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Introduction

*Dear foster-mother, on whose ample breast
The hungry still find food, the weary rest;
The child of want that treads thy happy shore,
Shall feel the grasp of poverty no more;
His honest toil meet recompense can claim,
And Freedom bless him with a freeman’s name!”
S.M.

IN oUR wWORK of “Roughing it in the Bush,” I endea-
voured to draw a picture of Canadian life, as [ found it
twenty years ago, in the Backwoods. My motive in giving
such a melancholy narrative to the British public, was
prompted by the hope of deterring well-educated people,
about to settle in this colony, from entering upon a life for
which they were totally unfitted by their previous pursuits
and habits.

To persons unaccustomed to hard labour, and used to
the comforts and luxuries deemed indispensable to those
moving in the middle classes at home, a settlement in the
bush can offer few advantages. It has proved the ruin of
hundreds and thousands who have ventured their all in
this hazardous experiment; nor can I recollect a single
family of the higher class, that have come under my own
personal knowledge, that ever realised an independence,
or bettered their condition, by taking up wild lands in
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10 Life in the Clearings

remote localities; while volumes might be filled with fail-
ures, even more disastrous than our own, to prove the
truth of my former statements.

But while I have endeavoured to point out the error of
gcntlemen bringing delicate women and helpless children
to toil in the woods, and by so doing excluding them from
all social intercourse with persons in their own rank, and
depriving the younger branches of the family of the
advantages of education, which, in the vicinity of towns
and villages, can be enjoyed by the children of the poorest
emigrant, I have never said anything against the REAL
benefits to be derived from a judicious choice of settle-
ment in this great and rising country.

God forbid that any representations of mine should
deter one of my countrymen from making this noble and
prosperous colony his future home. But let him leave to
the hardy labourer the place assigned to him by Provi-
dence, nor undertake, upon limited means, the task of
pioneer in the great wilderness. Men of independent for-
tune can live anywhere. If such prefer a life in the woods,
to the woods let them go; but they will soon find out that
they could have employed the means in their power in a
far more profitable manner than in chopping down trees
in the bush.

There are a thousand more advantageous ways in which
a man of property may invest his capital, than by burying
himself and his family in the woods. There never was a
period in the history of the colony that offered greater
inducements to men of moderate means to emigrate to
Canada than the present. The many plank-roads and rail-
ways in the course of construction in the province, while
they afford high and remunerative wages to the working
classes, will amply repay the speculator who embarks a
portion of his means in purchasing shares in them. And if
he is bent upon becoming a Canadian farmer, numbers of
fine farms, in healthy and eligible situations, and in the
vicinity of good markets, are to be had on moderate
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terms, that would amply repay the cultivator for the
money and labour expended upon them.

There are thousands of independent proprietors of this
class in Canada - men who move in the best society, and
whose names have a political weight in the country. Why
gentlemen from Britain should obstinately crowd to the
Backwoods, and prefer the coarse, hard life of an axeman,
to that of a respectable landed proprietor in a civilised
part of the country, has always been to me a matter of
surprise; for a farm under cultivation can always be pur-
chased for less money than must necessarily be expended
upon clearing and raising buildings upon a wild lot.

Many young men are attracted to the Backwoods by
the facilities they present for hunting and fishing. The
wild, free life of the hunter, has for an ardent and roman-
tic temperament an inexpressible charm. But hunting and
fishing, however fascinating as a wholesome relaxation
from labour, will not win bread, or clothe a wife and
shivering little ones; and those who give themselves
entirely up to such pursuits, soon add to these profitiess
accomplishments the bush vices of smoking and drinking,
and quickly throw off those moral restraints upon which
their respectability and future welfare mainly depend.

The bush is the most demoralizing place to which an
anxious and prudent parent could send a young lad. Freed
suddenly from all parental control, and exposed to the
contaminating influence of broken-down gentlemen loaf-
ers, who hide their pride and poverty in the woods, he
joins in their low debauchery, and falsely imagines that,
by becoming a blackguard, he will be considered an excel-
lent backwoodsman.

How many fine young men have 1 seen beggared and
ruined in the bush! It is too much the custom in the woods
for the idle settler, who will not work, to live upon the new
comer as long as he can give him good fare and his horn of
whisky. When these fail, farewell to your good-hearted,
roystering friends; they will leave you like a swarm of
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musquitoes, while you fret over your festering wounds,
and fly to suck the blood of some new settler, who is fool
enough to believe their offers of friendship.

The dreadful vice of drunkenness, of which I shall have
occasion to speak hereafter, is nowhere displayed in more
revolting colours, or occurs more frequently, than in the
bush; nor is it exhibited by the lower classes in so shame-
less a manner as by the gentlemen settlers, from whom a
better example might be expected. It would not be diffi-
cult to point out the causes which too often lead to these
melancholy results. Loss of property, incapacity for hard
labour, yielding the mind to low and degrading vices,
which destroy self-respect and paralyse honest exertion,
and the annihilation of those extravagant hopes that false
statements, made by interested parties, had led them to
entertain of fortunes that might be realised in the woods:
these are a few among the many reasons that could be
given for the number of victims that yearly fill a drunk-
ard’s dishonourabie grave.

At the period when the greatest portion of “Roughing
it in the Bush” was written, I was totally ignorant of life in
Canada, as it existed in the towns and villages. Thirteen
years’ residence in one of the most thriving districts in the
Upper Province has given me many opportunities of
becoming better acquainted with the manners and habits
of her busy, bustling population, than it was possible for
me ever to obtain in the green prison of the woods.

Since my residence in a settled part of the country, |
have enjoyed as much domestic peace and happiness as
ever falls to the lot of poor humanity. Canada has become
almost as dear to me as my native land; and the home-
sickness that constantly preyed upon me in the Back-
woods, has long ago yielded to the deepest and most
heartfelt interest in the rapidly increasing prosperity and
greatness of the country of my adoption, - the great fos-
ter-mother of that portion of the human family, whose
fatherland, however dear to them, is unable to supply
them with bread.
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To the honest sons of labour Canada is, indeed, an El
Dorado - a land flowing with milk and honey; for they
soon obtain that independence which the poor gentleman
struggles in vain to realise by his own labour in the woods.

The conventional prejudices that shackle the move-
ments of members of the higher classes in Britain are
scarcely recognised in Canada; and a man is at liberty to
choose the most profitable manner of acquiring wealth,
without the fear of ridicule and the loss of caste.

The friendly relations which now exist between us and
our enterprising, intelligent American neighbours, have
doubtless done much to produce this amalgamation of
classes. The gentleman no longer looks down with super-
cilious self-importance on the wealthy merchant, nor does
the latter refuse to the ingenious mechanic the respect due
to him as a man. A more healthy state pervades Canadian
society than existed here a few years ago, when party
feeling ran high, and the professional men and office hold-
ers visited exclusively among themselves, affecting airs of
aristocratic superiority, which were perfectly absurd in a
new country, and which gave great offence to those of
equal wealth who were not admitted into their clique.
Though too much of this spirit exists in the large cities,
such as Quebec, Montreal, and Toronto, it would not be
tolerated in the small district towns and villages, where a
gentleman could not take a surer method of making him-
self unpopular than by exhibiting this feeling to his fellow-
townsmen.

I have been repeatedly asked, since the publication of
“Roughing it in the Bush,” to give an account of the pres-
ent state of society in the colony, and to point out its
increasing prosperity and commercial advantages; but sta-
tistics are not my forte, nor do 1 feel myself qualified for
such an arduous and important task. My knowledge of
the colony is too limited to enable me to write a compre-
hensive work on a subject of vital consequence, which
might involve the happiness of others. But what I do know
I will endeavour to sketch with a light pencil; and if I
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cannot convey much useful information, I will try to
amuse the reader; and by a mixture of prose and poetry
compile a small volume, which may help to while away an
idle hour, or fill up the blanks of a wet day.

Belleville, Canada West,
Nov. 24th, 1852.



INDIAN SUMMER.

By the purple haze that lies

On the distant rocky height,
By the deep blue of the skies,

By the smoky amber light,
Through the forest arches streaming,
Where nature on her throne sits dreaming,
And the sun is scarcely gleaming

Through the cloudlet’s snowy white,
Winter’s lovely herald greets us,
Ere the ice-crown’d tyrant meets us.

A mellow softness fills the air -
No breeze on wanton wing steals by,
To break the holy quiet there,
Or make the waters fret and sigh,
Or the golden alders shiver,
That bend to kiss the placid river,
Flowing on and on for ever;
But the little waves seem sleeping,
O’er the pebbles slowly creeping,
That last night were flashing, leaping,
Driven by the restless breeze,
In lines of foam beneath yon trees.

Dress’d in robes of gorgeous hue —
Brown and gold with crimson bient,
The forest to the waters blue
Its own enchanting tints has lent.
In their dark depths, life-like glowing,
We see a second forest growing,
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