by .heavy thunder. In a short time, the clouds seemed tv con­
verge to a point, which approached very near the earth, still whirlin,g with 
great rapidity directly under this point; and apparently from the mIdst of 
the woods arose a black column, in the shape of a cone, which instantly 
joined itself to the depending cloud. The sight was now grand and awful 
in the extreme. Picture to your imagina~ion a vast column of smoke, of 
inky blackness, reaching from earth to heaven, gyrating with fearful velo­
city-bright lightnings issuing from the ,:ortex'; the r?ar of the thunder­
the rushing of the blast-the crash of tImber-the hmbs of trees, leaves, 
and rubbish, mingled with clouds of dust, whirling through the air i-YOU 
then have a faint idea of the scene. 

I I' had ample time for observation, as the hurricane commenced its 
devastating conrse about two miles from the town, through the centre of 
which it took its way, passing within ~fty yards of \:'her~ a number of 
persons myself among the rest, were standing, watchmg Its fearful pro­
gress. As the tornado approached, the trees seemed to fanlike a pack of 

* Written by Mr. Strickland, of Douro. 
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cards before its irresistible current. After passing through the clearing 
made around the village, the force of the wind gradually abated, and in a 
few minutes died away entirely.' As soon as the storm was over, I went 
to see the damacre it had done. From the point where I first observed the 
black column t~ rise from the woods and join the cloud, the trees were 
twisted in every direction. A belt of timber had been leve~ed to the 
ground about two miles in length, and about one hundred yards III breadth. 
At the entrance of the town it crossed the river Speed, and uprooted about 
six acres of wood, which had been thinned ont, and left by ~r. Galt (late 
superintendent of the Canada Company), as an ornament to hiS house. 

'The Eremosa road was completely blocked up for nearly half-a-mile, in 
the wildest confusion possible. In its progress through the town the 
storm unroofed several housed, levelled many fences to the ground, and 
entirely demolished a frame barn. Windows were dashed in; and, in one 
instance, the floor of a log-house was carried through the roof. Some 
hair-breadth escapes occurred; but, luckily, no lives were lost. 

, .A bout twelve years since a similar storm occurred in the north part of 
the township of Douro, but was of much less magnitude. I heard an 
intelligent settler, who resided some years in the township of Madoc, state 
that, during his residence in that township, a similar hurricane to the one 
I have described, though of a much more awful character, passed through 
a part of Marmora and Madoc, and had been traced, in a north-ea~terly 
direction, upwards of forty miles into the unsurveyed lands; the uniform 
width of which appeared to he three-quarters of a mile. 

'It is very evident, from the traces which they have left be~lind them, 
that storms of this description have not been unfrequent in the wooded 
distriots of Canada; and it becomes a matter of interesting consideration 
whether the clearing of our immense forests will not, in a great measure, 
remove the cause of these phenomena.' 

A few minutes after our household had retired to rest, my first sleep 
was broken by the voice of J. E--, sp~aking to old Jenny in the kitchen. 
He had been overtaken by the storm, but had run his canoe ashore upon 
an island before its full fnry burst, and t 11rned it over the flour; while he 
bad to brave the terrors of the pitiless tempest-buffeted by the wind, 
an~ drenched with torrents of rain. I got up and made him a cup of tea, 
while Jenny prep~red a rasher of bacon and eggs for bis supper. 

Shortly after thiS, J. E-- bade a final adieu to Canada with his cousin 
C. W--. He volunteered into the Scotch Greys, and w~ never saw him 
more; bu~ I have been told that ~e was so ~ighly respected by the officers 
of the regiment that they subscrlb~d for hiS commission ;' that he rose to 
the. rank of lieutenant; accomI.'anied the regiment to India, and wa3 at the 
takmg of Cabul; but from hImself we n~\'er heard again. The 16th of 
Octo?er, my third son was bor~.; .and ~ few days after, my husband was 
appolllted pay-master to the milItIa regiments in the V. District with the 
rank and full pay of captain. ~his. was Sir George Arthur's d~ing. He 
r~turned no ans~er t~ my apP!lcatIon, but he did not forget us. As the 
time th~t M~odle mIght retam this situation was very doubtful, he 
thought It advlsab!e no~ to removlfm.e and the family until he could secure 
s~me perm~nent SItuatIOn; by so domg, he would ha\'e a better opportu­
nlt~ ~f sa~mg the greater part of his income to payoff his old debts. 

'Ihls wmter of 1839 was one of severe trial to me. Hitherto I had 
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enjoyed the blessing of health; but both the children and myself were now 
doomed .to suffer from dangerous attacks of illness. All the little things 
had mab~nant scarlet fever, and for several. days I thought it would please 
the AlmIghty to take from me my two gIrls. This fever is so fatal to 
children in Canada that none of my neighbours dared approach the house. 
For three weeks Jenny and I were neyer undressed· our whole time was 
taken up in nursing the five little helpless creatures through the successive 
stages of their alarming disease. I sent for Dr. Taylor; but he did not 
come, and I was obli~ed to trust to the mercy of God, and my own judg­
ment and good nursmg. Though I escaped the fever, mental anxiety and 
fatigue brought on other illness, which for nearly ten weeks rendered me 
Pllrfectly helpless. "Yhen I was again able to creep frow my sick bed the 
baby was seized with an illness, which Dr. B-- pronounced mdrtal. 
Against all hope, he recovered, but these severe mental trials rendered me 
yveak and nervous, and more anxious th?-n ever to be re-united to my 
husband. To add to these troubles, my SIster and her husband sold their 
farm, and removed from our neighbourhood. Mr. -- had returned to 
England, and had obtained a situation in the Customs; and his wife, my 
friend Emilia, was keeping a school in the village; so that I felt more 
solitary than eyer, thus deprived of so many kind, sympathising friends. 

XXV.-THE W AU\: TO DUMMER. 

READER! have you ever heard of a plaee situated in the forest-depths of 
this far western wilderness, called Dummer? Ten years ago, it might not 
inaptly have been termed 'The last clearing in the world.' Nor to this 
day do I know of any in that direction which extends beyond it. Our 
bush·farm was situated on the border-line of a neighbouring township, 
only one degree less wild, less out of the world, or nearer to the habitations 
of civilisation than the far-famed 'EngliRh Line,' the boast and glory of 
this term incognita. This place, so named by the emigrants who had 
pitched their tents in that solitary wilderness, was a long line of cleared 
land, extending upon either side for some miles through the darkest- and 
most interminable forest. The English Line was inhabited chiefly by 
Cornish miners, who, tired of burrowing like moles underground, had 
determined to emigrate to Canada, where they could breathe the fresh air 
of Heaven, and obtain the necessaries of life upon the bosom of their 
mother earth. Strange a~it may appear, these men made good farmers, 
and steady, industrious colonists, workillg as well above ground as they 
had toiled in their early days beneath it. All our best servants came from 
Dummer: and althou~h they spoke a language difficult to be understood, 
and were uncouth in their manners and appearance, they were faithful and 
obedient performing the tasks assigned to them with patient perseverance; 
good food and kind treatment rendering them always cheerful and con­
tented. My dear old Jenny, that most faithful and attached of all ~um?le 
domestic friends, came from Dummer, and I was wont to regard It WIth 
complacency for her sake. But Jenny was not English; she was a 
generous, warm-hearted daughter of the Green Isle-the Emer~ld gem 
set in the silver of ocean. Yes, Jenny was one of the poorest chIldren of 
that impoverished but glorious country where wit and talent seem. indi­
genous, springing up spontaneously in the rudest and most uncultIvated 



222 ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH. 

minds; showing what the land could hring forth. in its own stre~gtb, 
unaided by education, and unfettered by the conventIOnal rules of sOCiety. 
Jenny Wa.':! a striking instance of the worth, noble self-d~nial, and de~otion 
which are often met with-anrl, alas! but too often disregarded-In the 
poor and ignorant natives of that deeply-injnred, and ~uch-ab':lsed land. 
A few words about myoId favourite may not prove umnterestmg to my 
readers :-

Jenny Buchanan, or, as she called it, Bohanon, ~as the daughter of a 
petty excisem~n, of S?otch extraction (hence her I~dustry), who, at the 
time of her birth resIded near the old town of Inmskillen. Her mother 
died a few month~ after she was born; aud her father, within the twelve 
months married acrain. In the meanwhile the poor orphan babe had been 
adopted by a kindOneighbour, the wife of a small farmer in the vicinity. 

In return for coarse food and scanty clothing, the little Jenny became a 
servant-of-all-work.. ~he fed the pigs, herded the cattle, a.:'sisted in .plantr 
ing potatoes and dlggmg peat from the bog, and was undlEpnted mistress 
of the poultry-yard. As she grew up to womanhood, the importance of 
her labours increased. A better reaper in the harvest-field, or footer of 
turf in the bog, could not be found in. the district, or a woman. more 
thoroughly acquainted with the management of cows and the rearing of 
young cattle; but here poor Jenny's accomplishments terminated. 

Her usefulness was all abroad. ·Within the house she made more dirt 
than she had the inclination or the ability t.o clear away. She could 
neither read, nor knit, nor sew; and although she called herself a Pro­
testaut, and a Church of England woman, she knew no more of religion, as 
revealed to man through the Word of God, than the savage who sinks to 
the grave in ignorance of a Redeemer. Hence she stoutly resisted :1:1 idea 
of being a sinner, or of standing the least chance of receiving hereafter the 
condemnation of one. 'Och, shure thin,' she would say, with simple 
earnestness of look and manner, almost irresistible. 'God will never 
throuble HimseI' about a poor, hard-working crathur like me, who never 
did anv harm to the manest of His makin'.' 

One· thing was cel·taio, that a benevolent Providence had 'throublei 
HimseI' about poor Jenny in times past, for the warm heart of this 
neglected child of nature contained a stream of the richest benevolence 
which, situated as she had been, could not have been derived from any 
other source. Honest, faithful, and industrious, Jenny became a law unto 
herself, and practically illustrated the golden. I'jile of her blessed Lord, 'to 
~o unt~ others as we would they should do unto us.' She thought it was 
lmposslble that her poo~ services could ever repay the debt of gratitude 
t~at she owed to the family who had brought her up, although the obliga­
tIOn must have been ent!rely on t~eir side. To them she was greatl;y 
attached-for them sh.e toiled unceaslllgly ; and when evil days came, and 
th.ey were not able to meet the rent-day, or to occupy the farm she deter­
mIned to accompany them in their emigration to Canada, and formed one 
of the s~out-hearted band that fixed its location in the lonely and unex­
plored. Wildt! now known as the township of Dummer. 

Durmg the firs~ year ?f their settlement, the means of obtaining the 
comm~m nece~sal"les. of life became so precarious, that, in order to assist 
her friends With a little ready money, Jenny determined to hire out into 
some wealthy house as a servant. When I use the term wealth as applied 
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to ~ny bush-se~tlel', it is ~f course only cOlll:raratively; but Jenny was 
anXIOUS to obtm.n a place WIth settlers who enjoyed a small income inde­
pendent of thelr forest mel1ns. Her firs~ speculation was a complete 
failure. For five long, hopeless years she served a master from whom she 
never r~ceived a farthing of her stipulated wages. Still her attachment to 
t,he famIly was so strong, and had become so much the necessity of her 
life, that the poor creature could not make up her mind to leave them. 
The children whom she had received into her arms at their birth itnd 
whom she had nursed with maternal tenderness, were as dear to her' as if 
they had been her own; she contiul\ed to work for them although her 
clothes were worn to tatters, and her own friends were too poor to replace 
them. Her master, Captain N--, a handsome, dashing officer, who had 
served many yea:s in . India. ~till maintained the carriage and appearance 
of a gentleman. m spIte of hIs mental and moral degradation arisino- from 
a COllstant state of intoxication; he still promised to remunerat.e at some 
future day her faithful services; and although all his neighbours well 
knew that his means were exhamlted, and that that day would never come, 
yet Jenny, in the simplicity of her faith, still toiled on, in the hope that 
the better day he spoke of would soon arrive." . 

And now a. few words respecting this master, whic4 I trust may serve 
as a warning to others.. Allured by the bait that has been the ruin of so 
many of his class, the offer of a large grant of land, Captain N-- had 
been induced to form a settlement in this remote and untried township; 
laying out much, if not all, of his available means in building a log-house, 
and clearing a large extent of barren and stony land. To this uninviting 
home he conveyed a beautiful young wife, and a small and· increasing 
family. The result may be easily anticipated. The want of society-a 
dreadful want to a man of his prel'ious habits-the total absence of all the 
comforts and decencies of life, produced inaction, apathy, and at last, 
despondency, which was only alleviated by a constant and immoderate 
use of ardent spirits. As long as Captain N-- retained his half-pay, he 
contrived to exist. In an evil hour he parted with this, and quickly trod 
the down-hill path to ruin. And here I would remark that it is always a 
rash and hazardous step for any officer to part with his half-pay; although 
it is almost every day done, and generally followed by the same disastrous 
results. A cert,ain income, hOlVe\'er small, in a country where money is 
so hard to be procured, and where labour cannot be attained but at a very 
high pecuniary remuneration, is invaluable to. a gentleman unaccustomed 
to agricultural employment; who, without thlS reserve to pay hIS people, 
during the brief but expensive seasons of seed-time and harvest, must 
either work himself or stuve, I have known no instanco in which such 
sale has been attended with ultimate advantage; but, alas! too many in 
which it has terminated in the mORt distressing destitution. These 
government grants of land, to half-pay officers, have induced numbers of 
this class to emigrate to the backwoods of Canada, who are totally unfit 
for pioneers; bu~, tempted by the offer of finding them~elves land.holders 
of what, on paper, appear to them fine estates, they reSIgn a .certamty, to 
waste their energies, and die half-starved and broken-hearted It the depths 
of the pitiless' wild. If a gentleman so situated would giv~ up all idea of 
settling on his grant, but hire a good farm in a favourable s~tuatJOn-that 
is, not too far from a r.narket-and with his half-pay hire effiClent labourers, 
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of which plenty are now to be had, to cultivate the land, with c~mmon 
prudence and economy, he would soon obtain a comfortable subsll'ltence 
for his family. And if the males wer.e brought up ~o share t~e ?u.rthen 
and heat of the day the expense of hU'ed labour, as It yearly dIminished, 
would add to the general means and well-~eing ~f the whole, until the 
hired farm became the real property of the mdustrlOus tenants. But the 
love of show the vain boast of appearing richer and better-dressed than 
our neighbo~rs too often involves the emigrant's family in debt, from 
which they are 'seldom able to extricate. themselves without sacrificing the 
means which would have secured their mdependence. 

This although a long digression, will not, I hope, be without its use; 
and if'this book is regarded, not as a work of amusement, but one of 
practical experience, written for the benefit of others, it will not fail to 
convey some useful hints to those who have contemplated emigration to 
Canada: the best country in the world for the industrious and well­
principled man, who really comes out to work, and to better his condition 
by the labour of his hflnds j but a gulf of ruin to the vain and idle, who 
only set foot upon these shores to accelerate their ruin. 

But to return to Captain N--. It was at this disastrous period that 
Jenny entered his service. Had her master adapted his habits and ex­
penditure to his ~Jtered circumstances, much misery might have been 
spared, both to himself and his family. But he was a . proud man-too 
proud to work, or to receive with kindness the offers of service tendered 
to him by his half-civilized, but well-meaning neighbours. 

'Hang him!' cried an indignant English settler (Captain N-- was an 
Irishman), whose offer of drawing wood had been rejected with unmerited 
contempt. 'Wait a few years, and we shall see what his pride will do for 
him. I am sorry for his poor wife and children j but for himself, 1 have 
no pity for him.' 'fhis man had been uselessly insulted, at the very 
moment when he was anxious to perform a kind and benevolent action j 
when, like a true Englishman, his heart wall softened by witnessing the 
sufferings of a young, delicate female and her infant family. Deeply 
affronted by the captain's foolish conduct, he now took a malignant 
pleasnre in watching his arrogant neighbour'S progress to ruin. 

The year after the sale of his commission, Captain N-- found himself 
considerably in debt, 'Never mind, Ella,' he said to his anxious wife' 'the 
crops will pay all.' The crops were a failure that year. Creditors p;essed 
hard; the captain had no money to pay his workmen and he would not 
work himself. Disgusted with his lomtion, but unabie to change it for a 
better j 'Yithou~ friends in his own .class (for ~e was the only gentleman 
th~n resIde.nt III .the ~e\V township), to. relieve. the monotony of his 
eXIstence WIth theIr society, or to afford him adVIce or assistance in his 
difficulties, the fatal whisky-bottle became his refuge from gloomv thoughts 

His wife, an amiable and devoted creature, well-born weii-educated" 
and ?eserying of a better lot, did. all in her power to we~n him from th~ 
growmg VIce. But, alas! the pleadIngs of an angel in such circumstances 
would have had little effect upon ~he mind of such a man. He loved he: 
as. well as h~ could love n:nythmg, .and he fancied that he loved his 
chIldren, whIle h~ was dally red~clOg them, by his favourite vice, to 
beggary. For awhile, he cOI?-fined hiS excesses to his OWll fireside, but this 
was only for as long a period as the sale of hi.~ stock and land would 
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supply him with the means of criminal induIO'ence. Mter a time all 
these resources failed, and his large grant of eiU'ht hundred acres of iand 
had been converted into whisky, except the o~e hundred acres on which 
his house and barn stood, embracing the small clearinO" from which the 
family d~riv~d their scanty supply of wheat and potatoe; For the sake of 
peace, hl.s wIfe gave up all her ornaments and household plate, and the 
b~s~ artIcles of a once handsome and ample wardrobe, in the hope of 
hIdmg heT sorrows from the world, and keeping her husband at home. 

The p~lde, that had rendered him so obnoxious to his humbler neigh­
bours, YIelded at length to the inordinate craving for drink· the man who 
had held himself so high above his honest and industrious 'fellow-settlers 
could no~ unblushingly enter their cabins and beg for a drop of whisky: 
The feeling of shame once subdued, there was no end to his audacious 
me~dicity. His whole time w:as spent in wandering about the country, 
callmg upon every new settler, 111 the hope of being asked to partake of 
the coveted poison. He was even known to enter by the window of all 
emigrant's cabin, during the absence of the owner, and remain drinking in 
the house while a drop of spirits could be found in the cupboard. When 
driven forth by the angry owner of the hut, he wandered on to the distant 
town of P---, and lived there in a low tavern, while his wife and 
children were starving at home. 

'He is the filthiest beast in the township,' said the afore-mentioned 
neighbour io me; 'it would be a good thing for his wife and children if 
his worthless neck were broken in one of his drunken sprees.' 

This might be the melancholy fact, but it was not the less dreadful on 
that account. The husband of an affectionate wife-the father of a lovely 
family-and his death to be a matter of rejoicing I-a blessing, instead of 
being an afiliction I-an agony not to be thought upon without the 
deepest sorrow. It was at this melancholy period of her sad history that 
Mrs. N-- found, in Jenny Buchanan, a help in her hour of need. The 
heart of the faithful creature bled for the misery which involved the wife 
of her degraded master, and the children she so dearly loved. Their 
want and destitution called all the sympathies of her ardent nature into 
active operation; they were long indebted to her labour for every morsel 
of food which they consumed. For them, she sowed, she planted, she 
reaped. Every block of wood which shed a cheering warmth around their 
desolate home was cut from the forest by her own hands, and brought up 
a steep hill to the house upon her back. For them, she coaxed the 
neighbours, with whom she was a general favourite, out of many a mess of 
eggs for their especial benefit; while with her cheerful .songs, an~ heal:ty, 
hopeful disposition, she dispelled much of the crampmg despaIr WhICh 
chilled the heart of the unhappy mother in her deserted home. . 

For several years did this great, poor woman keep the wolf from the 
door of her beloved mistress, toiling for her with the strength and energy 
of a man. 'When was man ever so devoted, so devoid of all selfishness, so 
attached to employers yet poorer than herself, as this uneducated 
Irishwoman? 

A period was at length put to her unrequited services. In a fit. of in­
toxication her master beat her severely with the iron ramrod of hIS gnn, 
and turned her, with abusive language, frOlll his d~ors. Oh, hard return 
for all her unpaid labours of love! She forgave thIS outrage for the sake 

p 
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of the helpless beings who depended upon her care. He repeated the 
injury, and the poor cre~ture. returned alm~st ~eart-broken to her former 
home. Thinking that hiS spite would subside m a f~w days, Jenny made 
a third effort to enter his house in her usual capaClty; but Mrs. N-­
told her, with many tears, that her presence would only enrag~ her 
husband who had threatened herself with the most cruel treatment If she 
allowed the faithful servant again to enter the house. Thus ended her 
five years' service to this ungrateful master. Such was her reward! 

I heard of Jenny's worth and kind~ess from the Engli~hman who had 
been so grievously affronted by Captam N--, and sent f?r her. to 'come 
to me. She instantly accepted my offer, and returned With, my messen­
ger. She had scarcely a garment to cover her. I 1Ivas ob.liged to fi~d her 
a suit of clothes before I could set her to work. The smiles and dimples 
of my curly-headed, rosy little Donald, then a baby-bo~ of fifteen months, 
consoled the old woman for her separation from Ellie N--; and the 
good-will with which all the children (now four in nu~ber) re.garded the 
kind old body, soon endeared to her the new home whlCh PrOVidence had 
assigned to her. Her accounts of :\lrs. N--, and her family, Boon 
deeply interested me in her fate; and Jenny never went to visit her 
friends in Dummer without an interchange of good wishes passing 
between us. The year of the Canadian rebellion came, and brought with: 
it sorrow into many a bush dwelling. Old Jenny and I were left alone 
with the little children, in the depths of the dark forest, to help ourselves in 
the best way we could. Men could not be procured in that thinly-settled 
spot for love nor money, and I now fully realised the extent of Jenny's 
usefulness. Daily she yoked the oxen, and brought down from the bush 
fuel to maintain our fires, which she felled and chopped up with her own 
hands. She fed the cattle, and kept all things snug about the doors; 
not forgetting to load her master's two guns, 'in case,' as she said, 'the 
ribel1:! should attack us in our .etrate.' 

The months of November and December of 1838 had been unnaturally 
mild for this iron climate; but the opening of the ensuing January 
brought_ a short bu~ severe spe.n of frost and snow. 1Ve felt very lonely in 
our solitary dwellmg, crou?hmg round the blazing fire, that scarcely 
chased the cold from our miserable log-tenement, until this dreary period 
was. ~uddenly cheered by the unexpected presence of my beloved friend, 
Emilia, who came to spend a week with me in my forest home.. . 

She brought her own. baby-boy with her, and an ample supply of 
buffalo robes, not forgettlllg a treat of baker's bread and' sweeties' for 
the chi~dren. Oh, _dear Emilia! best and kindest' of women, though 
a?sent III y?ur native land,,Ic:mg, long shall my heart cherish with affec­
tl?nate gratitude all yo'!-r VISlt~ of love, and turn to you as to a sister, 
trIed, and found most faithful, III the dark hour of adversity, and amidst 
the alm.ost total neglect of those from whom nature claimed a tenderer 
and ho~er sympathy. Great was the joy of Jenny at this accession to 
our family-party; and after Mrs. S-- was well warmed, and had par­
taken of tea-the only refreshment ,ve could offer her- we beO'an to talk 
over the news of the place. " 

'By-t.he-by, J~nny,' said she, turning to the old servant, who was 
undresslllg the httle boy by the fire, 'have you heard lately from poor 
Mrs. N--? We have been told that she and the fa.mily are in a dread-
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ful s~at~ of destitution. That worthless man has left them for the States 
and It IS supposed that he has joined Mackenzie's band of ruffians o~ 
Navy I~land ; bu~ wh~thel' this be true or false, he has deserted his wife 
and chlldren~ taklllg hIS eldest son. along with him (who might have been 
of some serVIce at home), and leavmg them without money or food.' 

'The ~o?d Lord!. What will become of the crathurs ii' responded 
Jenny, wlpmg her wnnkled cheek with the back of her hard brown hand 
, An' thin they have not a sowl to chop and draw them fire~ood; an' th~ 
weather so oncommon sa\'are. Och, hone! what has not that baste of a 
man to answer for ?'-' I heard,' continued Mrs. S--, 'that they have 
tasted no food but potatoes for the last nine months, and scarcely enough 
of them to keep soul and body together; that they have sold their last 
cow i and the poor young lady and her second brother, a lad of only 
twelve years old, bring all the wood for the fire from the bush on a hand­
sleigh.'-'Oh, dear!-oh, dear!' sobbed Jenny; 'an' I not there to hilp 
them! An' poor Miss Mary, the tinder thing! 'Oh, 'tis hard, terribly 
hard upon the crathurs, an' they not used to the like.' 

'Can nothing be done for them?' said I.-' That is what we want to 
know,' returned Emilia, 'and that was one of my reasons for coming up 
to D--. I wanted to consult you and Jenny upon the subject. You, 
who are an officer's wife, and I, who am both an officer's wife and daughter, 
ought to devise some plan of rescuing this unfortunate lady and her 
family from her present forlorn situation.' 

The tears sprang to my eyes, and I thought, in the bitterness of my 
heart, upon my own galling poverty, that my pockets did not contain even 
a single copper, and that I had scarcely garments enough to shield me 
from the inclemency of the weather. By unflinching industry, and taking 
my part in the toil of the field, I had bread for myself and family, and this 
was more than poor Mrs. N-- possessed; but it appeared impossible 
for me to be of any assistance to the unhappy sufferer, and the thought of 
my incapacity gave me' severe pain. It was only in moments like the 
present that I felt the curse of poverty. 

"VeIl,' continued my friend, 'you see, Mrs. Moodie, that the ladies of 
p __ are all anxious to do what they can for her; but they first want to 
learn if the miserable circumstances in which she is said to be placed are 
true. In short, my dear friend, they want you and me to make a pilgrim­
age to Dummer, to see the poor lady herself; and then they will be guided 
by our report.'-' Then let us lose no time in going upon our own mission 
of mercy.'-' Och, my deal' heart, you will be lost in the woods!' said old 
Jenny. 'It is nine long miles to the first clearing, and that through a 
lonely, blazed path. After you are through the beaver-m.eadow, there is 
not a single hut for you to rest or warm yourselves. It IS too much for 
the both of yees; you will be frozen to death on the road.' 

'No fear,' s!1id my benevolent friend; 'God will take care of us, Jenny. 
It is on His errand we go; to carry a message of hope to one about to 
perish.'-' The Lord bless you for a darlint,' cried the old woman, 
devoutly kissing the velvet cheek of the little fellow sleeping upon her lap. 
'May your own purty child never know the want and sorrow. that 18 

around her.' Emilia and I talked over the Dummer scheme until we fell 
asleep. Many were the plans we proposed f~r the immediate ~elief of the 
unfortunate family. Early the next mormng, my brother-m-Iaw,. Mr. 
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T--, called upon my friend. The sl1~ject next our heart ~as ill!-­
mediately introduced, and he was c~lled mto the generlll councIl. RlS 
feelings, like our own, were deeply mterested j and he proposed ~hat we 
should each provide so~ething from .our owl? small sto~es to satl~fy t~e 
pressinO' wants of the dIstressed famIly; whIle he promIsed to brmg his 
cutter the next morning, and take us through the beaver-~eadow, and to 
the edge of the great swamp, which would shorten four mIles, at least, of 
our lona and hazardous journey. 

We J'oyflllly acceded to his proposal, and set cheerfully to work to 
provide for the morrow. Jenny baked It batch of her ve:y be~t bread, and 
boiled a large piece of beef; and 1\11'. T-- brought wIth h11ll, the llext 
day, a fine cooked ham, in a sack, into the botto.m of. which h.e sto,!ed the 
beef and loa\'cs besides some sugar and tea, whICh hIS own kmd WIfe, the 
author of 'The'Backwoods of Canada,' had sent. I had some migivings as 
to the manner in which these good things could be introduced to the 
poor lady, who, I had heard, waR reserved and proud. . . 

, Oh, Jenny,' I said, 'how shall I be able to ask her to accept provIsions 
from strangers 1 I am afraid of wounding her feelings.' 

'Oh, darlint, never fear that! She is proud, ] know; but 'tis llOt a stiff 
prid~, but jist enough to consale her disthress from her ignorant English 
neighbours, who think so man ely of poor folk like her who were once rich. 
She will be very thankful to you for your kindness, for she has not ex­
perienced much of it from the Dummer people in her trouble, though she 
may have no words to tell you so. Say that old Jenny sent the bread to 
dear wee Ellie, 'cause she knew she would like a loaf of Jenny's bakin'.' 

'But the meat.'-' Och, the mate, is it? May be, ) ou'll think of some 
excuse for the mate when you get there.' 

, I hope so; but I'm a sad coward with strangers, and I have lived so 
long out of the world that I am at a great loss what to do. I will try aI\il 
put a good face on the matter. Your name, Jenny, will be no small help 
to me.' All was now ready. Kissing our little bairns who crowded 
around us ,,:ith eager and illq~iring looks, and charging Jenny for the 
hundredth time to take espeCIal care of them during our absence, we 
~ounted the cutte.r, and set off, under the care and protection of Mr. 
r--, who determmed to accompany us on the journey. 

It. was ~ blll.ck, cold day; no sun visible ill the grey dark sky; a keen, 
.cuttmg wmd, and hard frost. We crouched close to each other. 

'Goo.d heave~s, how cold it is!' whispered Emilia. 'What a day for 
'Such a Journey ! ~he had scarcely ceased speaking, when the cutter went 
upon a stump whICh lay concealed under the drifted snow' and we 
to~ether with ~he. rUi,ns I?f our conveyance, were scattered around. ' 

A bad beglllnmg, saId my brother-in. law, with a rueful aspect, as he 
surveyed the wreck of the cutter from which we had promised ourselves 
so much bene~t. ' There is no help for it but to return home.' 

'Oh, no,' saId Mrs. S.--.; 'bad beginnings make good endings, YOll 
know. Let us go on; It WIll be far better walking than riding such a 
dl'~adful day. My feet a~e half-frozen already with sitting still.' 

But, my dear madam, expostulated Mr. T-- 'consider the distance 
the. road, the dark, dull day, and our illiperfect 'knowledge of the path: 
I WIll get the c~tt~r mended to-morrow; and the day after we may be 
ablE\. to proceed. - Delays are dangerous,' said the pertinacious Emilia, 
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wh~, woman-~ike, was determined to have her own way. 'Now, or never. 
While we walt for the broken cutter, the broken-hearted Mrs. N-- may 
starve. We can stop at Colonel C--'s and warm ourselves and you can 
leave the cutter at his house until our return.' ' 

'It was 11:pon your account. that-I prop~sed th.e delay,' said the good Mr. 
T--, takmg t~e. sac~, which was n~ m?onslderable weight, upon his 
shoulder, and drlVmg his horse before him mto neighbour W--'s stable. 
'Where you go, I am ready to follow.' 

When we arrived, .Colonel C--'s family were at breakfast, of which 
they made us partake; and after vainly endeavouring to dissuade us from 
what appeared to them our Quixotic expedition, Mrs. C-- added a 
dozen fine white fish to the contents of the sack, and sent her youngest 
son to help Mr. T-- along with his burthen, and to bear us company on 
our. desolate road. Leaving the Colonel's hospitable house on Ollr left, we 
agam plunged into the woods, and after a few minutes' brisk walking, 
found ourselves upon the brow of a steep bank that overlooked the beaver­
meadow, containing within its area se\'eral hundred acres. 

There is no scenery in the bush that presents such a novel appearance 
as those meadows, or openings, surrounded, as they invariahly are, by 
dark, intricate forests; their high, rugged banks covered with the light, 
airy tamarask and silver birch. In summer they look like a lake of soft, 
rich verdure, hidden in the bosom of the barren and howling waste. 
Lakes they certainly have been, from which the waters have receded, 
'ages, ages long ago;' and still the whole length of these curious level 
valleys is traversed by a stream of no inconsiderable dimensions. 

The waters of the narrow, rapid creek, which flowed through the 
meadow we were about to cross, were of sparkling brightness, and icy 
cold. The frost-king had no power to check their swift, dancing move­
ments, or stop their perpetual song. On they leaped, sparkling and 
flashing beneath their ice-crowned banks, rejoicing as they revelled on in 
their lonely course. In the prime of the year, this is a wild and lovely 
spot, the grass is of the richest green, and the flowers of the most gorgeous 
dyes. The gayest butterflies float above them upon painted wings; and 
the whip-poor-will pours forth from the neighbouring woods, at close of 
dewy eve, his strange but sadly plaintive cry. 'Winter was now upon the 
earth, and the once green meadow looked like a small forest lake cover~d 
with snow. The first step we made into it plunged us up to the knees III 
the snow, which was drifted to a great height in the open space. Mr. 
T-- and our young friend C-- walked on ahead of us, in order to 
break a track through the untrodden snow. We soon reached the cold 
creek; but here a new difficulty presented itself.. It was too wid.e to 
jump acrOSR, and we could see no other way of paRsmg to the other Side. 

'There must be some sort of a bridge here about,' said young C--, 
, or how can the people from Dummer pass constantly during the winter 
to and fro. I will go along the bank, and halloo to you if I find (lne.' 

In a few minutes he gave the desired signal, and on reaching the ~pot, 
we found a round, slippery log flung across the stream by way of bfl?ge. 
With some trouble, and after various slips, we got safely on the other sld~. 
To wet our feet would have been to ensure their being frozen; and as It 
was we were not without serious apprehension on that score. After 
cro~sing the bl~ak, snowy plain, we scrambled over another brook, and 
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entered the great swamp whi~h. occupied tw~ ~iles of O~ll' dreary road. 
It would be vain to attempt glvmg any descnption of this tangled maze 
of closely-interwoven cedars, fallen trees, and loose-scattered masses of 
rock. It seemed the fittinO" abode of wolves and bears, and every other 
unclean beast. The fire had run through it during the Bummer, making 
the confusion doubly confused. Now we stooped, half-dou~led to crawl 
under fallen branches that hung over our path, then agalll we had to 
clamber over prostrate trees of great bulk, descending from which we 
plumped down into holes in the snow, sinking mid-leg into the rotten trunk 
of some treacherous, decayed pine-tree. Before we were half t~rough the 
great swamp, Y'e began to think o.urselves sad fools, and to w~sh that ~e 
were safe agam by our own fire-sides. But, then, a great object was III 
view,-the relief of a distressed fellow-creature, aud like the' full of hope, 
misnamed forlorn,' we determined to overcome every difficulty, and toil 
on. It took us an hour at least to clear the great swamp, from which we 
emerged into a fine wood, composed chiefly of maple-trees. The sun had, 
during our immersiun in the dark shadeR of the swamp, burst through his 
leaden shroud, and cast a cheery gleam along the rugged boles of the lofty 
trees. The squirrel and chissmunk occasionally bounded across our path; 
the dazzling snow which covered it reflected the branches above us in an 
endless variety of dancing shadows. Our spirits rose in proportion. 
Young C-- burst out singing, and Emilia and I laughed and chatted as 
we bounded along our narrow road. On, on for hours, the same intermin~ 
able forest stretched away to the right and left, before and behind us. 

, It is past twelve,' said my brother T-- thoughtfully; 'if we do not 
soon come to a clearing, we may chance to spend the night in the forest.' 

'Oh, I am dying with hunger,' cried Emilia. 'Do, C--, give us one 
or two of the cakes your mother put into the bag for us to eat upon the 
road.' ·rhe ginger-cakes were instantly produced. But where were the 
teeth to be found that could masticate them 1 The cakes were frozen as 
h~d as stone~; this was a great disappointment to us tired and hungry 
W1g~ts; lJU~ It only produced a h~arty laugh. Over the logs we went 
agam; for It was a perpetual steppmg up and down, crossing the fallen 
trees that obstructed our p;:.th. At last we came to a spot where two dis­
tinct blazed roads diverged. 'What are we to do now l' said Mr. T.--. 

We stopped, and a general consultation was held and without one dis­
senting voice ~e took the branch to the right, which, after pursuing for 
ab?ut h~lf..a.mlle, led us to a log hut of the rudest description. 

I~ thls the road to Dummer l' we asked a man, who was chopping wood 
outslde the fence.-' I ~ess you are in Dummer,' was the answer. 

¥y heart. leaped for JOY, for I was dreadfully fatigued. 
Does thls road lead through the English Line ?' 

'That's :l.nother thing,' returned the woodman. 'No, you turned off 
from the right path when you came up here.' We all looked very blank 
at eac~ other. 'You Y'ill have to go back, and keep the other road and 
th~t wllliead Y0ll: str~l&ht to the English Line.' ' 

How many: miles.l~ It to Mrs .. N--'s1'_' Some four, or thereabouts,' 
was the cheepng reJomder. "Tls one of the last clearings on the line. 
If you are gomg.back to Douro to-night, you must look I!harp.' 

.Sadly and deJ.ectedl.y we retraced our steps. There are few trifl· 
failures more bltter In our journey through life than that of a tir~ 
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traveller mistaking his road. What effect must that tremendous failure 
produce upon the human mind, when at the end of life's unretraceable 
journey, the trav~IIer finds that. h.e has fallen upon the wrong track through 
every' stage, and mstead of. arrIvmg at a land of blissful promise, sinks for 
ever mto. the gulf of desPaIr! The distance we had trodden in the wrong 
path, whIle ~ed o~ by hope and anticipation, now seemed to double in 
leIl:gth, as wIth pamful steps we toiled on to reach the right road. This 
object once attamed, soon led us to the dwellings of men. 

Neat, comfortable log-houses, surrounded by well-fenced patches of 
clearing, aro~e on either side of the forest road: dogs flew out and barked 
at us, and children ran shouting in-doors to tell their respective owners that 
strangers were passing their gates-a most unusual circumstance I should 
think, i~ that location. A servant who had hired two years' with my 
brother-m-Iaw, we knew must live somewhere in this neiuhbourhood at 
who~e fire-sid~ we hoped not only to rest and warm ou~selves, but; to 
obtam somethmg to eat. On going up to one of the cabins to inquire for 
Hannah J--, we fortunately happened to light upon the very person we 
sought. With many exclamations of surprise, she ushered us into her 
neat and comfortaple log-dwelling. A blazing fire, composed of two hugc 
logs, was roaring up the wide chimney, and the savoury smell that issued 
from a large pot of pea-soup was very agreeable to our cold and hungry 
stomachs. But, alas, the refreshment went no further! Hannah most 
politely begged us to take seats by the fire, and warm and rest ourselves; 
she even knelt down and assisted in rubbing our half-frozen hands; but 
she never once made mention of the hot soup, or of the tea, which was 
drawing in a tin teapot upon the hearth-stone, or of a glass of whisky, 
whi~;l would have been thankfully accepted by our male pilgrims. 

H;nnah was not an Irishwoman, no, nor a Scotch lassie, or her very 
first request would have been for us to take' a pickle of soup,' or 'a sup of 
thae warm broth.' The soup was no doubt cooking for Hannah's husband 
and two neighbours, who were chopping for him in the bush; and whose 
want of punctuality she feelingly lamented. As we left her cottage, and 
jogged on, Emilia whispered, laughing, 'I hope you are satisfied with your 
good dinner? Wag not the pea-soup excellent ?-and that cup of nice hot 
tea !-I never relished anything more in my life! I think we should never 
pass that house without giving Hannah a call, and testifying our gratitude 
for our good cheer.' Many times did we stop to inquire the way to Mrs. 
N --'s, before we ascended the steep, bleak hill upon whi?~ her house 
stood. At the door, Mr. T-- deposited the !'ack of prOVIsIOns, and he 
and young C-- went aross the road to the ~ouse of an English settler 
(who, fortunately for them, proved more hospItable than Hann~h J-.-), 
to wait until our errand was executed. The housc before WhICh Enllha 
and I were standing had once been a tolerably comfortable log-dwelling. 
It was larger than such buildings generally are, and was surro.unded by 
dilapidated barns and stables, which were not cheered by a solItary head 
of cattle. A black pine-forest stretched away to the north of the house, 
and terminated in a dismal, tangled cedar-swamp, the entrance to the 
house not having been constructed to"f~ce the :oad. . .. 

The spirit that had borne me up durmg the Jo~rney ~led ":Ithm ~e. I 
was fearful that my visit would be deemed an Impertment mtrusIOn. I 
knew not in what manner to introduce myself, and my embarrassment had 
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been greatly increased by Mrs. S-- declaring that I must break the ice, 
for she had not courage to go in. I remonstrated, but 8.he was firm. To 
hold any longer parley was impossible. We were standmg on the top of 
a bleak hill, with the thermometer many. degrees belo~ zero, and exposed 
to the fiercest biting of the bitter, cuttIng blast. With a heavy Sigh, I 
knocked slowly but decidedly at the crazy door .. I saw the curly head ?f 
a boy glance for a moment against the broken 'Y~ndow. Th~re was a stir 
within but no one answered our summons. EmilIa was rubbIng her hands 
togeth~r, and beating a rapid tattoo w!th her f,;et upon the hard a!,d 
glittering snow, to I,eep them from freeZIng. AgaIn I appealed to the. m­
hospitable door, with a vehemence which seemed to sa~', 'We are fl:eezlng, 
good people' in mercy let us in!' Again there was a stir, and a whl.sl?ered 
sound of v;ices, as if in consultation, from within; and after waitIng a 
few minutes longer-which, cold as we were, seemed an age-the door was 
cautiously opened by a handsome, dark-eyed lad of twelve years of age, 
who was evidently the owner of the curly head that had been sent to .re­
connoitre us through the window. Carefully closing the door after him, 
he stepped out upon the snow, and asked us coldly but respectfully what 
we wanted. I told him that we were two ladies, who had walked all th& 
way from Douro to see his mamma, and that we wished very much to 
speak to her. The lad answered us, with the ease and courtesy of a 
gentleman, that he did not know whether his mamma could be seen by 
straugers, but he would go in and see. So saying he abruptly left us, 
leaving behiud him an ugly skeleton of a dog, who, after expressing his 
disapprobation at our presence in the most disagreeable and unequivocal 
manner, pounced like a famished wolf upon the sack of good things which 
lay at Emilia's feet; and our united efforts could scarcely keep him o;ff. 

, A cold, doubtful reception this!' said my friend, turning her back to 
the wind, and hiding her face in her muff. ' This is worse than Hannah's 
liberality, and the long, weary walk.' I thonght so too, and be-:;an to 
apprehend that our walk had been in vain, when the lad acrain appeared, 
and said that we might walk in, for his mother was dressed~ 

Emilia, true to her determination, went no farther than the passage. 
In vai~ were. all my entreating looks and mute appeals to her benevolence 
and fr.Iendshlp; I ~'as forced to enter alone the apartment that contained 
the. d~stressed famIly. I felt that I was treading upon sacred ground, for 
~ PitYIng angel hovers over the abode of suffering virtue, and hallows all 
Its woes. On a rude bench,. before .the fire, sat a lady, between thirty and 
forty years of age, dressed In a thIn, coloured muslin (Town the most in­
appropriate garment for the rigour of the season but "'in air probability: 
the only decent one that she re~ained. A subd~ed ~elancholy looked 
fort~ fr~m her large, dark, pensive eyes. She appeared like one whO', 
haVIng dlscover.ed the full extent of her misery, had proudly steeled her 
heart to bear ~t. Her conntenance was very pleasing, and, in early life 
(but s~e was stIll yonng), she must have been eminently handsome. Near 
h~r, With her head bent down, and shaded by her thin, slender band, her 
slIght figure scarcely covered by her scanty clothing sat her eldest 
daughter, a gentle,. s\\:eet-Iookinggirl, who held in h'er aJ:!llS a baby 
b.rother, whose de~tJtut~on .she endeavoured to conceal. It was a touching 
SIght; that sllffenng glrl.Just stepping into womanhood hiding against 
her young bosom the nakedness of the little creature she ioved. Another 
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fine boy, whose neat!y-patched clothes had not one piece of the original 
~tuff apparently left m them, st~od l;lehind his mother, with dark, glisten­
lllg eyes fastened upon me, as If amused, and wondering who I was, and 
what busmess I could have there. A pale and attenuated but very 
pretty, d~licately-featured little girl was seated on a low stooi before the 
fire .• Thls was old Jenny's darling, Ellie, or Eloise. A rude bedstead of 
home manufacture, in a corner of the room, covered with a coarse woolien 
quilt, contained two little boys, who had crept. into it to conceal their 
wants from the eyes of the stranger. On the table :lay a dozen peeled 
potatoes, and a sD?-all pot was boiling on the fire, to receive this their 
scant~ an~ only dady meal. There was such an air of patient and enduring 
8uffermg m the whole group, that, as I gazed heart-stricken upon it my 
fortitude quite gave way, and I burst into tears. ' 

Mrs. N-- first broke the painful silence, and, rather proudly, 3-sked 
me to whom she had the pleasure of speaking. I made a desperate effort to 
reg~in my composure, and told her! but wi~h much embarrassment,my name, 
addmg that I was so well acquamted WIth her and her children, through 
Jenny, that I could not consider her as a stranger; that I hoped that, as 
I was the wife of an officer, and, like her, a resident in the bush, and well 
acquainted with all its trials and priYations, she would look upon me as a 
friend. She seemed surprised and annoyed, and I found no small difficulty 
in introducing the object of my visit; but the day was rapidly declining, 
and I knew that not a moment was to be lost. At first she coldly rejected 
all offers of service, and said that she was contented, and wanted fOt 
nothing. I appealed to the situation in which I beheld herself and her 
children, and implored her, for tbeir sakes, n,ot to refuse help from friends 
who felt for her distress. Her maternal feeliQgs triumphed over her 
assumed indifference, and when she saw me weeping, for I could no 
longer restrain my tears, her pride 'yielded, and for some minutes not a 
word was spoken. I heard the large tears, as they slowly fell from hel:' 
daughter's eyes, drop one by one upon her garments. 

At last the poor girl sobbed out, ' Dear mamma, why conceal the truth? 
You know that we are nearly naked, and starving.' Then came the 
sad tale of domestic woes: the absence of the husband and eldest son; 
the uncertainty as to where they were, or in what engaged; the utter 
want of means to procure the common necessaries of life; the sale of the 
only remaining cow that used to provide the children with food. It had 
been sold for twelve dollars, part to be paid in cash, part in potatoes; 
the potatoes were nearly exhausted, and they were allowanced to so many 
a day. But the six dollars she had retained as their last resource. Alas! 
she had sent the eldest boy the day before to P--, to get a letter out of 
the post-office, which she hoped contained s.ome tidings of ~er husband 
and son. She was all anxiety and expectatIOn-but the chIld returned 
late at night without the letter which they ~ad longed for with such 
feverish impatience. The six dollars upon w~lCh they h~d depended. for 
a supply of food were in notes of the Farmers Bank, whlCh at that tlme' 
would not pass for money, and which the roguish purc~aser of the cow 
had passed off upon this distressed family. Oh! lmagme, ye who revel 
in riches-who can daily throwaway a large sum upon the merest toy­
the cruel disappointment, the bitter agony.of this p.oor mother's hel!-rt, 
when she received this calamitous news, III the mldst of her starvmg 
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children! For the last nine weeks they had lived ?pon a scanty.supply 
of potatoes i-they had not tasted rail!ed bread or ammal food. for elghtll~n 
months! 'Ellie,' said I, anxious to introduce .the sack, which had lam 
like a nightmare upon my mind 'I have somethmg for you; Jenny baked 
some loaves last night, and sent' them to you with her. best love.' . 

The eyes of all the children grew bright. 'You WIll find the sa?k with 
the bread in the passage,' said I, to one of the boys. He rushed Joyfully 
out and returned with Mrs. -- and the sack. Her bland and affec­
tio~ate greeting restored us all to tranquillity. The delighted boy opened 
the sack. The first thing he produced was the ham. . 

'Oh,' said I, 'that if! a ham that my sister sent to Mrs. N--; 'tIs of 
her own curing, and she thought that it might be acceptable.' Then 
came the white fish, nicely packed in a clean cloth. 'Mrs. C-- thought 
fish might be a treat to Mrs. N--, as she lived so far from the great 
lakes.' Then came Jenny's bread, which had already been introduced. 
The beef, and tea, and sugar, fell upon the floor without any comment. 
Th~ first .scmples had been. overcome, an~ t~e day. was ours. 'And now, 
ladles,' saId ])ftl&. N--, with true hospitality, 'sruce you have brought 
refreshments with you, permit me to cook something for your dinner.' 

The scene I had just witnessed had produced such a choking sensation 
that all my hunger had vanished. Before we could accept or refuse Mrs. 
N--'s kind offer, Mr. T-- arrived, to hurry us off. 

It was two o'clock when we descended the hill in front of the house, 
that led by a side-path round to the road, and commenced our homeward 
route. I thought the four miles of clearings would never be passed; and 
the English Line appeared to have no end. At length we entered once 
more the dark forest. The setting sun gleamed along the ground; the 
necessity of exerting our utmost speed, and getting through the great 
swamp before darkness surrounded us, was apparent to all. The men 
strode vigorously forward, for they had been refreshed with a substantial 
dinner of potatoes and pork, washed down with a glass of whisky. at the 
cottage in which they had waited for us; but poor Emilia and I, faint, 
hungry, and foot-sore, it was with the greatest difficulty we could keep 
up. I thought of Rosalind, as our march up and down the fallen logs 
recommenced, and often exclaimed with her 'Oh Jupiter! how weary 
are my legs !' Night closed in just as we ~ached the beaver meadow. 
Here our ears were greeted with the sound of weIl-known voices. James 
and Henry C -- had brought the ox-sleigh to meet us at the edge of the 
bush. Never:was splendid equipage greeted with such delight. Emilia 
aud I, now fairly exha~sted with fatigue, scrambled into it, and lying 
down on the straw whICh covered the bottom of the rude vehicle we 
drew the buffalo robes over our faces, and actually slept soundly ~til 
we reached Colouel C--'s hospitable door. 

An e~cellent supper of hot fish aud fried venison was smoking on the 
table, WIth other goo~ cheer, to which we did ample justice. I, for one, 
never ~as so hungry m my life. We had fasted for twelve hours, and that 
on an lllt~nsely cold day, and had walked during that period upwards of 
twenty mlle~. Never, never shall I forget that weary walk to Dummer! 
but a blessmg followed it. It was midnight when Emilia and 1 reached 
~y humble home; our goo~. friends. the oxen being again put in requisi­
tIOn to carry us there. Emilia went lIDmediately to bed, from which she 
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was unable to rise for several days. In the meanwIJile I wrote to Moodie 
an account of the scene I ha~ witnessed, and he raised a subscription 
am~lDg the officers of the regIment for tbe poor lady and her children 
which amounted to forty dollars. Emilia lost no time in making a fuli 
report to her frie~ds at P--; ~ and. before a week passed away, Mrs. 
N--. and her family were removed thIther by several benevolent indivi­
duals ill the pla:ce. A neat cottage was hired for her; and, to the honour 
of Canada be It spoken, all who could afford a donation gave cheerfully. 
Farmers le~ at her door, pork, beef, flour, and potatoes; the storekeepers 
sent grocerIes, and goods to make clothes for the children' the shoemakers 
co~tributed boots for the boys; while the ladies did all in their power to 
lIJ!S~!;t and comfort .the gentle creatures thus thrown by Providence upon 
their bounty. WhIle Mrs. N-- remained at P-- she did not want 
for any comf?rt. Her children were clothed and her rent paid by her 
benevolent friends, and her house supplied with food and many comforts 
from the ~ame source. Respected and beloved by all who knew her, it 
would have been well had she never left the quiet asylum where for 
several years she enjoyed tranquillity and a respectable competence from 
her school; but in an evil hour she followed her worthless husband to the 
Southern States, and again suffered all the woes whicb drunkenness inflicts 
upon the wives and children of its degraded victims. 

XXVI.-A CHANGE IN OUR PROSPECTS. 

DURING my illness, a kind neigbbour, who had not only frequently come 
to see me, but had brought me many nourishing things made by her own 
fair hands, took a great fancy to my second daughter, who, lively and vola­
tile, could not be induced to remain quiet in the sick cham bel'. The noise 
she made greatly retarded my recovery, and Mrs. H--took her home 
with her, as the only means of obtaining for me necessary rest. During 
that winter, and through the ensuing summer, I only received occasional 
visits from my little girl, who, fairly established with her new friends, 
looked upon their house as bel' home. This separation, which was felt as 
a great benefit at the time, greatly estranged the affections of the child 
from her own people. She saw us so seldom that she almost regarded us, 
when she did meet, as strangers; and I often deeply lamented the hour 
when I had unwittingly suffered the threefold cord of domestic love to be 
unravelled by absence, and the flattering attentions which fed the vanity 
of a beautiful child without strengthening her moral character. Mrs. 
H--, whose husba'nd was wealthy, was a generous warm-hearted girl of 
eighteen. Lovely in person, and fascinating in manners, and still too y~ung 
to have any idea of forming the character of,~. child, she dressed the lIttle 
creature expensively; and, by constantly pr.alsi~g her personal appearance, 
gave her an idea of her own importance whICh It took many ye~rs t? era­
dicate. It is a great error to suffer a child, who has been tramed m. the 
hard school of poverty and self-denial; t<? be transplan~ed sl:ddenly mto 
the hotbeil of vrealih and luxury. The Idea of the chlld bemg so much 
happier and better off blinds her fond parents to the dangers of her ~ew 
situation where shc is sure to contract a dislike to all useful occupatlOn, 
and to lo~k upon scanty means and pla~n. clothing as a disg:ace. If t!re 
reaction is bad for a g~)Vn-up person, It IS almost destructIve to a child 



236 ROUGIUNG IT IN THE BUSH. 

who is incapable of moral reflection. Whenever I saw little Addie, and 
remarked the growing coldness of her manne~ towar~s ';ls, ruy heart 
reproached rue for having exposed her to temptation. Sbl~ I~ the eye. of 
the world, she was much better situated than she could posRlbly be with 
us. The heart of the parent could alone understand .the chan&"e. SO B~~­
sible was her father of this alteration, that the first time he paId tiS a VISit 
he went and brought home his child. 'If she remain so long away from 
us, at her tender years,' he said, 'she will cease to love us. ~ll ~he wealth 
in the world would not compensate me for the love of my child. 

The removal of my sister rendered my separation from my husband 
doubly lonely and irksome. Sometimes the desire to see and co~verse 
with hiru would press so painfully on my heart that I would get up m t~e 
night, strike a light, and sit down and write him a long letter, and ~e}l hIm 
all that wa.~ in my mind; and when I had thus unburdened my sp~nt, t.h~ 
letter was committed to the flames, and after fervently commendmg hiDt; 
to the care of the Great Father of mankind, I would lay down my throbif 
bing head on my pillow beside our first-born son, and sleep tranquilly. 

It is a strange fact that many of my husband's letters to me were 
written at the very time when I felt those irresistible impulses to hold 
communion with him. Why should we be ashamed to admit openly our 
belief in this mysterious intercourse between the spirits of those who are 
bound to each other by the tender ties of friendship and affection, when 
the experience of every day proves its truth? Proverbs, which are tho 
wisdom of ages collected into a few brief words, tell us in one pithy sentence 
that' if we talk of the devil he is sure to appear.' While the name of a 
long-absent friend is in our mouth, the next moment brings him into our 
presence. How can this be, if mind did not meet mind, and the spirit had 
not a prophetic consciousness of the vicinity of another spirit, kindred 
with its own. This is an occurrence so common that I never met with 
any person to whom it had not happened; few will admit it to be a spiri­
tual agency, but in no other way can they satisfactorily explain its cause. 
If it were a mere coincidence, or combination of ordinary circumstances, 
it would not happen so often, and people wOJ.lld not be led to speak of the 
long-absent always at the moment when they are just about to present 
themselves before them. My husband was no believer in what he termed 
my fanciful, speculative theories; yet at the time when his youngest boy 
aJ?-d myself lay ~ange.rously ill, and hardly expected to live, I received from 
hIm a letter wrItten m great haste which commenced with this sentence: 
'Do write to me, dear S--, whe~ you receive this. I have felt very un­
easy about you for some days past, anel am afraid that all is not right at 
h?me;' Whence came this sudden fear? Why at that particular time 
d~d hIS thoughts turn. so ~esp0!ldingly towards those so dear to him? Why 
dId the dark cloud m hIS mmd hang so heavily above his home? The 
burde.n of my weary and distressed spirit had reached him j aud, without 
knowmg of our sufferin~s and danger, his own responded to the call . 
. T~e holy and mystenous nature of mau is yet hidden from himself; he 
~s stIll a ~t.r~nger to the movements of that inner life, and knows little of 
Its c~pablhtles alld.P?wers. A purer religion, a higher standard of moral 
and mtell~ctual trammg may in time reveal all this. Man stilll'emains a 
half~recl~lmed savag.e; the leaven of Christianity is slowly and surely 
wor ng Its way, but It has not yet changed the whoie lump, or transformed 
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th~ defor~ed into the beauteous child of G?d. Oh, for tha~ glorious day! 
It IS comll~g. The dark clouds of humamty are already tmged with the 
golden radIance of the dawn, but the sun of righteousness has not yet 
arisen upon the world with healing on his wings; the light of truth still 
struggles in the womb of darkness, and man stumbles 011 to the fulfilment 
of his sublime and mysterious destiny. This spring I was not a little 
puzzled how to get in the crops. I still continued so weak that I was 
q~ite ~lllable to assist in ~he field, ~nd my good old Jenny was sorely troubled 
wl~h mfla~ed feet, whICh reqmred constant care. At this juncture, a 
nelghbourmg settler, who had recently come among us, offered to put in 
my small crop of peas, potatoes, and oats, in all not comprising more than 
eight acres, if I would lend him my oxen to log-up a large fallow of ten 
acres, and put in his own CI·OpS. Trusting to his fair dealing, I consented 
to this arrangement; but he took advantage of my isolated position, and 
not only logged-up his fallow, but put in all his spring crops before he 
sowed an acre of mine. The oxen were worked down so low that they 
were almost unfit for use, and my crops were put in so late, and with such 
little care, that they aU proved a failure. I should have felt this loss more 
severely had it happened in any previous year; but I had ceased to feel 
that deep interest in the affairs of the farm, from a sort of conviction in 
my own mind that it would not long remain my home. 

Jenny and I did our best in the way of hoeing and weeding; but no 
industry on our part could repair the injury done to the seed by being 
sown out of season. We therefore confined our attention to the garden, 
which, as usual, was very productive, and with milk, fresh butter, and 
eggs, supplied the simple wants of our family. Emilia enlivened our soli­
tude by her company, for several weeks during the summer, and we h.ad 
many pleasant excursions on the water together. My knowledge of the 
use of the paddle, however, was not entirely without its danger. 

One very windy Sunday afternoon, a servant-girl who lived with my 
friend Mrs. C--, came crying to the house, and implored the use of my 
canoe and paddles, to cross the lake to see her dying father. The request 
was instantly granted; but there was no man upon the place to ferry her 
across, and she could not manage the boat herself-in short, had never 

-en in a canoe in her life. The girl was deeply distressed. She said that 
,he had got word that her father could scarcely live till she could reach 
Smith-town; that if she went round by the bridge, she must walk five 
miles, while if she crossed the lake, she could be home in half-an-hour. 

I did not much like the angry swell upon the water, but the poor crea­
ture was in such grief that I told her, if she was not afraid of vell~urjng 
with me, I would try and put her over. She expressed her thanks m the 
warmest terms, accompanied by a shower of blessings; and I took the 
paddles and went down to the la~djng. ~enny was verr averse to my 
tempting Providence, as she termed It, and WIshed that I mIght get back as 
safe as I went. However, the old woman launched the canoe for me, 
pushed us from the shore, and away we went. The wind was in my 
favour, and I found so little trouble in getting across that I began to laugh 
at my own timidity. I put the girl on shore, and endeavoured to shape 
my passage home. But this I found was no easy task. The water was 
rough, and the wind high, and the strong current, w~ich runs thro~gh 
that part of the lake to the Smith Rapids, was dead agamst me. In vam I 
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laboured to cross this current; it resisted all my ~fforts, !l'nd at each re­
pulse I was carried farther down towards the Rapids, whlCh were full of 
sunken rocks, and hard for the strong arm o~ a man. to stem-to the weak 
hand of a womau their safe passage was impossible. I began to feel 
rather uneasy at the awkward sitlJation in which I.r0und myself placed, 
and for some time I made desperate efforts to extrlcate myself, by pad­
dling with all my might. I soon g~ve this up, and contented myself.by 
steerin'" the canoe in the path that it thought fit to pursue. After drift­
in'" do~u with the current for some little space, until I came opposite a 
a ;mall island, I put out all my strength to gain the land. In this I fortu­
nately succeeded, and getting on shure, I contrived to drag the canoe so 
far round the headland that I got her out of the current. All now was 
smooth sailing, and I joyfully answered old Jenny's yells from the landing, 
that I was safe, and would join her in a few minutes. ' 

This fortunate manOOllvre stood me in good sbad upon another occasion, 
when crossing the lake, some weeks after this, in company with a young 
fema.le friend, duriu.g a sudden storm. Two Indian women, hea.vily laden 
with their packs of dried venison, called at the house to borrow the canoe', 
to join their encampment upon the other side. It so happened that I 
wanted to send to the mill that afternoon, and the boat could not be re­
turned in time without I went over with the Indian women and brought 
it back. My young friend wag delighted at the idea of the frolic, and as 
she could both steer and paddle, and the day was calm and bright, though. 
excessively warm, we both a~reed to accompany the squaws to the other 
side, and bring back the canoe. 

Mrs. Muskrat had fallen in love with a. fine fat kitten, whom the children 
had called" Buttermilk," and she begged 80 hard for the little puss, that I 
presented it to her, rather marvelling how she would contrive to carry it 
so many miles through the woods, and she loaded with such an enormous 
pack; when, lo! the squaw took down the bundle, and, in the heart of the 
piles of dried venison, she deposited the cat in a small basket giving it a 
thin slice of the meat to console it for its close confinem'ent. PaBs 
received the donation with piteous mews; it was evident that mice and 
freedom were preferred by her to venison and the honour of riding on a 
squaw's back. The squaws paddled us quickly across, and we laughed and 
chatted as we bounded over the blue waves, until we were landed in a dark 
cedar-swamp, in the heart ?f which we found the Indian encampmeut. 

A large ~arty were.lounglO.g around the fire, superintendin~ the drying 
of a quantity of vemson whlCh was suspended on forked sticks. Besides 
the flesh of the deer, a number of mu;!k-rats were skinned and extended as 
if standing bolt upright before. the fire, warming their pa.ws. The ap­
pearance they cut was mORt ludlCr~us. My young friend pointed to the 
musk-rats, as she sank down, laughmg, upon one of the skins. 

Old Snow-storm, who was present, imagined that she wanted one of 
them ,to eat, and very gravely nanded her the. unsavoury beast, stick and 
all. Does th.e ~ld man take me for a canmbal?' she said. 'I would as 
soon eat a ?hild. Among the lllany odd things cooking at that fire there 
was something that had the appearance of a bull-fro"'. 

'What can that be?' she said, directing my eyes t~ the strange monster: 
, Surely t~ey don't eat bull-frogs!' This sally was received by a grunt of 
approbatlOn from Snow-storm; and, though Indians seldom forget their 
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di~i~y so far a:s to laugh, ~e for ~nce laid aside his stoical gravity, and, 
tw!rling tho thmg r~und wIth a stIck, burst into a hearty peal. 

Muckakee? Indian eat muckakee ?-Ha! ha! Indian no eat muckakee! 
Fr~nchmans eat his hin~ legs; they sa:f the speckled beast much good. 
This n? ,,:,uc!cakee !-t~e lIver of deer, drIed-very nice-Indian eat him.' 

'I WISll hIm much JOY of the delicate morsel,' said the Si;tucy girl who 
was intent upo~ quizzing and examining everything in the camp. ' 

We bad remamed the best part of an hour, when Mrs. Muskrat laid hold 
o! I?Y hand, and leading me through. the bush to the shore, pointed up 
SIgmficantly to a ~loud, as dark as mght, that hung loweringly over the 
bush. 'Thunder m that cloud-get over the lake-quick, quick before it 
breaks!' Then motioning for ns to jump into the canoe, she th~ew in the 
paddles, and then pushed us from the shore. 

We saw the necessity of haste, and both plied the paddle with diligence 
to gain the opposite bank, or at least the shelter of the island, before the 
cloud poured down its fury upon us. We were just in the middle of the 
current when the first peal of thunder broke with startling nearness over 
our heads. The storm frowncd darkly upon the woods; the rain came 
down in torren~s; and there were we exposed to its utmost fury in the 
middle of a current too strong for us to stem. 

'What shall we do ? We shall be drowned!' said my young friend, 
turning her pale, tearful face towards me.·-' Let the canoe float down the 
current till we get close to the isla.nd; then run her into the land. I saved 
myself once before by this plan.' We did so, and were safe; but there we 
had to remain, wet to our skins, until the wind and the rain abated 
sufficiently for us to manage our little craft. 'How do you like being upon 
the lake in a storm like this?' I whispered to my shivering, dripping 
companion.-' Very well in romance, but terribly dull in reality. We 
cannot, however, call it a dry joke,' continued she, wringing the raill from 
her dress. 'I wish we were suspended over Old Snow-storm's fire with 
the bull-frog, for I hate a shower-bath with my clothes on.' 

I took warning by this adventure, never to cross the lake again without 
a stronger arm than mine in the canoe to steer me safely through the 
current. I received much kind attention from my new neighbour, the 
Rev. W. W--, a truly excellent and pious clergyman of the English 
Church. The good, white-haired old man expressed the kindest sympathy 
in all my trials, and strengthened me greatly with his benevolent counsels 
and gentle charity. Mr. W-- was a true follower of Christ. His Chris­
tianity was not confined to bis own denomination; and every Sabbath 
his 10g-cottaCTe was filled with attentive auditors, of all persuasions, who 
flet togethe; to listen to the word of life delivered to them by a Christian 
minister in the wilderness. He had been a very fine preacher, and though 
considerably turned of seventy, his voice was still excellent, and his 
manner solemn and impressive. His only son, a young man of twenty­
eight years of age, had received a serious injury in the brain by falling 
upon a turf-spade from a loft window when a child, and his intellect ~ad 
remained stationary from that time. Poor Harry was an innocent chIld; 
he loved his parents with the simplicity of a child, and all ~bo spoke 
kindly to him he regarded as friends. Like most persoIls of hIS caste of 
mind his predilection for pet animals was a prominent instinct. He was 
always followed by two dogs, whom he regarded with especial favour. The 
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moment he caught your eye, he looked down admiringly il~on. his four­
footed attendants, patting their sleek necks, and murm~rmg, NIce dogs­
nice dogs.' Harry had singled out myself an~ my lIttle ones as gr~at 
favourites. He would gather flowers for the .glrls, ~nd catch ~utter1hes 
for the boys' while to me he always gave the tItle of dear aunt. 

It so happ~ned that one fine morning I wanted to walk a couple of miles 
through the bush, to spend the day ~ith M~s. C--; but the woods were 
full of the cattle belongina to the nelghbourmg settlers, and of these I was 
terribly afraid. Whilst t was dressing the little girls to accompany me, 
Harry W-- came in with a message from his mother. 'Oh, thought I, 
here is Harry W--. He will walk with us through the bush, and defend 
llS from the cattle.' The proposition was made, and Harry was not a 
little proud of .being invi.ted to )oin our party. We had ~cc~mplished half 
the distance WIthout seemg a smgle hoof; and I was begmnmg to congra­
tulate myself upon.our unusual luck, when a large red ox,·madde!led by the 
st.ings of the gad. flies, ~ame headlo~g thr?ugh the brush, to~smg ~p the 
withered leaves and dned moss .. nth hIS horns, and makmg dIrectly 
towards us. I screamed to my champion for help; but where was he?-:-. 
running like a frightened chissmunk along the fallen timber, shouting ~o 
my eldest girl, at the top of his voice. 'Hun, Katty, run !-The bull, the 
bull! Run, Katty!-The bull, the bull!' -leaving us poor creatures far 
behind in the chase. The bull, who cared not one fig for us, did not even 
stop to give us a passing stare, and was soon lost among the trees j while 
our valiant knight never stopped to see what had become of us, but made 
the best of his way home. So much for taking an innocent for a guard. 

The next month most of the militia regiments were disbanded. My 
husband's services were no longer required at B--, and he once more 
returned to help to gather in our scanty harvest. Many of the old debts 
were paid off by his hard-saved pay; and though all hope of continuing in 
the militia service was at an end, our condition was so much improved 
that we looked less to the dark than to the sunny side of the landscape. 

The potato crop was gathered in, and I had collected my store of 
Dandelion-roots for our winter supply of coffee, when one day brought a 
ll!tter. to my h~sband from the G?vernor's secretary, offering him the 
SI!UatlOn o~ sherIff of the V--- dIstrict. Though perfectly unacquainted 
WIth the dIfficulties and respono;ibilities of such an important office my 
husband looked upon it as a gift seut from heaven to remove us frorr: the 
sorrows and poverty with which we were surrounded in the woods. 

Once more he bade usl farewell; but it was to go and make ready a 
home fo: us,. that we should no more be Reparated from each other. 

He~rtlly dId I return thanks to God that night for all his mercies to w_ 
a.nd SIr George Arthur was not forgotten in those prayers. From B--, 
my husband wrote to .me to make what haste I could in disposing of our 
crops, household furmture, stock, and farming implements· and to prepare 
myself and the children to join him on the first fall of ;now that would 
make the roads p~acticable for sleighing. To facilitate this object, he sent 
me a box of clotbmg, to m.ake up for myself and the children. 

For seven years I had lived out of the world entirely i my person bad 
been rendered coarse by hard work and exposure to the weather. I looked 
d?~ble the age I really was, a!ld my hair was already thicldy sprinkled 
WI grey. I clung to my solitude. I did not like to be dragged from it 
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to mingle in gay scenes, in a busy town and with gaily-dressed people. 1 
was no longer fit for the world; I had lost all relish for the pursuits and 
pleasures which are so essential to its votaries; I was contented to live 
a~d die in obscurity. My dear Emilia rejoiced, like a true friend, in my 
cnanged prospects, and came up to help me to cut clothes for the children 
and to assist me in preparing them for the journey. ' 

I succeeded in selling off our goods and chattels much better than I 
e3:pected. Myoid friend Mr. W--, who was a new comer, became the 
principal purchaser, and when Christmas arrived, I had not one article left 
upon my hands save the bedding, which it was necessary to take with us. 

XXVII.-ADIEU TO THE WOODS. 

NEVER did eager British children look for the first violets and primroses 
I\lf spring with more impatience than my baby boys and girls watched, 
(hy after day, for the first snow-flakes that were to form the road to 
convey them to their absent father. 'Winter never means to come this 
year. It will' never snow again l' exclaimed my eldest boy, turning from 
the window on Christmas-day, with the most rueful aspect that ever 
greeted the broad, gay beams of the glorious sun. It was like a spring 

. day. The little lake in front of the window glittered like a mirror of 
silver, set in its dark frame of pine-woods. 

I, t.oo, was wearying for the snow, and was tempted to think that it did 
not come as early as usual, in order to disappoint us. But I kept this to 
myself, and cOrQ.forted the expecting child with the oft-repeated assertion 
that it would certainly snow upon the morrow. But the morrow came 
and passed away, and many other morrows, and the same mild, open 
weather prevailed. The last night of the old year was ushered in with 
furious storms of wind and snow; the rafters of our log-cabin shook 
beneath the violence of the gale, which swept up from the lake like a lion 
roaring for its prey, driving the snow-flakes through every open crevice, of 
which there were not a few, and powdering the floor until it rivalled in 
whiteness the ground without. ' Oh, what a dreadful night l' we cried, as 
we huddled, shivering, around the old broken stove. 'A person abroad in 
the woods to-night would be frozen. Flesh and blood eould not long 
stand this cutting wind.'-' It reminds me of the commencement of a 
laughable extempore ditty,' ,smd I to my young friend, A. 0--, who was 
staying with me, 'compo.sed by my husband, during the first very cold 
night we spent in Canada ;' 

. Oh, the cold of Canada nobody knows, 
The fire burns our shoes without warming our toes; 
Oh, dear. what shall we do? 
Our blankets are thin, and our noses are blue­
Our-noses are blue and our blankets are thin, 
It's at zero without, and we're freezing within! 

(Cltorlts). Oh, dear, what shall we do? 
'But joking apart, my dear A--, we ought to be very thankful that 

we are' not travelling this night to B--.'-'But to-mor:ow,' said my 
eldest boy, lifting up his curly head f~o~ my lap. 'It will be fine to­
morrow, and we shall see dear papa agall. 

In this hope he lay down on his little bed upon the floor, and was soon 
fast asleep; perhaps dreaming of that eagerly-anticipated journey, and of 



242 ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH. 

meeting his beloved father. Sleep was a stranger to my eyea. The 
tempest raged so furiously without that 1 was fearful the roof w:ould be 
carried off the house or that the chimney would take fire. The mght was 
far advanced when did Jenny and myself retired to bed .. 

My boy's words were prophetic; that was the last m~ht ~ ever spent 
in the bush-in the dear forest home which I had loved In spIte of all the 
hardships which we had endured since we pitched our tent in the ba~k­
woods. It was the birthplace of my three boys, the school of hIgh 
resolve and energetic action in which we had learned. to meet <:alm~y an.d 
successfully to battIe with the ills of life. Nor dId 1 leave It WIthout 
many regretful tears, to mingle once more with a world to whose usages, 
during my long solitude, 1 had become almost a stranger, and to whose 
praise or blame 1 felt alike indifferent. 

When the day dawned, the whole forest scenery lay glittering in a. 
mantle of dazzling white; the sun shone brightly, ~he heavens were 
intensely blue, but the cold was so severe that every arhcle of food had to 
be thawed before we could get our breakfast. The very blankets that 
covered us during the night were stiff with our frozen breath. 'I hope 
the sleighs won't come to-day,' I cried; 'we should be frozen on the long 
journey.' About noon two sleighs turned into our clearing. Old Jenny 
ran screaming into the room, 'The masther has sent for us at last! The 
sleighs are come! Fine large sleighs, and illigant teams of horses! Oeh, 
and it's a cowld day for the wee things to lave the bush.' 

The snow had been a week in advance of us at B--, and my husband 
had sent up the teams to remove us. The children jumped about, and 
laughed aloud for joy. Old Jenny did not know whether to laugh or cry, 
but she set about helping me to pack up trunks and bedding as fast a8 
our cold hands would permit. In the midst of the confusion, my brother 
arrived, like a good genius, to our assistance, declaring his determinati.cml 
~o take ~s down to B-- himself in his large lumber-sleigh. This waS 
lll~eed J~yful n~ws. In less than three hours he despatched the hired 
sle~g~s WIth theIr loads, and we all stood together in the empty house, 
stnvlllg to warm our hands over the embers of the expiring fire. . 

How cold and desolate every object appeared! The small windowa; 
half blocked uI? wit~ snow, scarcely allowed a glimpse of the declining sun 
to cheer us WIth his serene aspect. In spite of the cold several kind 
frien?s h~ waded throug~ the deep snow to say, 'God bles~ you !-Good­
bye; w~llie a ,group of SIlent ]ndia~s stood together, gazing upon our 
proceedmgs WIth an earnestness whICh showed that they were not un­
interested in t,he scene. As W/l passed out to the sleigh, they press,' 
forward, ~nd sllentlY,held ~ut their hands, while the squaws kissed ~ 
~nd the ,little one~ WIth tearful eyes. They had been true friends to us 
ID our dIre necessIty, and .1 returned .their mute farewell from my very 
?eart. ~Ir. S-- sprang IDto the sleIgh. One of our party was missing. 

Jenny. sh~uted my brother, at tile top of his voice 'it is too cold to 
~eep your mIstress and the little children waitin".'-lOch shure thin it 
IS I that am comin' !' returned the old body, as sh~ issued f;om the hou'se. 

Shouts of laughter greeted her appearance. The figure she cut upon 
that memorable day I shall never forget. My brother dropped the reins 
hPo~ the horses' necks, and fairly roared. Jenny was about to commence 

er Journey to the front in thi'ee hats. Was it to protect her from the 
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cold? Oh, no; Jenny was not afraid ofthe cold! She could have eaten her 
breakfast .on the north side of an iceberg, and always dispensed with 
shoes, dnrmg the most severe of our Oanadian winters. It was to protect 
these precious articles from injury. 

Our good ~eighbour, Mrs. W ---, had presented her with an old sky 
b!u~ dr~wn-sllk bonnet, as a parting benediction. This, by way of 
d~stIllctlOn, ~or she J?ever had possessed such an article of luxury as a 
~ilk bonnet III her hfe. Jenny had placed over the coarse calico cap, with 
Its full furbelow of the same yellow, ill-wa.<;hed, homely material, next to 
her head; over this, as second in degree, a sun-burnt straw hat with 
faded pink ribbons, just showed its broken rim and tawdr'y trim~ings ; 
and, to crown all, and serve as a guard to the rest, a really serviceable 
grey-beaver bonnet, once mine, towered up as high as the celebrated 
crown in which Brother Peter figures in Swift's' Tale of a Tub.' 

'Mercy, Jenny! vVhy, old woma.n, you don't mean to go with us that 
:figure 1'-' Och, my dear heart! I've no band-cox to kape the cowld from 
desth~oying my illigant bonnets,' returned Jenny, laying her hand upon 
the Side of the sleigh. 'Go back, Jenny; go back,' cried my brother. 
• For God's sake take all that tom-foolery from off your head. We shall 
be the laughing-stock of every village we pass throngh.'-' Och, shure 
now, Mr. S--, who'd think of looking at an owld crathur like me! It's 
only yersel' that would notice the like.'-' All the world, everybody Wvuld 
look at you, Jenny. I believe that you put on those hats to draw the 
attention of all the young fellows that we shall happen to meet on the 
road. Ha, Jenny!, With an air of offended dignity, the old woman 
returned t.o the house to re-arrange her toilet, and provide for the safety 
of her' illigant bonnets,' one of which she suspended to the strings of her 
cloak, while she carried the third dan "ling in her haud; and no persuasion 
of mine could induce her to put them out of sight. 

Many painful and conflicting emotions agitated my mind, but found no 
utterauce in words, as we entered the forest path, and I looked my last 
upon that humble borne consecrated by the memory of a thousand sorrows. 
Every object had become endeared to me during my long exile from 
civilised life. I loved the lonely lake, with its magnificent belt of dark 
pines sighing in the breeze; the cedar-swamp, the summer horne of my 
dark Indiall friends; my own dear little garden, with its rugged sllake­
fence which I had helped Jenny to place with my own hands. and which I 
had assisted the faithful woman in cultivating for the la.~t three years, 
where I had so often braved the tormenting musquitoes, black-flies, and 
intense heat, to provide vegetables for the use of the family. Even the 
cows, that had given a breakfast for the last time to my children .. were 
now regarded with mournful affectiou. A poor labourer stood III the 
doorway of the deserted house, holding my noble water-dog, Rover, in a 
string. The poor fellow gave a joyolls bark as my eyes fell upon him. 

'James J--, take care of my dog.'-' Never fear, ma'am, be shall bide 
with me as long as he lives.' ' He aud the Indians at least feel grieved for 
our departure,' I thought. Love is 80 scarce in this world that we ought 
to prize it, however lowly the source from whence it flows. 

We accolOplished only twelve miles of our journey that night. The road 
lay through the bush, and along the banks of.the grand, rushing, foaming 
Otonabee river the wildest and most beautiful of forest streams. We 

, Q 2 
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slept at the house of kind friends, and early in the momini\' resumed our 
long journey, but minus one of our party. 01!r ol~ faVOUrIte cat, Pepper­
mint, had made her escape from the baske~ III whICh ~he had been con­
fined, and had scampered off, to the great grief of the chlld~en. 

A" we passed Mrs. H--'s house, we called for dear -f'.ddle. Mr. H-­
brought her in his arms to the gate, well w:apped up III a large .fur c~p~ 
and a warm woollen shawl. 'You are robblllg me of my d~ar Ilttl~ gJr~ 
he said. 'Mrs. H-- is absent; she told me not to part With her If you 
should call' but I could not detain her without your consent. Now that 
you have se~n her, allow me to keep her for a few months longer?' 

Addie was in the sleigh. I put my arm about her. I felt I ~ad my 
child aCTain, and I secretly rejoiced in the possession of my own. I smcerely 
thanked him for his kindness, and Mr. S-- drove on. 

At ~rr. R--'s we found a parcel from dear Emilia, containing a plum­
cake and other good things for the children. .Her kin~J?ess never flagged. 

We crossed the bridCTe over the Otonabee, III the rlsmg town of Peter­
borough, at eight o'clo;k in the morning. :Winter had now set in fai.rly. 
The children were glad to huddle together III the bottom of the sleigh, 
lInder the buffalo skins anel blankets; all but my eldest boy, who, just 
turned of five years old, was enchanted with all he heard and saw, and 
continued to stand up and gaze around him. Born in the forest, which 
he had never quitted before, the sight of a town was such a novelty that 
he could find no words wherewith to express his astonishment. 

, Are the houses come to see one another?' he asked. ' How did they 
all meet he»e?' The question greatly amused his uncle, who took some 
pains to explain to him the difference between town and country. Duriru; 
the day, we got rid of old Jenny and her bonnets, whom we found a very 
refractory travelling companion; as wilful, and far more difficult to manage 
than a young child. Fortunately, we overtook the sleighs with the furni~ 
ture, and lIfr. S-- transferred Jenny to the care of one of the drivers; 
an arrangement that proved satisfactory to all parties. 

We had been most fortunate in obtaining comfortable 10dginCTs for the 
ni~ht. The evening had closed in so intensely cold that althouCTh we were 
only two I!liles from 0.--, Addie was so much affected by it that the 
dllld .lay SICk and pale III my arms, and, 'Yhen spoken to, seemed scarcely 
conscIOus of our presence. My brother Jumped from the front seat and 
came round to look at her. 'That child is ill with the cold; we must'stop 
.,om.ewhe~e to warm ~er, or sh~ will ha~dly h?ld out till we get to the inn 
at (--. We were Just enterIng the httle village of A-- in the vicinity 
of th~ ~ourt-house, and we. stopped at a pretty green cott'age, and askcc! 
permiSSion to warm the children. A stout, middle· aCTed woman came to 
the slei/i?h, and in the kindest manner requested us to "'alight. 

'I thInk I know that voice,' I said. 'Surely it cannot be Mrs. S---
who once kept the -- hotel at C-?' , 

'~frs. Moodie, y~u are welcome,' said the excellent woman, bestowing 
llpon me a most frI~ndly embrace; 'you and your children. I am heartily 
glad to ~ee you agaIn after so many years. God bless you all!' 

NothIng could exceed the kindness and hospitality of this generous 
woman; she would not hear of our leaving her that night and directing 
I,]):; 1.>l"other to put up his h01"8es in her stable, she made ~p a~ excellent 
lire lfl a large bedroom, and helped me to undress the little ones who 
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were a.lr~ady asl~ep, and to warm and feed the rest before we put them to 
bed. ThIs meetmg gave me real pleasure. In their station of life, I seldom 
have found a more worthy couple than this American and his wife' and 
having witnessed so many of their acts of kindness both to ourselv:s and 
ot~~rs, I entertai~ed for them a sincere respect a'nd affection, and truly 
rejOIced that ProVIdence had once more led me to the shelter of their roof. 

11-& • .8-- was absent, but I found little Mary-the sweet child who 
used .to listen with such delight to Moodie's flute-grown up into a 
beautiful girl; and the baby that was, a fine child of eight years old. The 
next morning was so intensely cold that my brother would not resume the 
jGurney until past ten o'clock, and even then it was a hazardous experi­
ment. vVe had not proceeded four miles before the horses were covered 
with icicles. Our hair was frozen as white as Old Time's solitary forelock, 
~ur eyelids stiff, and every limb aching with cold. 

'This will never do,' said my brother, turning to me; 'the children will 
freeze. I never felt the cold more severe than this.' 

'Where can we stop?' said I; 'we are miles from C--, and I see no 
prospect of the weather becoming milder.'-' Yes, yes; I know, by the 
very intensity of the cold, that a change is at hand. We seldom have 
more than three very severe days running, and this is the third. At all 
~vents, it is much warmer at night in this country than during the day; 
the wind drops, and the frost is more bearable. I know a worthy farmer 
who lives about a mile a-head; he "'ill gi,e us houseroom for a few hours, 

.and we will resume our journey in the evening. The moon is at full; and 
it will be easier to wrap the children up, and keep them warm when they 
are asleep. Shall we stop at Old Woodruff's 1'-' With ali my heart.' My 
teeth were chattering with the cold, and the children were crying over 
their aching fingers at the bottom of the sleigh. 

A few minutes' ride brought us to a large farmhouse, surrounded by 
-commodious sheds and barns. A fine orchard opposite, and a yard well­
liltocked with fat cattle and sheep, sleek geese, and plethoric-looking swine, 
,gave promise of a land of abundance and comfort. My brother ran into 
the house to see if the owner was at home, and presently returned, accom­
panied by the stanch Canadian yeoman and his daughter, who gave us ,l 
truly hearty welcome,. and assisted in removing the children from the sleigh 
to the cheerful fire, that made all bright and cozy within. 

Our host was a shrewd, humorous-looking Yorkshireman. His red, 
weather-beaten face and tall, athletic figure, bent as it was with hard 
Jabour, gave inciicati'ons of great personal s.trength; and a cer~ain knowing 
twinkle in his small, clear grey eyes, WhICh had been acqUIred by long 
clealing with the world, with a quiet, sarcastic smile that lurked round the 
(Jorners of his large mouth, gave you the idea of a man who. could not 
easily be deceived by his fellows; one who, th~>ugh no rogue himself, was 
quick in detecting the roguery of others. HIS manners were frank a:nd 
easy, and he was such a hospitable entertainer that you fe~t at home WIth 
him in a minute. 'Well how are you, Mr. S--1' cned the farmer, 
shaking my brother heartiiy by the hand. ' Toiling in the bush still, eh l' 

'.Just in the same place.' 
'And the wife and children ?'-' Hearty. Some half-dozen have been 

added to the flock since you were our way.' 
'So much the better-so much the better. The more the merrier, 
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M S--' children are riches in this country.'-' I know not how that 
Ill~Y be· I 'find it hard to clothe and feed mine.' 

'Wait till they grow up; they will be brave ~elps to you t~en. The 
priee of labour-the price of labour, Mr. S--, IS the destruc~!on ~f the 
farmer.'-' It does not seem to trouble you much, Woodruff, said my 
brotherglancinO' round the well-furnished apartment. . 

• My ~on and S-- do it all,' cried the ol~ man. • Of .conrse t~e girls 
help in busy times, a~d ta~e c~re of the d~lry, aud we ~Ire occas.lOnally; 
but small as the sum IS whICh IS expended m wa~es dll:mg seed-tlm~, and 
harvest, I feel it, I can tell you.' - ' You are ~JarI'led. agal~l, W oodrt~ff! . 

'No, sir,' said the farmer, with a peculiar smile; not yet: ':Vhlch 
seemed to imply the probability of such an event. 'That tall gallS my 
eldest dal1ghter; she manages the house, and. an excelle~t housek~eper 
she is. But I cannot k6ep her for ever.' With a knowlI~g w1I1k, G~~ 
will think of getting married, and seldom consult the wI~hes. of the~r 
parents upon the subject when once ~h~y have taken the.notlOn mto theIr 
head:'!. But 'tis natural, Mr. S--, It IS natural; we did Just the same 
when we were young.' My brother looked laughingly towards the fine, 
handsome young woman, as she placed upon the table hot wat~r, whisky. 
and a huge plate of plum-cake, which did not lack a compalllon, stored 
with the tinest apples which the orchard could produce. 

The young girl looked down, and blushed. 
'Oh, I see how it is, IVoodruff! You will soon lose your daughter. I 

wonder that you have kept her so long. But who are these young ladies 1', 
he continued, as three girls very demurely entered the room. 

'The two youugest are my darters by my last wife, who, I fear, mean 
soon to follow the bad example of their sister. The other lady,' said the 
old man, with a reverential air, 'is a particular friend of my eldest darter's.' 

:I[y brother laughed slily, amI the old man's cheek took a deeper glow as 
he stooped forward to mix the punch. 

'Y'lU said that these .two young ladies, "T oodruff, were by your last 
wife. Pray how many wives have you had?' -' Only three. It is impos­
si.ble, they say in my country, to have too much of a good thing.' 

• 80 I suppose you think,' said my brother, glancing first at the old man 
and then towards Miss Smith. • Three wi ves! You have been a fortunate 
man, Woodruff, to survive them al1.'-'Ay, have I not, Mr. S--l but. 
to tell you the truth, I ha~e been bo~h lucky and unlucky in thc wife way,' 
and then he told us the history of hIS se\-era.l ventures in matrimony with 
which I shall not trouble my readers. When he had concluded the 
weather was somewhat milder, the sleigh was ordered to the door a.r:d we 
proceede~ on our journey, r~s~i~g for the night at a small village about 
twenty miles from B--, reJoICing that the long distance which separated 
us from the husband and father was diminished to a few miles a.iI.d that 
with the blessing of Providence, we tlhould meet on the morrow: • 

. About noon we reached the distant town, and were met at the inn by 
hlID whom one and all ~o ardently longed to see. He conducted us to a 
pretty, neat cottage, whlCh he h~d prepan;d for our reception, and where 
we found old Jenny already alTlved. With great pride the old woman 
conducted me over the pr~mises, and showed me the furniture 'the 
mas~her' h,ad bought; .espeCially recommending to my notice a china tea­
serVIce, whIch she conSIdered the most wonderful acquisition of the whole. 
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'Och! who would have thought, a year ago, misthress dear that we 

should be living in a mansion like this, and ating off raal chan~y 1 It is 
but yestherday that we were hoeing praties in the field.' 

, Yes, J ennv, God has been very good to us, arid I hope that we shall 
never learn to regard with indiffere:race the many benefits which we have 
received at His hands.' 

Reader! it is not my intention to trouble you with the sequel of our 
history. I have given yOG a faithful picture of a life in the backwoods of 
Canada, and I leave you to draw from it your own conclusions. To the 
poor, industrious working man it presents many advantages; to the poor 
gentleman, ncme! 'The former works harn, puts up with coarse, scanty fare, 
and submits, with a good grace, to hardships that would kill a domestIcated 
animal at home. Thus he becomes independent, inf1.smuch as the land that 
he has cleared finds him in the common necessaries of life; but it seldom, 
if ever, in remote situations, accomplishes more than this. The gentleman 
can neither work so hard, live so coarsely, nor endure so many privations as 
his poorer but more fortunate neighbour. Unaccustomed to manual labour, 
his services in the field are not of a nature to secure for him a profitable 
return. The task is new to him, he knows not how to perform it well; 
and, conscious of his deficiency, he expends his litHe means in hiring 
labour, whieh his bush-farm can never repay. Difficulties increase, debts 
grow upon him, he struggles in vain to extricate himself, and finally sees 
his family sink into hopeless ruin. 

If these sketches should prove the means of deterring one family from 
sinking their property, and shipwrecking all.their hopes, by going to !eside 
in the backwoods of Canada, I shf1.11 conSIder myself amply repaId for 
revealing the secrets of the prison-house, and feel that I have not toiled 
and suffered in the wilderness in vain. 

[CANADIAN SKETCHFS. 
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CANADIAN SKETCHES. 

TUE preceding sketches of Canadian life, as the reader may wel.1 supP?se, are ne~es· 
sarily tinctured with somewhat sombre hues, imparted by the difficultIes and pnva" 
tions with which, for so many years the writer had to struggle; but we should be·. 
sorry should these truthful pictures of scenes and characters, observed fifteen or 
twenty years ago, have t~e effect of conve~ing errone~)Us impres~ions of the present· 
state of a country, which IS manifestly destmed, at n? remote perIOd, t? be ?ne ?f the 
most prosperous in the world. Had we merely deSIred to please the ImagmatIon of 
our readers, it would have been easy to have painted the country and the people 
rather as we could have wished them to be, than as they actually were, at the perIod 
to which our description refers; and, probably, what is thus lost in truthfulilless, it 
would have gained in popularity with that class of reade~s who. peruse books more 
for amusement than instruction. When I say that Canada IS destmed to be one of the 
most prosperous countries in the world, let it not be supposed that I am influenced by 
any unreasonable partiality for the land of my adoption. Canada may not possess 
mines of gold or silver, but she possesses all those advantages of climate, geological 
structure, and position, which are essential to greatness and prosperity. Her long 
and severe winter, so disheartening to her first settlers, lays up, amidst the forests of 
the West, inexhaustible supplies of fertilising moisture for the summer, while it 
affords the farmer the very best of natural roads to enable him to carry his wheat 
and other produce to market. It is a remarkable fact, that hardly a lot of land con­
taining two hundred acres, in British America, can be found without an abundant· 
supply of water at all seasons of the year; and a very small proportion of the land 
itself is naturally unfit for cultivation. To crown the whole, where can a country be 
pointed out which possesses such an extent of internal navigation? A chain of river 
navigation and navigable inland seas, which, with the canals recently constructed, 
gives to the countries bordering on them all the advantages of an extended sea-coBst, 
with a greatly-diminished risk of loss from shipwreck! 

I:ittle did the modern discoverers of America dream, when they called this country 
'Canada,' from the exclamation of one of the exploring party. ' Aca nada,' _, there is 
nothing here,' as the story goes, that Canada would far outstrip those lands of gold 
B!,d silver, in which their imaginations re~elled, in th!,t real wealth of which gold and 
Sliver are but the portable representatl\'es. The mterminable forests-that most 
gloomy and forbidding feature in its scenery to the European stranger should have 
been regarded as the most certain proof of its fertility. ' 

The severity of the climate, and the incessant toil of clearing the land to enable the 
"first sett.lers to. procure the mere necessaries?f life, have fonned in its present inhabit­
ants an mdoIDlt.ab.le e~er!;y of ch~racter, WhICht wha!ever may be their faults, must be 
regarded as a dlstmgwshmg attrIbute of the Canadians in common with our neigh­
bours. of t~e United States .. When we consider the prog,.ess of the Northern races of 
mankmd, It cannot be demed, that while the stru~gles of the hardy races of the 
North with their severe climate, and their forests, h;'ve gradually endowed them with 
an unconquerable e~ergy ?f character, which has enabled them to become the masters 
of the world; ~he mhabltants of ~ore favoured climates, where the earth almost 
spon~ane~usly YIelds all th~ necessarIes of life, have remained comparatively feeble 
!,nd Inach~e, or have su~k mto sloth and lUXUry. It is unnecessary to quote any other 
lDs~nces m proof of t~IS obvious fact, than the progress of Great .Britain and the 
Un!ted States of Arne.rIca, which have conquered as much by their industry as b 
the~r swords. Our nelg~bo!,,"s of the United States are in the habit of attribtitinY 
the~r :wonderful pro~ess lD Improvements of all kinds to their republican institution:' 
ThIS IS n~ doubt qwte naturallll a people who have done so much for themselves in so 
short a hme; but when we consider the subject in all its bearings, it may be more 
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truly asserted t~at, with any form o~ ~~vernment not e.b~olutely despotic, the progress 
?f North Amenca, ~eo~led by a clvlhsed and energetic race, with every motive to 
md?stry and enterpnse In the na.ture?f th~ co~ntry it~elf, m~st necessarily have been 
rapId. An unl?oundeu extent of fertIle SOli! WIth an mcreasmg population, were cir­
cumstances wln.ch of themselves .we~e suffiCIent to create a strong desire for the im­
provement of Internal commumcatlOnSj as without common roads railroads or 
canals, the interior of the country would ha~e been unfit tll- be inhabited by any' but 
absolute barbarians. All the first settlers of America wanted was to be left to them­
selves. When we compare the progress of Great Britain with that of North America 
the contrast is sufficiently striking to attract our attention. While the progress ot' 
the former has .be~n the 'York o~ ages, North America. has sprung into wealth and 
power almost withm a perIod WhICh we can remember. But the colonists of North 
America should recollect, when they indulge in such comparisons that their British 
ancestors took many centuries to civilise themselves, before they dould selld free and 
intelligent settlers to America. The necessity for improvements in the internal 
communications is vastly more urgent in a widely-extended continent than in an 
island, no part of which is far removed from the sea· coast j and patriotism as well as 
self-interest, would readily suggest such improvements to the minds of a people who 
inherited the knowledge of their ancestors, and were besides stimulated to extra­
ordinary exertions by their recently-acquired independence. As the political exist­
ence of the United States commenced at a period when c.jvilisation had made great 
progress in the mother-country, their subsequent improvement would, for various 
reasons, be much more rapid than that of the country from which they originally 
emigrated. To show the influence of external circumstances on the characters of 
men, let us just suppose two individuals, equal in knowledge and natural capacity, to 
be placed, the one on an improved farm in England, with the necessary capital and 
farm-stock, and the other in the wilds of America, with no capital but his labour, and 
the implements required to clear the land for his future farm. In which of these 
individuals might we reasonably expect to find the most energy, ingenuity, and 
general intelligence on subjects connected with their immediate interests? Noone 
who has lived for a few years in the United States or Canada can hesitate for a reply. 

The fanner in the more-improved country generally follows the beaten track, the 
example of his ancestors, or the successful one of his more intelligent contemporaries j 
he is really compelled to draw upon his individual mental resources. Not so with the 
colonist. He treads in tracks but little known j he has to struggle with difficulties on 
all sides. Nature looks sternly on him, anu in order to preserve his own existence, 
he must conquer Nature, as it were, by his perseverance and ingenuity. Each fresh 
conquest tends to increase his vigour and intelligence, until he becomes a new man, 
with faculties of mind which, but for his severe lessons in the school of adversity, 
might have lain for ever dormant. While America presents the most forbidding 
aspect to the new settier, it at the same time offers the richest rewards to stimulate 
his industry. On the one hand, there is want and misery; on the other, abundance 
and prosperity. There is no middle course for the settler; he must work or starve. 
In North America there is another strong incentive to improvement, to be found in 
the scarcity of labour; and still more, therefore, than in ~urope must every m.echa­
nical contrivance which supersedes manual labour tend to .mcre.se the prospenty of 
the inhabitants. When these circumstances are duly conSIdered, we need no longer 
wonder at the rapid improvements in labour-saving machinery,.and in the mean~ of 
internal communication throughout the United State.s. But for the ste,:,m-e~gme, 
canals and railroaus North America would have remamed for ages a howlIng WIlder­
ness of! endless forest's' and instead of the busy hum of men, and the sound of the mill 
and steam-engine, we ~hould noW have heard nothing but 

, The melancholy roar of unfrequented floods.' 

The scenes and characters presented to the reader in the preceding pages, belong, 
in some measure, rather to the past than the present ~tate of Canada. In the lust 
twenty years great changes h3;ve taken ~l.ace! as ,,:ell m the external ap~e~rance of 
the country as in the general coaracter of lIs mhabitants. In many .localItIes where 
the land wa~ already under the plough, the original occupant.s of the soIl have departed 
to renew their endless wars with the giants of the fores~, m order to procu~e more 
land for their increasing families, where it couId be obtamed at a cheaper prIce. In 
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the backwoods, forests have been felled, the blackened stumps have disappear~d, and 
regular furrows are formed by the ploughman, where formerly he had not time or 
inclination to whistle at his work. A superior class of farmers has sprung u~, Wh0ll8 
minds are as much improved by cultivation as their lands, and who are comtortably 
settled on farms su?posed to be exhausted of thei~ fertility by: their predecessors. , ~ 
the breadth of land recovered from the forest is 1Ocre~ed, V1l1a~es, towns, and C),bes 
have grown np and increBlled in population and wealth 10 proportion to the productIve-
ness of the surrounding country, ." 

In Canada, it is particularly to be noted, that there IS hardly allY 1O~e~~ed!ate 
stage between the rude toil and privation of the backwoods, and the clvlhsatIon, 
comfort and luxury of the towns and cities,. many of which are to. all o~tward al.'pear­
ance entirely European with the encouragmg prospect of II. contmual mcrease In the 
value of fixed property: .When a colony, capable, from the fertility of the soil and 
abundance of moisture, of snpporting a dense population, has been settled by a 
civilised race, they are never long in establishing a communiction with the sea­
coast and with other countries. When snch improvements have been effected, the 
inhabitants may be said at once to take their proper place !,mong civilised .nations. 
The elements of wealth and power are already there, and tIme and populatIon only 
are required fully to develop the resources of the country. 

Unhappily the nahIral progress of civilised communities in our colonies is too 
of len obstructed by the ignorance of governments, and unwise or short-sightecl 
legislation; and abundance of selfish men are always to be found in the coloniee 
themselves, who, destitute of patriotism, greedily avail themselves of this ignorance, 
in order to promote their private inter""ts at the expense of the community. Canada 
has been greatly retarded in its progress by such causes, and this will in a great 
measure aecount for it. backwardness when compared with t.he United States, with­
out attributing the difference to the different forms of government. It was mani­
festly the intention of the British government, in conferring representative in.titu­
tions on Canada, that the people should enjoy all the privileges of their fellow-. 
subjects in the mother-country. The more to assimilate our government to that of its 
great original, the idea was for some time entertained of creating a titled and 
hereditary aristocracy, but it was soon fonnd that though 

I The King can mak' tl betted knight, 
A marquis, duke, an' a' that: 

it was not in his power to give permanency to an institution which, in its ori!!in, wal 
as independent as royalty itself, arising naturally out of the feudal syst:m' but 
which was utterly inconsistent with the genius and circumstances of a m~de1'll 
colony. The sovereign might endow the members of such an ari.tocracy with grantl 
of the lands ot the crown to support their dignity, but what benefit could such grant 
be, even to the recipients, in a country covered with boundless forests and nearly 
destitute of inhabi~nts? It is obvious that no tenants could be found to pay rents 
for such la!,ds, or ",:deed even to ~cc~py the!", while lands could be purchased on 
easy terms 10 the Umted Stares, or In Canada Itself. Had this plan been carried out, 
Ca!,ada would have .been a doomed country for centuries. The strongest inl'.itements 
to mdnstryare reqUired, those of proprietorship and ultimate independence to induce 
settlers. to en~ounter aU the privations and toil of a new settlement in Buch ~ r.ountry_ 
A genume anstocraey Can only exist in a country already peopled and which haa 
be.en conquered and divided among the conquerors. In sueh a ~tate of things 
anst~eracy, thongh a;tificial in ~ts .origin, becomes naturalised, if I may use the ex~ 
hres91o~, a,:,d even, as 10 Great Brltam, when restrained within proper limits is highly 

eneficIaI 10 advancing civilsation. Be it for good or be it for evil it is worse 
ilian useless to ~i8guise the fact th"t the government of a modem c~lon where 
every .conquest 18 ma~e from the forest by little at a time must be e[;entiall 
repub~~can, Any allUSIon to political parties is certainly foreiin to the object of t!e 
f~ece ',:,g ske.tches; but it is impossible to make the British reader acquainted with 

e V~'.'OU8 CIrcumstances whieh retarded the progress of this fine colon without 
expl~mlOg how the patronage of the local govermnent carne formerl tlbe so ex­!;U::::ly best~",,~d/u one class of the. popnlation-thns creating a ki;d of spurious 
those ~rtLeWU~ted'~~~~ ~'h eoloDlst&, an? drove emig.ration f~om our shores to 
of loyalists in the United Stat:: ~~~ Amtae';llean R

l
. evo!uht!on, co~sIderable numbers 

un fl y re lDqUIS ed theIr homesteads and 
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property, nnd came to Canada, which then, even on the shores of Lake Ontario 
was a perfect wilderness. Lands were of course granted to them by the government' 
and very na!urally these settlers were peculiarly favoured by the Ineal authorities; 
These loyahsts .were generally. kncwn by the name of 'tories,' to distinguish them 
from th~ repubhcan~, and formIng the great mass of the population. Anyone who 
called .hlmself a reformer was regarded with distrust and suspicion, as a concealed 
repubhca~ or. rehel.. It 1~I\~st not,. h~wever, ,be ~uppos~d that these loyalists were 
really tOrles 1D theIr pohtlcal prmclples. Their nonons On such subjects were 
genel'lllly crude ami undefined, and !idng in a country where the whole construction 
of society and habits of fe~ling were decidedly republican the term tory when 
adop.te,1 by them, w:"s certainly a misnomer. However, h~ted by, and hating as 
cord!ally, tbe repub!lcan party in the United States, they hy no means unreasonably 
considered that ~heJr lo.sses and their attachment to British institutions, gave them 
an almost exclUSIVe claim to the favour of the local government in Canada. Thus 
the name of U. E. (United Empire) Loyalist or Tory came to be considered an 
indispensable qualification for every office in the colony. 

This was all well enough so long as there was no other party in the country. But 
gradually a number of other American settlers flowed into Canada from the United 
States, who had no claim to the title of tories or loyalists, but who in their feelings 
and habits were probably not much more republican than their predecessors. Tbese 
were of course regarded with peculiar jealousy by the older Or loyalist settlers from 
the same country. It seemed to them as if a swarm of locusts had come to devour 
their patrimony. This will account for the violence of party feeling which lately 
prevailed in Canada. There is nothing like a slight infusion of self-interest to give 
point and pungency to party feeling. 'fhe British immigrants, who afterwards 
flowed into this colony in greater numbers, of course brought witb them their own 
particular political predilections. They found what was called toryism and high 
churchism in the ascendant, and !lelf-interest or prejudice induced most of the more 
early settlers .,f this description to fall in with the more powerful and favoured 
party; while influenced by the representations of the old loyalist party they shunned 
the other American settlers as republicans. ]11 the mean time, however, the descend­
ants of the original loyalists were becoming numerous, while the government became 
unable to satisfy them al\ according to their own estimation of their merits; and as 
high churchism was, unfortunately for the peace of society, associated with toryism, 
every shade of religious dissent as well as of political difference of opinion generally 
added to the numbers acd power of the reform party, which was now beginning to 
be known in the colony. Strange to say, the great bulk of' the present. reform party 
is composed of the descendants of these U. E. 'Loyalists, while many of our most 
ultra tories are the descendants of republican settlers from the United States. 

As may be supposed, thirty years of increasing 6II\igration from the mother­
country has greatly strengthened'the reform party, and they now considerably out­
number the conservatives. While the mass of the people held tory, or, I should 
rather call them, conservative principles, our government seemed to work as well as 
any representa!i ve government may be supposed to work without the necessary 
check of a constitutional opposition. Favouritism was, of' course, the order of the 
day; ~ the governor, for the time being, filled up a\l offices according to his. will 
and pleasure, without many objections being made by the people as to the qualifica­
tions of the favourite parties, provided the selections for office were made from the 
powerful party. Large grants of land were given to favO'llred individuals in th .. 
colony or to immigrants who came with recommendations from the home govern­
ment. 'In such a state of matters the people certainly possessed the external form of 
a free government, but as an opposition party gradually acquired an ascendancy in 
the lower House of Parliament, they were unable to carry the measures adopted by 
their majority into operation, in consequence of the systematic opposit.i011 of tbe 
legislative and executive councils, whillh were gener~lIy for~ed excluslv~ly. fro!D 
the old conservative party. Whenever the conservattves obtamed the maJority m 
tho House of Asspmbly, the reformers, in retaliation, as systematically o~pos~d 
every measure. Thus a. constant bickering was kept. np betwec.n the parties lD 

Parliament; while the people, "3midst these contentions, lost Sight of the t~ue 
interests of the country, and improvements of' all kinds came nearly to a stand-still. 
As matters were then conducted, it would have been much better had the colony 
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b n ruled by a governor and council' for, in that case, beneficial measures might 
h::e been carried into effect. Such a'state of ~hin~s could not last }on~ j an.d the. 
discontent of a large portion of the people, termmatmg, through the mdlScretion of 
an infatuated local government, in actual rebellion, soon produced the remedy. 
'l'he party generally most powerful in the Legislative Assembly, and.the members of 
\vhich had been so long and so unconstituti?~ally excl'!ded from holdm~ offices under 
the government, at once obtained the pOSlti!>n to whlC~ thc~ w~~e e~tJtled, ~nd the 
people being thus given the power of .govermng. by theIr majorIties In Parhament, 
improvements of all kinds are steadIi! advanCl!'g up t.o the prese.nt moment, ami 
their prosperity and contentment have Increased m an equal proportion.. • 

Had the first settlement of Canada been conducted on sound and phIlosophical, 
principles, mueh hardship and privation, as well as loss of capital in land-sp~culati~ns, 
would have been saved to its first settlers, and the country, Improved and. Improvlp.g 
I\B it 'MW is, would have presented a very different ~spect at the present tm~e. WIth 
the best intentions, the British government may be Justly accused of gr,?ss Ignorance 
<)f the true principles of colonisation, and the local governmen.ts are still. mor~ o)?en 
to the accusation of squandering the resources of .the colonY.-lts lands:-m buIl~g 
up the fortunes of a would-be aristocracy. who bemg non-resIdent propnetors of wIld 
'lands, necessarily obstructed the progress of improvement, while the people were 
tantalised with the empty semblance of a free government. 

No Sooner did emigrants from Great Britain begin to pour into Upper Canada, so 
ns to afford a prospect of the wild lands becoming saleable, than a system of land­
speCUlation was resorted to by many of the old colonists. This land-speculation has 
no doubt enriched many individuals, but more than any other abuse has it retarded 
t.i}e natural progress of the country, and the interests of the many have thus beeu 
sacrificed to those of the few. Almost aU other speculations may be said, in one 
·shape or another, to do good j but land-speculation has been an nnmitigated curse to 
Canada, because it occasions a monopoly of the soil, and prevents it from being 
cleared and rer.dered productive, until the speculators can obtain their own price for 
it. The lands granted to soldiers and sailors who had served in Canada, and those 
granted to the U. E. Loyalists, were bought up, often at merely nominal prices, from the 
·original grantees and their children, and sold again with an immense profit to new 
settlers from the old country, or retained for many years in an unprOductive state. 
A. portion of the lands granted to the U. E. Loyalists was, of rourse, occupied by the 
heads of families j but the lands to which their children became entitled, under the 
same benevolent provision of the government, were generally drawn in remote situa­
tions. By far the larger portion of these grants, however were not located or rcn­
dered available by the grantees, but remained in the shape of U. E. rights, which 
"Were purchased at very low prices by the speculators. These U. E. rights were 
bought at the rate ot:.ls. 3d .• 2 •. 6d., or 3 •. 9d. per acre j and it was by no means 
uncommon for old solOlers to sell one hundred acres of land for two or three dollars 
-or even for a bottle of rum, so little value did they set on such grants in the the~ 
state ?f Canada. These.grants, though well meant, and with respect to the U. E. 
Loyalists, perhaps,. una~oldable, have be~m most illjurious to the country. 

The great error m thIS matter, and whIch could have been avoided, was the Qpening 
6f too great an extent of land ut once for settlement. A contrary system Iteadily 
pursued, !I-ould have produced a concentrated population j and the resource~ of such 
a popUlatIon would have enabled the colonists, by uniting their labour and capital to 
make the means of communication, in some degree keep pace with the settlement of 
th~ lands j and Upp~r Canada would now have bee~ as well provided with canals and 
raIlroads as th,: Umted States. The same abuses, no doubt, existed formerly to as 
weat an extent m that country j but, being longer settled it has outgrown the evil 
!'nough has be~n said on this subject to show some of the ~auses which have retarded 
Iffi\lrovements m Canada. Another chief cause of the long and helpless torpor in 
~hl~~he c~u'!try lay, was the absence of municipal governments in the various rural 
o~ca Ink~S. t l:tsdeed see'.llS strange, that such a simple matter as providing the means 
th m lig rta 'fand bndges by local assessment could not have been conceded to 

e ~tP ef, w dO, I we .suppose them to be gifted with common scnse are much more 
capa e ° un erstandmg and mana!!ing their ow . h b' 'h 

~eu~p~~wC::!d:e~~id~i':ge~d to 'f~o~ot~et' thei: in~e~e~~ F~;;;'~s:.'/ t~~ ~~~e~~~~i 
WI pe I Ions .or grants of money from Parliament to 
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be expended in improvements in this or that locality of the reasonableness of which 
claims the majority of th<; legislators w<;re, of .cou~e, profoundly ignorant. These 
money grants became sU~Jects of a speCIes of Jobbmg, or manreuYring, among the 
members of the House of Assembly; and he was considered the best member who 
coul~ ~et the most ~oney for hi~ county. Commissioners resident in the particular 
localItIes were appomted to supermtend these public works' and as these commissioners 
were generally dest.itute of prac.tical k~owledge, these Parliamentary grants were 
usually expended WIthout producmg eqUIvalent results. Nothing in the abstract is 
more reasonable than that any number of individuals should be allowed to associate 
themse!ves for the purpose of effecting some local improvement, which would be 
b<;uefiCIal to others as ~ell as to t~emselves; but nothing of this could be attempted 
~Ithout. an Act of Parhament, WhICh, of course, was attended with expense and delay 
If not dIsappointment. The time and attention of the provincial parliament were thu~ 
occupied with a mass of parish business, which could have been much better managed by 
the people themselves on the spot. When the union of the two provinces was in con­
templation, it became evident that the business of such an extended colony could not 
be carried on in the United Parliament, were it to be encumbered and distracted with 
the contending claims of so manv localities. This consideration led to the establish­
ment of the District (now County) Municipal Councils. These municipal councils 
were denounced by the conseryative party at the time as a step towards republicanism! 
"}Vere this true, it would only prove that the government of our republican neighboUls 
IS better than our own; for these municipal institutions have heen eminently hene­
ficial to Canada. But municipal councils are necessarily no more repuhlican in their 
nature than the House of Commons in England. However this may be, the true 
prosperity of Upper Canada may be mainly attributed to their influence on the minds 
of the people. Possessing many of the external forms of a parliament, they are admi­
rable political schools for a free people. The most intelligent men in the different 
townships are freely elected by the inhabitants, and assemble in the couuty town to 
deliberate and make by-laws, to levy taxes, and, in short, to do everything which in 
their judgment will promote the interest of their constituents. Having previously 
been solely occupied in agricultural pursuits, it might naturally be expected thnt their 
first notions would be somewhat crude, and that they would have many long-cherished 
prejudices to overcome. Their daily intercourse with the more educated inhabitants 
of the towns, however, tended to remove these prejudices, while new ideas were con­
tinually presented to their minds. The rapidity with which this species of practical' 
ellucation is acquired is remarkable, and also, how soon men with such limited oppor­
tunities of acquiring knowledge, learn to think and to express their views and opinion" 
in appropriate language. These municipal councillors go home among their con­
~tituents, where they have to explain and defend their proceedings; while so engaged, 
they have occasion to communicate facts and opinions, which are fairly discussed, 
and thus enlightened views are diffused through the mass of the people. 

The councillors, at first, were averse to the imposition or increase of taxation, how­
ever desirable the object might be; but pride and emulation very soon overcame this 
natural reluctance; and the example of some neighbouring county, with tbat natural 
.I.oire to do good, which, more or less, influences the feelings and conduct of all 
public men, were not long in producing their beneficial resuits, even with the risk of" 
offending their constituents. When the County lIl\micipal Councils were first .esta­
blished lhe warden or president of the council, and also the treasurer, were appomted 
by the governor; b~t both these offices were afterwards made elective, . the warden 
being elected by the council from their own body, and tbe treasu:er bemg selected 
by them, without previous election by the people. Lately, councds. have been also 
established in each township for municipal purposes affecting the interest of the town­
ship only, the ree~e~, or presidents, of whic~ ~inl!r. councils form the members I!f t!Ie 
county council. 'I hIS general system of mumClpahtJes, an~ a late act of the p~ovIllcJaI 
parliament enabling the inhabitants to form themselves mto road compames, have 
converted the formerly torpid and inactive townships into busy hives of industry and 
progressive improvement. . . 

0111' agricultural societies have also played no mean part III furtherI,!g the .pr0ll"ess 
of the colony. In colonies fewer prejudices are entertained on the subject of ag:ICul­
tural matters than 011 any others, and the people are ever ready to try any ,experIment 
which offers any prospect of increased remuneration for lahour. Education, of late, 
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h also made rapid advances in this province; and now, the yeomanry of the. more 
~~roved townships, though they may be inferior to .the yeomanry: of England '.n the 
acquirements derived from common school educatIOn, are certal.nly.far superior to 
them in general intelligence. Their minds ar~ better stoc~ed wJt~ Ideas, a~d they 
are infinitely more progl'essi\·e. When we conSIder the relative periods at whIch the 
first settlements were formed in the United States and in Upper Canada, alld the 
accumulation of capital in the former, it will not he difficult to show that the pro-
gress of Canada has been much more rapid. . 

The excavation of the Erie Canal, the parent of all the subsequent Improvements 
of a similar, nature in the United States, opened-up for settlement. a vast c?untry to 
the westward, which would otherwise for many years h.av~ remall~ed a w'ldern~. 
unfit for the habitation of man. The boundless success of thIS experIment necessanly 
led to all the other similar undertakings. The superior advantages Canada enj~yed 
in her river and lake navi~ation imperfect as that navigation was, operated lD a 
manner rather to retard th~n to 'accelerate improvements of this kind; while the 
construction of the Erie Canal was a matter of prospective necessity, in order to 
provide for a rapidly increasing population and immigratiou. In the same manner, 
the recent completion of the works on the St. Lawrence, and the enlargement of tbe 
Weiland Canal, connecting Lakes Erie and Ontario, will just as necessarily b~ 
followed by similar results, with the additional advantage of the whole colony bein" 
greatly benefited by the commerce of the United States, in addition to her own. " 

'Ve have now, thanks to responsible government, municipal councils, and common 
schools, no longer aay reason to consider their institutions better calcul~ed to. develop 
the resources of the colony, than our own. Our interests are almost IdenlIcal, ana 
with our canals and railroads on both sides mutually beneficial, our former hostility 
has merged into a friendly rivalry in the march of intellect, and we may now truly 
say that, without wishing for any change in political institutions, which are most 
congenial to the feelings of the people where they exist, each country now sincerely 
rejoices in tbe prosperity of its neighbour. 

Herore concluding this chapter, I shall endeavour to give the reader a short descrip­
tion of the county of Hastings, in which I have held tbe office of sheriff for the last 
twelve years, and which, I belieTe, possesses many advantages as a place of settle­
ment, over all the other places I have seen in the Upper Province. I should premise, 
however, lest my partiality for this part of the colony should be supposed to incline 
m~ ~ over;ate its comparative advautages to the settier, that my statements are 
prlDClpally Intended to show the progress of the Upper Province generally; and that 
w~en I r;laim an.y ~uperiority for this part of it, r shall give, what I trust the reader 
WIll conSIder, satIslactory reasons for my conclusion. 

The settlement of a thickly-wooded country when it is left to chance is a most 
uncertain and capricious matter. The narrow'views and interest of a clique in the 
colony, ?r eve~ of an influential individual, often direct emigration out of its natural 
co~se, involVing unn.ecessary suffering to tbe settler, a waste, or absolute Joss of 
c~plt,,:l, and a re~rdlng of the progress of the country. The circumstances and 
SItuatIon of the Umted States were less productive ot these evils than those of Upper 
~ana?a, be~ause ~ettlem~nt went on more uniformly from the sea.-coast towards the 
lDteno~. 'Ihe nught.y fivers and lakes of Canada, though productive of boundless 
prospenty, operated, In the first .period of. its settlement, most uafavourably on the 
growt.h of the colony. by throwmg open tor settlement an extensive inland coast at 
that lIme unconnected. with the ocean by mea.ris of canals. H!'nce numerous detached, 
feeble, and ~nprogresslve settlements, came IOtO existence where the new settlers had 
to struggle tor years witb the most disheartening difficulti~s. 

Euro~.ean settlers k~o~ but little of the value of situation. In most cases they are 
only <l:eslrous of acq.'urlDg a l,!-rge extent of land at a low price, and thus, unless 
r;:stralljed by the WIse regulatIOns of a provident government they too often ruin 
\v~mse "e~, an~ waste their capital in a Wilderness, where it d'oes good to no one. 

e~. emlgrahon ~rom. the .United Kingdom began to set in to U er Canad the 
permflOus speculatIOn m WIld lands commenced in earnest. As J:~st of the i'and­
specll ators ~ossessed shares in the steam-boats on Lake Ontario the intere~ts of 
b;~:i~~~~~a::,o~r::[e mc~mbit,:,ed. I~ was, 0thf course, the interest ~f the stea~-boat t th· . e Igra !on as .ar to e westward as possible' and influenced 

y elr Interested repre.entations and those ofthe land-llpeculators seitted in Toronto, 
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Cobourg! and Hamilton, the great~r portion of the emigrants possessing capital were 
thrown Into these towns, near whIch they were led to expect desirable locations. In 
the same manner the agents of the Canada Land Company, who were to be found on 
every steamer, were actively employed in directing the emigrants to the Huron track. 

Bya simple inspection of the map of Upper Canada, it will be seen, that as the Bay 
of Quinte was out of the general route of the steamers, and too near the lower end of 
the lake navigation, it did not suit the views of the parties most interested to direct 
emigration to its shores. Thus the beautiful Bay of Quinte, with the most fertile 
land on its shores, and scenery which exceeds in variety and picturesque beauty that 
of any part of Upper Canada, Hamilton and Niagara alone excepted, has been passed 
by for years for situations much less desirable or attractive to European settlers. 

The forbidding aspect of the country near Kingston, which is situated at the 
entrance of the bay from the St. Lawrence, ~here the soil has a rocky and barren 
appearance, has no doubt deterred emigrants from proceeding in this direction. 

The shores of the Bay of Quinte were originally occnpied principally by U. E. 
loyalists and retired officers, who had served during the late war with the United 
States, but the emigration from Europe has chiefly consisted of the poorer class of 
Irish Catholics, aud of Protestants from the North of Ireland, settled in two very 
thriving townships in the county of Hastings. There is also a sprinkling of Scotch 
and English in different parts of the county. Comparatively few possessing any con­
siderable amount of capital have found their way here, as the county town, Belleville, 
is not in the line of the summer travel on the lakes. 

The scenery alonlf the shores of the bay is exceedingly beautiful all the way from 
Kingston to the head, where a large river, the Trent, discharges itself into it at a 
thriving village, of about a thousand inhabitants, called Trent Port. A summer ride 
along the lower portion of this river presents scenery of a bolder and grander 
character than is often. met with in Upper C:Lnada, and it is enlivened by spectacles 
of immense rafts of timber descending the Rapids, and by the merry chorus of the 
light.hearted lumbermen, as they pursue their toilsome and perilous voyage to Quebec. 

Belleville was originally a spot reserved for the Mississagua Indians, and was laid 
out in 1816 for a village, when there were only two or three white men settled among 
them as traders in the place. It was only during the last year that the two frame 
farm·houses, situated about a quarter of a mile apart, were removed to make room 
for more substantial buildings. Belleville remained nearly stationary for several 
years, during which a few persons realised handsome fortunes, by means of large 
profils, notwithstanding the limited extent of their business. It at length began to 
grow in importance as the fine country in its neighbourhood was cleared and renaered 
productive. In 1839, when the county of Hastings was set apart from the Midland 
district, under the name of the District of Victoria, and Belleville became the 
district town, the population of the county, including Belleville, was about 12,000, 
and that of Belleville about 1500. In 1850 the population of the county had reached 
23454 of which that of Belleville was 3326. By the census just tnken, on a much 
m~re '~orrect principle than formerly, the population of Bell~ville in 18;>2 appears to 
be 4554 showing an increase of 1228 in two years. During the same period, from 
1850 to iS52 the population of Cobourg on Lake Ontario, which town formerly enjoyed 
the full ben~fit of a large emigration, has risen from 3379 to 3867, showing an increase 
of only 48t!. The town of Dundas in the same time has increased its population from 
2311 in 1850 to 3519 in 1S52, showing an increase of 120S. The population of the 
city of Hamilton in lS50 wa~ 10,312, an~ now, in lS52! it is.said to exceed 13,000. In 
lS38 the then town of HamIlton contamed a populatIOn of only 3116. When I first 
visited that place in lS32 it was a dull, insignificant village, ~vhich might, ~ suppose, 
contain a population of 1200 or 1500. I can hardly descrIbe my surprise on re­
visiting it in 1849 to behold a city grown up suddenly, as if by enchantment, with 
several handsome ~hurches and public and private buildings of cut stone, brought 
from the fine freestone quarries in the precipitous mountains or table·land behind 
the city. . ., h 

Little need be said of the capital of the pronnce .. the CIty of ro!onto, t e progr~ss 
of which has been less remarkable in the same penod, for the obvIOUS reason that Its 
merits were sooner appreciated or know by the emigrants from Europe. The popu­
lation of Toronto, then called Little York, in 1826 was 1677, while that of the now city 
of Kingston was 2329. In lS38 the population of Toronto was 12,571, and that of 
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Kin"ston 38i7. In 1850 the population of Toronto was 25,166, and that of Kingston 
10 oii7. These few facts will enable the reader to form some idea of the comparative 
pr~gress of different towns in Upper Canada, under circumstances similar in Bome 
cases and different in others. When it is considered that all of these last-mentioned 
towns have for many years reaped the full benefit of tb,e influx of emigration and 
capitnl from the. mother country, while the shores of the Bay of Quinte were little 
known or appreciated, it will appear that the progress of Belleville has been at least 
equal to that· of any of them. The prosperity of Belleville may in fact be a\moat 
entirely attributed to the gradual development of its own internal resources, the 
fertility of the lands in its vicinity, and a large exportation, of late years, of lumber 
of all kinds to th~ United States. Having no desire unnecessarily to trouble the 
reader with dry statistical tables, I shall merely quote thjl following facts and figures, 
kindly furnished me by G. Benjamin, Esq., the present warden of the county of 
Hastings, to whose business talents and public spirit the county is largely indebted 
for its progress in internal improvement. 

'The increase of business at the port of Belleville has been most extraordinary. 
In 18.39, the total amount of duties paid at this port amounted to 2801. ; and in the 
year (1850) the amount reached 36591. 120. 4d. The total arrivals at this' port from 
the United States are as follows :-

British propellers • 
British sailing vessels 
Foreign do. do. 

No. of 
Vessels. 

8 
81 

124 

Ton •• 

2,400 
4,140 

12,643 

Hands. 
employed. 

104 
375 
730 

Total. • • 213 
This in addition to our daily steamers. 

19,183 1209 

Our exports to the United States are 
And British ports below Belleville 

£52,532 17 5 
153,4II 16 6 

Total imports from United States • 
Total acceptances from United States 
Total importations from lower ports 

including drafts and other re: 

£. 8. d. £205,944 13 II 
25,067 2 6 
17,435 0 0: 

sources • . 130,294 o 0 172,796 2 6 

Showing the balance of trade in ------
favour of this port to be • 

Our exports to the lower ports are 
mnde up as follows:- +' 

3,485 barrels of Potash 27880 ~ ~ 
33,I~.~" Flour 33'198 0 0 

357 bushels of Grass ' 
seed. . 

1,450 bushels of Barley 
4,947" Peas 
4.3~9" Rye. 

37,360" Wheat 
198 barrels of Pork 
54" Beef 

nc !.! ,71 Sheep-skins • 
4,.,JJ .. J. 0 ft. sq. Timber 

173 kegs of Butter: 
Furs • 
Fatted Cattle 
High Wines 
Whisky. 

133 17 6 
181 5 0 
594 14 0 
434 18 0 

i,472 0 0 
396 0 0 

74 5 0 
II4 2 0 

74,9011 2 6 
:540 12 6 
716 0 0 

1,840 0 0 
3,098 0 0 
1,830 0 0 

£153,411 16 6 

£33,148 11 5 

Our 'exports to the United States arc 
made up as follows :- £... d.' 

30,686 bushels of Wheat 6,137 4 11 
3,514" Rye 351 8 0 
3,728" Peas 466 0 0 

90" Barley 9 0 0 
316" Grass seed 118 10 0 

18,756 barrels of Flour 18,756 0 0 
338" Potash 2,366 0 0 

1,000 bushels of Potatoes 62 10 (I 

92 M. Shingles 23 0 0 
117 M. I.aths 4.'J 15 0 

18,210 Ibs. Rags 190 0 (I 

9,912Ibs. Wool 481 19 Ii 
466 Sheep-skins. 57 10 0 

61 kegs of Butter 122 0 0 
19,648,000 ft. sawed Lumber 21 296 0 0 

513 Cows 2;052 0 0 

£52,532 17 ~) 



CAXADIAN SKETCHES. 257 
fhe .Ri~e: Moira p~ss~ng through Bel.leville, where it discharges itself into the Bay 

or Qumte, IS o~e prmclpal source of Its prosperity. The preceding statement will 
show the quanhty of sawed lumber exported, most of whic.h is furnished by the saw­
mills of Belleville, or its immediate vicinity. Besides saw and fI,)ur-mills there are 
cloth and paper ~anufactories, a man~fac(ory of edge tools; pail man~factories, 
whe:e great '1_uantl tIes of these useful artICles are made at a low price by machinery· 
pla!,mg mac~mes, several iron fo,:mderies, breweries, distilleries, &c., in almost all of 
whIch estabhshments steam-ellgmes, or water-power from the river are used. A 
remarkable feature in Belleville, in common with other towns in Canada is the 
great number of tailoring a~d shoe-ma.I,:ing estaQljshments, when compar~d with 
towns of an equal populatIOn m Great BrItain. Thi'rshows, more than anything I am 
aware of, the general prosperity of the people, who can afford to be large COnsumers 
of such articles. There is ,"ery little difference to be obeerved in the "ostIiness of the 
clothing of the different classes of society in Upper Canadian tOWlIS and cities and 
much less difference in the taste with which these articles are selected than migl,t be 
expected. With the exception of the lower class of labol:ll"ers all perso'ns are well and 
Suitably clad, and they can afford to be so. Twelve years ago there were not more 
than five or six piano-fortes in Belleville_ Now there are nearly one hundred of a 
superior description, costing from £80 to £150. 

Another remarkable circumstance in Upper Canada is the number of lawyers in all 
the towns. In Belleville there are about a dozen, which seems to be a large number 
tor a town containing only 4,,54 inhabitants. when in an English town of the same 
size there is often not more than one. Of course, I do not mention this as any 
particular advantage, but to show the great difference in the amount of transactions, 
and of subjects of contention, in an old and a new country. The same may be said of 
the number of newspapers, as indicative of commercial activity. Two newspapers, 
representing the two political parties, are well supported in Belleville, both by their 
subscribers, and the number of advertisements. 

The mouth of the Moira River, which widens out at its junction with the Bay of 
Quinte, is completely covered with saw-logs and square timber of various kinds 
during the summer months. This river, at Belleville, is often dammed up by confused 
piles of timber. No sooner are these removed than its waters are covered over by 
vast quantities of oak staves, which are floated down separately to be rafted off like 
the squared lumber for the Quebec market. The greater proportion of the saw-logs 
are, however, cut up for exportation to the United States by the various saw-mills on 
the river, or by a large steam saw-mill with twenty or thirty run of saws, erected on 
a little island in the mouth of the river. Several large schooners are constantly 
loading with sawed lumber, and there are two or three steamboats always running 
between BelIeville and Kingston, carrying passengers to and fro, and generally 
heavily laden with goods or produce. The Bay of Quint'; offers more than common 
facilities in the summer months for rapid and safe communication with other places; 
and, in the winter time, being but slightly affected by the current of the river Trent, 
it affords excellent sleighing. Large quantities of wheat and other farm produce are 
transported over the ice to Belleville from the neighbouring county of Prince Edward, 
which is an exceedingly prosperous agricultural settlement, yielding wheat of the 
finest quality, and particularly excellent cheese aud butter. The scenery on the 
shores of Prince Edward is exceedingly picturesque, ann there are numerous wharfs 
at short distances, from whence the farmers roll their barrels of flour and other 
articles on board the steamers on their way t<' market. I have seen no scenery in 
Upper Canada presenting the same variety and beauty as that of the shores of PrInce 
Edward in particular. The peninsular situation of this count~ is its only .dis~dvant~ge 
-being out of the line of the land travel and of the telegraphIC commumcatlOn WhICh 
passes through Belleville. The county of Prince Edward ~aving nearly exh~usted its 
exportation lumber-the people are thus freed from the ~vIls of _a trad.e ~hat IS alw~ys 
more or less demoralising in its tendency, and can now gIve theIr. und.lvlded ~ttentIon 
to tbe "ultivation of their farms. Certain it is, that more qUIet, lIIdustrlOus, and 
prosperous settlers, are not to be found in the Province. A few mi~es ):lelow Belle."i!le, 
on the south side of the bay, is a very remarkable natural cunoslty, called lhe 
Stone Mills.' On the summit of a table-land, rising abruptly several hundred feet 
ahove the shore of the bay, there is a lake of considerable size and very great depth, 
and which apparently receives a very inadequate supply from the elevated land on 

B 
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which it is situated. The lake has no natural outlet, and the commo? opinion is that 
it is unfathomable, and that it is supplied with water by means ot a sub~e~ra!leaD 
communication wi th Lake Huron, or some other lake at th~ .same level. '1 hl9 19, of 
course, extremely improbable, but there c~n ~e no doubt of Its .great depth, and that 
it cannot be .upplieu from the Say of Qumte,.so. far .b~n.eath Its level. A;s a sm~l 
rivulet runs into this lake from the flat ground ID Its vlc.Jmty, and as the sOIl of this 
remnrkable exea,ation, however it may have been originally forl!'ed, is tenaci~u~, I 
think we require no such improbable theory to account for Its e:Clstence. Avallmg 
himself of the convenient position of this lake, a farmer in the nel~hbo.ur~ood erec~d 
a mill, which gives its name to the lake, on the shore of the Bay ot QUIDte, and which 
he supplied with water by making a deep cutting from the lake to the edge of the 
precipice, from whence it is com·eyed in troughs to the mill. 

There is a somewhat similar lake in the township of Sidney in the county of 
H asti nls, covering some hundred acres. This lake is also of great depth, though 
situate,i on the summit of a range of high hills, from whence it gets the name of the 
'Oak Hill Pond.' The Bay of Quinte abounds in excellent fish of various kinds, 
afforuing capital sport to those who are fond of fishing. -When the i<:e breaks up 
in tlle spring, immense shoals of pickerel commence running up the Moira river, at 
Belleville, to spawn in the interior. At that time a number of young men amuse 
themscJ,-cs with spearing them, standing 011 the flat rocks at the end of the bridge 
which crosses the river. They dart their spears into the rushing waters at hap­
hazard in the darkness, bringing up a large fish at every second or third stroke. My 
eldest son. a youth of fifteen, sometimes caught so many fish in this manner, in two 
or three hours, that we had to send a large wheelbarrow to fetch them home. For­
merly, before so many mills were erected, the fish swarmed in incredible numbers in 
all our rh·ers and lakes. In the backwoods there is excellent deer-hunting, and 
partie. arc often formed for this purpose by the young men, who bring home whole 
w,,:ggon-Ioa,ls of venisoll. 'Vhile speaking of Belleville, I may mention, a. one of its 
chIef advantages, the long period for which the sleighing continues in this part of the 
country,. when coml?ared with other places on the shore of Lake Ontario. N early the 
whole wmter there IS e~cel.lent sleighlng on the Bay of Quinte; and on the land we 
~ave weeks of goou sleIglllng for days in most other places. This is owing to the 
mfluence of a large sheet of frozen water interposed between us and Lake Ontario 
which i~ never frozen. The c?unty of Prince Edward is a peninsula connected with 
the mam I~nd by a narr~w Isthmus of low swampy land about four miles wide. 
Through thIS neck of land It has loug been in contemplation to cut a canal to enable 
the lake st,:am-boats to I,,~e l!elleyille in their route between Kingston and Toronto; 
thus affordl~g a safe naVIgatIOn m stormy weather. The effect of such a work on 
the prosperIty of. the counties of Hastings and Prince Edward would be very great 
a~ European emigrants ,,:ould have an opportunity of seeing a country which has­
hlther.I" escaped theIr n~tICe, from the causes already mentioned. 
lal~esldes the usual vane!y of churches, there is a grammar-school, and also four 

ge common schools, winch latter are free schools, being supported by assessments 
on the people of the town. Every Saturday, which is the great day for business 
fr?m the country, the streets are crowded with farmers' wa"gons or sleighs with their 
wives and I.'retty daughters, who come in to make theh- little purcha~es of silk 
~~7;s ~nd ribb~ns, a!,d to sell their butter and eggs, which are the peculiar perquisites 

1 be t"~~ es ~m thiS country. The counties of Hastin"s and Prince Edward are 
be e r~ e I or .emale beauty, and nowhere can you see pe~ple in the same class more 

eco,?mg y athred. At the same time there is nothing rustic about them except, 
!t~~~;,ne food nature and ,:~affected simpliCity of manners. To judge by th~ir light 

c s ep and rosy smlhng countenances, no people on earth seem to en'o So 

!f~~~:r ~~~r;c?J~ h;I~~t ~~~ c~ntenre!'t·d Sincde thhe establishment of the count~ ~u-
from the variou~ c aca ~mlse roa. s av~ branched out in all directions 
the human bod c~~~:1 icounty t?:, ns, stretchmg their ramifications like the veins of 
crelJi;ing the tride a~d the~~a~~yr~shme~~ and prosperity throughout the country, in­
and civilization; while the ma' o,:mec mg man With man an.d promoting intc\ligenC4! 
the country like the gnetIC telegraph, now traversmg the whole length of 
!ncreased acth-ity. Then;~~~~s ~~~~~m, still ~urther stimulates the inhabitants to 
III these improvements Thee ~rst IS f°nkunty dave ~ot been behind their neighbo~ 

. p" -roa which they constructed was froua· 
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Bellel<ilJe to Canniff's Mills, a distance of three miles over a road which at the time 
was often knee-deep in mud, with a solid foundation of flat limestone rock which 
prevented the escape of the water. So infamous was this road that on soO:e parts 
of it, it was a matter of serious doubt whether a boat or waggon 'would be the better 
mode of con v~yance. N otwi t~standing the badness of this roat!, it was the greatest 
thoroug?fare III the county, .as It was the only approach to a number of mills situated 
on the rlver, and to Bellevllle, from tbe back country. It was however with the 
utmost difficulty that the waruen could induce the other members of the county 
council to sanction the construction of a plank-road at the expense of the county· so 
little was then known ir, Canada of the effects of such works. ' 

The profit.s yielded by this road are unusually large, amounting, it is said, to 
seventy or elghty per cent. This extraordinary success encouraged the people to 
undertake other lines, by means of joint· stock companies formed among the farmers_ 
All these plank-roads are highly remunerative, averaging, it is stateu, fourteen per 
cent. over and above all expenses of repair. More than thirty miles of plank-road is 
already constructed in the county. In a few years plank or gravel roads will be ex­
tended through every part of the country, and they will be most available as feeders 
to the great line of railway which will very soon be constructed through the entire 
length of the province, and which has been already commeuced at Toronto and 
Hamilton. A single track plank· road costs from 3751. to 4251. per mile, according to 
the value of the land to be purchased, or other local causes. The cost of a gravel 
road, laid twelve feet wide and nine inches deep, and twenty-two feet from out to 
out, is from 2501. to 3251., and it is much more lasting, and more easily repaireu than 
a plank-roau. Macadamised or gravel roads ,,-ill no doubt entirely supersede the 
others. In the present circumstances of the colony, however, plank-roads "'ill be 
preferred, because they are more quickly constructed, and with less immediate outlay 
of money in the payment of labourers' wages, as our numerous saw-mills enable the 
farmers to get their own logs sawed, and they thus pay the greater purtion of their 
instalments on the stock taken in the roads. In fact, by making arrangements with 
the proprietors of saw-mills they can generally manage to get several months' credit, 
so that they will receive the first dividends from the road before they will be re­
quired to pay any money. The mode of making these rands is exceedingly simple. 

The space required for the road is first levelled, ditched, and draiued, and then 
pieces of scantling, five or six inches square, are laid longitudinally on each side, at 
the proper distance for a road·way twelve feet wide, and with the ends of each piece 
sawn off diagonally, so as to rest on the end of the next piece, which is similarly pre­
pared, to prevent the road from settling down unequally. The pieces of scantling 
thus connected are simply bedded firmly in the grouud, which is levelled up to their 
upper edges. Pine planks, three inches thick, arc then laid across with their ends 
restiug on the scantling. The planks are closely wedged together like the flooring 
of a house, and secured here and there by strong wooden pins, driven into auger-holes 
bored through the planks into the scantling. The eommcn way is to lay the plank­
flooring at right angles with the scantling, but a much better way has been adopted 
in the county of Hastings. The planks are here laid diagonally, which of course re­
quires that they should be cut several feet longer. This ensures greater durability, 
as the shoes of the horses cut up the planks much more when the grain of the wood 
corresponds in direction with their sharp edges. When a double track is required, 
three longitudinal courses of scantling are used, and the ends of the planks meet on 
the centre one. Very few, if any, iron nails are generally used. 

The great advantage of a plank-road is the large load it enables the horse~ to dra~v. 
Whilst on a common roat! a farmer can only carry twenty.five bushels of wheat III 
his waggon, a plank-road will enable him to carry forty or fifty bushels of t~e same 
grain with a pair of horses. The principal disadvantage of the plank-roads IS, that 
they are found by experience to be injurious to horses, particularly when they are 
driven quickly on them. , They are best adapted for a large load dra,'·n at a s.low 
pace. I shall not attempt to describe the country in the neigh bourhood of Bellevllle, 
or the more northern parts of the county. It will suffice to observ,:, t.hat the country 
is generally much varied in its surface, and beautiful, and the SOli )s generally ex­
cellent. Within the last ten or twelve years the whole country has been studded 
with good substantial stone or brick houses, or good white painte~ frame hou~es, 
even for thirty miles back, and the farms are well fenced and cultIvated, showmg 
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undeniahle signs of comfort and independence. Streams and water are abundant, 
and there are several thriving villages and hamlets s?attered through t~e county,­
the villa"e of Canniff's Mills, three miles from Belleville, and soon destmed to form 
a part of it, alone containing a population of about a thousand. . . 

In describing the progress of this co~nty, I may be understood as descrJbl~g that.of 
most other counties in the Upper Provmce; the progress of all of them bemg raptd, 
though varyin" according to the advantages of situation, or from causes already 
alluded to. F:'om what has been said, the reader will perceive that the present con­
dition of Canada generally is exceedingly prosperous, and when the resources of the 
country are fully developed by the railroads now in progress of construction, and by 
the influx of capital and population from Europe, no rational person can doubt that 
it will ultimately be as prosperous and opulent as any country in the world, an~ient or 
modern. It may be sait!, 'should we not then .be hopef~1 and contented with. our 
Bituation and prospects.' And so the people are m the mall~, and the .shrewd c~pltal­
ists of England think so, or they would not be so ready to mvest theIr money m our 
public works. But some deduction from this general state of contentment and con­
fidence must be made for those little discontents and grum blings created by the mis­
representations of certain disappointed politicians and ambitious men of all parties, 
who expect to gain popularity by becoming grievance-mongers. Much has been done, 
and a great deal still remains to be done in the way of reform, here as elsewhere. 
But there never was any just cause or motive in that insane cry for 'annexation' to 
the United Rtates, which was raised some years ago, ant! by the tories, too, of all 
people in the world! The 'annoxation' mania can now only be regarded as indica-­
tive of the last expiring struggle of a domineering party-it would not be correct to 
call it a political party--which had so long obstructed the progress of Canada by its 
selfish and monopolising spirit, when it found that its reign had ceased for ever. 

Great sacrifices have been, and will be made, by men of loyalty and prineiple in 
support of institutions, which are justly dear to every .Briton and to every freeman; 
but this feeling necessarily has its limits among the mass of mankind; and the loyalt)!" 
of a people mnst be supported by reason and justice. They should have good reason 
to believe that their institutions are mure conducive to happiness and prosperitythan 
those of all other countries. Without this conviction, loyalty in a people who have 
by any me~ns been depriv~d of the pow~r of correcting the abuses of their govem­
ment, WOUld be hardly ratIOnal. Canadians now have that power to its full extent. 
Why, then, should we not be loyal to the constitution of our country which has stood 
th.e t~st of ages, pur!fying .itself ami developing its native energies as a vigorous con­
S!ltutlOn outgrows ~Iqease ID the human frame. The government of Canada is prac­
tIcally.more repubhcan than that of the mother country, and nearly as republican as 
that of t~e Umted States. Our g:overnment is also notoriously much less expensive. 
~u~ pubhc officers are also, pract.lcally, much more responsible to the people, though 
mdlrectly, because they ar~ appomted .by a Colonial Ministry, who are elected by the: 
people, and ~hose po\;,ularlty depends 10 a great degree on the selections they make, 
and upon theIr watchtulness over their conduct. 

'P'e gove:nment of the United States is not a cheap government because all officers 
bemg electn'e by the people, the responsibility of the selections'to office is divided 
!,nd .weakened. Moreover, !he chance or prospect of the electors being the elected 
~nchne" them to put up With abuses and .lefalcations, which would be considered 
mtolerable un~ler another form of government. The British Government now holds 
the bes~ secUTIty for the contillued loyalty of the people of Canada in their increasing 
prospeTIty. 't:o Great Britain they are bound by the strongest tie; of duty and inter­
~ht; and nothmg b~t the b:,sest ingratitude, or absolute infatnation can ever tempt 

em to transfer thelf allegIance to another country. ' 

LONDON: PRINTED BY W. C£OWES AND SONS, STAIIIFOBD STRF.ET. 




	978-1-4591-4965-6_00001
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00002
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00003
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00004
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00005
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00006
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00007
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00008
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00009
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00010
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00011
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00012
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00013
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00014
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00015
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00016
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00017
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00018
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00019
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00020
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00021
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00022
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00023
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00024
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00025
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00026
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00027
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00028
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00029
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00030
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00031
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00032
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00033
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00034
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00035
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00036
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00037
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00038
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00039
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00040
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00041
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00042
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00043
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00044
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00045
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00046
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00047
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00048
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00049
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00050
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00051
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00052
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00053
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00054
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00055
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00056
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00057
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00058
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00059
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00060
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00061
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00062
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00063
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00064
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00065
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00066
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00067
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00068
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00069
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00070
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00071
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00072
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00073
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00074
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00075
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00076
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00077
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00078
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00079
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00080
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00081
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00082
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00083
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00084
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00085
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00086
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00087
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00088
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00089
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00090
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00091
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00092
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00093
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00094
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00095
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00096
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00097
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00098
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00099
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00100
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00101
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00102
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00103
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00104
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00105
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00106
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00107
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00108
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00109
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00110
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00111
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00112
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00113
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00114
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00115
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00116
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00117
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00118
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00119
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00120
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00121
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00122
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00123
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00124
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00125
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00126
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00127
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00128
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00129
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00130
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00131
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00132
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00133
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00134
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00135
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00136
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00137
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00138
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00139
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00140
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00141
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00142
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00143
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00144
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00145
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00146
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00147
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00148
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00149
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00150
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00151
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00152
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00153
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00154
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00155
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00156
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00157
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00158
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00159
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00160
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00161
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00162
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00163
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00164
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00165
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00166
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00167
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00168
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00169
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00170
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00171
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00172
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00173
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00174
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00175
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00176
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00177
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00178
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00179
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00180
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00181
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00182
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00183
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00184
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00185
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00186
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00187
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00188
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00189
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00190
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00191
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00192
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00193
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00194
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00195
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00196
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00197
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00198
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00199
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00200
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00201
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00202
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00203
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00204
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00205
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00206
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00207
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00208
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00209
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00210
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00211
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00212
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00213
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00214
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00215
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00216
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00217
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00218
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00219
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00220
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00221
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00222
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00223
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00224
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00225
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00226
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00227
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00228
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00229
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00230
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00231
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00232
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00233
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00234
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00235
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00236
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00237
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00238
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00239
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00240
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00241
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00242
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00243
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00244
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00245
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00246
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00247
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00248
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00249
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00250
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00251
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00252
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00253
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00254
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00255
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00256
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00257
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00258
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00259
	978-1-4591-4965-6_00260

