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From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal.
THE EMIGRANTS.

A STORY OF THE BACKWOODS.

A youthful newly wedded couple were pre-
paring for the decisive step of emigration to
one of the North American States: it might be
cullad decisive, because, under any circum-
stances, they contemplated no retarn hither.
It is wnnecessary to detail all the reasons
which determined these young persons to

“abandon their fatherland and the amenities of
cultivated society, for a retired and self-deny-
ing residence amidst the primeval forests

‘of the ¢ far west.” It may be sufficient
to remark, that they were every way credita-
ble to them; and that, while their wishes and
expuctations were moderate, their energies
were braced to meet, in a firm spirit of self-re-
lyiag industry and courage, whatever incon-
veniences or disappointments might await them.
On one al! important point they relt satisfied—
namely, that strong matoal affection must be
the foundation of every step in the path of lifs
they had chosen.  Amidst the dimness with
wifich the visions of their futurity wera blent,
this only seamed clear. 'They were voluntari-
ly about to leave, perhaps for ever, the luxu-
ries and appliances of polished society, toge-
ther with all the ties of kindred and friendship
which had hitherte smoothed and beguiled their
young life’s journey, and they fuslt there-

. {ore, that the love must be of the nature of an
enduring, self-denying tenderness, which
would make them all in all to each other,
and which would cheer whatever solitude, and
make amends for whatever privation, they
might have te encounter in their wilderness
lot.., On this muin point then their youthfal

_ hearts were at rest: they had long beea inti-
mately acquainted with, and almost as long
fondly attached to, each other.  But in other
respacts they were also peculiarly fited for the
mode of life they anticipated, and it was pro-
bably an intuitive percaption eof this fact that
finally influenced their decision, so they set
themselves cheerily to their multifarious pre-
paralions.

¢ I shall make a much better farmer than [
ever shonld a merchant 1 feel confident,” said

- ‘George Hadley ; ¢ and now my early penchant
for edged tools, will, I hope, find useful exer-
cise. | think L shall be able to make some-
thing bettter than clamsy—that is, very clum-
sy—tables and chairs for our new home.’

¢ And 1,” said his wife, with a fond respon-
sive smile, “amn getting rapidly into &ll the
mysteries of home-brewing and baking. 1

* was not idle during my lata shor: visit to cou-
sin Grace, at her coantry cottage, though
sha did stare prodigiously at my anxiety to
pry into the depths of everything.

I often think of Aunt Jane’s lesson, and will
even have a hand in every dish we have npon
the table. Aunt Jane, you must know, pro-
" mised a particular provincial pudding to a very
particular English gentleman,  She felt sare
she kaew the ingredients necessary, the pro-
poitions, and how to mix them, having often
done 1t: but alas! she knew not how: or the
proper time to cook it. When she had learned
to make piea and puddings, the cook or a ba-
ker finished them: here she was at fault, and
to her shame and mortification the pudding was
spoiled and uneatable.’

Thus they encouraged each other, and chat-
ted over ther prospects and plans, till the time
of leave taking arrived. FHere they did wise.
ly also, we thiuk: thoy made no formal faire-
wells; but haviag incidentally mentioned their
inteations to each of their friends, so as to feel
assured it would not be taken amiss, they qui-
etly slipped away by themselves; and thus, as
Marion said, when she stood on the vessel’s
deck, and looked her last on England, the gaze
was not dimmed by friendship’s tears, but
the past looked bright as did the future.

They had collected rather a formidable

equipment of articles for personal and domes-
tiz comforts, as it was oxe of their aims to
retain as many of the agremens of the past
a8 their futare position would justify or admit
of. Inone particular they practised praisewor-
thy self denial: they were both pusionately fond
of muaic, but, fearing lest this puravit should
tempt them to sacrifice to it too much of their
time, after some consultation they agreed to
“take no wusical instruments or music with
them. We shall just add, that they had uni-
tedly about two thousand pounds; a capital
which would go but a little way in their rank
in Britain, but which is ample for a settler in
a colony, who is contented to begin mode-
rately.

Afier a pleasant voyage George and NMarisn
Hadley landed in New York. 'T'bere they
immediately songht, and soon obtnined infor-
mation, as to the best distiict to which to pro-
eeed, For the most part things weat favora—
bly. They secured a farm, partially cleared,
which the oceupant, from varions misforiunes,
was obliged to resign, and which therr roman-
tic wish to be alone induced them to prefer to
others, from its isolation, and being raither ont
off the track which the tide of emigration seem-
ed likely to take. They had a faney te keep
their home -retired amidst the wilds, even
should townships arise at no great distance
around them. :

At the last place on the borders of civiliza-
tion, our emigrants provided supplies of sweh
additionu] things as they seemed likaly to waat,
wi.h waggons and assistunts to convey thom to

s

their destipation. This was the most toilsome
part of their long journey; still novelty, cario- |
sity and longings, and even the suspense of
hope, made it pass gladsomely. Bat yet,
hepeful and light-hearted as were Mr and Mrs
Hadley, it was not in human nature, when
their future resting-place was reached, not 10
exchange a look that seemed to say, ¢ Shall
this desolate spot ever become the paradise
we have dreamed of > The fence, originally
but purtial, was now lying broken down and
destroyed: the unsightly stamps and tangled
ground, a half ruinous log house, and the dark
interminable forest, amidst whose gloomy re-
cesses, the strong breeze was sizhing what
sounded more like a melancholy dirge than a
eheerful welcome—these were the dark fea-
tares. But the summer sun shone gloriously; |
a cluster of mzjestic trees shaded and shelter-
ed the dwelling; a few apple trees were even
now bending beneath their load of fruit, and
some caltivated rosebushes showed that here
agarden once had smiled, and might smile
again. The house was bardly fit to shelter the
newly arrived with their goods and chattels; !
their first care, therefore, was to arrange for |
assistance in tke erection of a new and more"
commodious dwelling. This, where wood was
so pleaty, and wood nearly all that was re-
quired, was soon accomwplished. The walls
were of rough logs, inside they were neatly
boarded, and afterwards varnished: the roof
was also of Yoards, with tar and bark instead
of tiling or slate; there was a light and spaci-
ous kitchen, and above it a comfurtable room,
intended for guests: there was no hall, bat di-
rectly opening from the kitchen was a good
apsrtment, which might be be called a parlour
from its furniture and appointments; and- still
within, leading from it, was the chamber, or
sancium sanctorum—very saug, yet light and
cheerful, its window looking to a pleasant glade
in the solemn wood, where Marion telt sure
they would find some agreeable walk, and in
fact they did find so many, that on that side
they allowed the stately trees 1o remain in
their ancient majesty. Haraly was the house
made habitable, ere the team was at work for
the autumn sowing; and then succeeded win-
ter, with 1ts fence-making, and almost equally
important in-door employments, completing the
domestic comforts; and then they called their
home ¢ Young tlope Farm.’

But it is not our intention to follow these
settlers throngh all the details of their transat-
lantic residence. Suffice it to say they pros-
pered.  Their moderate wants were soon
abundantly supplied from their own farm, and
chiefly by the work of their own hands; for,
except in spring and harvest, one stout servant
gir! was all their help. Marion bad a small
dairy; she had poultry of the finest kinds in
abundance, and she raised in the garden the
only ornameats they cared for—the flowers of
their country.  George caltivated excellent
fruit; he followed his plough, and superintend-
€0 in person every operation of the farm; wbile
lor healthful recreation, and a pleasant varie-
ty to their table, he had his gun and plenty of
unrestricted game. In the evening they bad
few well chosen books, or if busily engaged
with their hands, they often joined their voices
in some of the melodies of home, and conclu-
ded with a gratefal hymn of praise. Happly
passed their time, not a momer.t nnemployed;
aand they cast not one ¢ longing, lingering look
behind.” But, monotonoas as to some this life
might appear, unvaried by f{riendly greetings
or pleasant re-unions, and vucheered by Sab-
bath bell or social worship, yet one or two in-
cidents befell Mr and Mrs Hadley of interest
far surpassing the average of those in our every
day existence; and these it is our chief object
to narrate, as teading to illustrate how a self-
possessed demeanor and a generous heart
will meet exigeacies the most trying, and
eventuate in resalis the most satisfactory.

‘The following, as the preceding incidents,are
strictly true.  One of them we should espe-
cially shrink from having the hardihood to in-
vent; and it 18 another proof of the trite re-
mark, that the romance of real life is often
more highly wrought, and more deeply affect-
ing than any fiction, however well drawn:—

One hot bright day in the early harvest of
the year succeeding their arrival in America,
Mrs Hadley was engaged in the cheertful,
cleanly kitchea, making preparation for their
mid-day meal, of which several laborers in the
harvest field had also to partake. Her hus-
band, as usunal, superintended his work, and
even theservant girl had gone out to assist.
Mrs Hadley had her face turned from the
window; but as she saw one shadow after ano-
ther darken the opposite wali, she raised her
hsad to glance at the wooden clock, to ses if
it were possible the dinner hour had breught
her laborers from the field. What was her
surprise and consternation to see the dark fi-
gores of several Indians walk inte her pre-
sence with noiseles tread, and in atter silence.
She had always felt an undefined but extreme
dread of these savages, often represented as
so tarrible, end had shudderingly imagined
such & circnmstance as now occurred, but hi-
therto she had never seen any of them, <o
that the novelty, the suspicion, and ner unpro-
‘ected situation, cansed her hesrt to sink with-
in her. It was only for a momeant, however.

When two men had entered she was re-
lived to see them followed by n young wo-
man, carring on her shoulder a littte child!
and whose timid stealing steps formed a stri-
king contiast to the beld and confident  bear-
ng of the men. Mrs Hadley, rallying her
courage, and endeavoriug to appear quite un-
moved, courteowsly greeted the intruders.
Though they could not understand the import
of her words, her gesture and her smile were

|

nature’s well understood telegraph of kindli-

nees and welcome. They exchanged one sylla-
ble, it seemed to her of satisfuction, and con-
tinned to gaze earnestly at every object they
saw around them. ' One of them was tall,
and seemed advenced in years; the ather was
young, and was the husband of the female.
Mrs Hadley, observing that the jatter was al-
most sinking from fatigue &nd heat, took the
child from her arms, carressed, and gave it a
large piece of white bread, which it eagerly
ate, and then a drasght of new milk, She
then lifted from the ample pot that bung over
the fire, a mess of savoury soup, which she
placed on the table, with spoons, pointed to
her uninvited guests to eat.  They looked at
each other, at the food, and at her, but said and
did nothing. Eager to propitiate their good
will, as well as anxious to fulfil the duties of
hospitality to any of the brotherhood of man,
the nostess seated herself at the table, took a
spoon and a piece of bread, and began to eat,
as if inviting and showing her goests the ex—
ample. She then resigned her seat, and was
pleased to see the men gravely, yet with the
utmost propriety,eat as they had seen her
do, though in all probability they had never
bandled a spoon before. Meanwhile the fe-
male had squatted down at a respectful dis-
tanze from ber lord and father; and Mrs Had-
Iy, recollecting that the Indian squaws do
not eat with the men, placed before her some
of the nicest of the meat and vegetables.
The young woman—for she seemed scarcely
above sixteen—looked sad and very gentle,
yet smiled thankfully and admiringly at the
kind and comely white womnan,

Short - time sufliced for the strangers to
make a plentiful meal, after which, seeing a
pitcher of water by, they drank eagerly, aod
then with a gesture of stately courtesy, stalk-
ed away, baving hardly uttered a word during
their visit.  As they were departing, Mrs
Hadley, seeing the child much attracied by a
hendkerchief she wore of many-colored sill,
took it from her shoulders and spread it over
the poor babe’s uncovered skin, to protect it
from the fierce rays of the noon-day sun. The
mother more than once looked back with a
deeply grateful smile, and very soon they
were all out of sight amidst the forest.

Mr Hadley was much annoyed by this oc-
carrence, ond thoaght it only prudent that his
wife should not again be left alone, for fear of
a similar or worse alarm. - They saw no more
Indians, however, till the fall of tha following
year. DBy that time they had a little girl of
their own; and one day when Marion was lift-
ing her {rom ber cot in the inner room, she
snddenly saw a dark and frightfully painted
countenance glaring in atthe low window.
Again she preserved her coolness and compo-
sure, though the effort was even greater than
before; for ere she could call her husband,
who was not far off, the house was surround.
ed by eight orten fearful looking savages. This
time, as no females were with them, Mrs
Hadly justly concluded that they were a war
party, and might be bent on mischief. ~With
her child in her arms she hastened into
the kitchen, and warned the servant girl of
their unwelcome neighbors; commanding her
on no account to display the least distrust or
displeasure.  Hardly bad she time for this
communication, when the armed warriors
crowded into the house, unceremoniously, yet
with the appearance of harmlessness; and sha
soon had the pleasure to recognise among them
the elderly man who had formerly visited her.
He advanced to the fireplace and looked as if
for the great boiling pot; but there was none
there that day. The hostess, however, under-
stood him; and smiling at him (she afterwards

‘averred it a very faint-hearted smile), as if to

let him know she did, she brought a large
bowl of sweet milk and a basket of wheaten
cakes, inviting the Indians to partake, which
they did, but without seating themselves, Mr
Hadley soon after walked in, his gun on his
arm, and looked aghast when he saw by whom
his kitchen was occupied. ~ Oane of the Indi-
ans instantly wished to examine his fowling-
piece. Alarmed at the danger, and anxions
to make an impression on the wild strangers,
George first fired it off at one of his ewn pigs
that strayed near. Most of the sarages started,
uttered exclamations of surprise, and then
leaped to the dead animal to axamine it more
closely.  When he saw their excitement and
frantic gesiures, he began to fear he had not
acted wisely; certainly he had not exercised

the prudence and self command his Marion

bad done. Some of the warriors remained
within the threshold, and appeared acquainted
with the use of firearms; so George loadec
agnin, as composedly as he could, while his
brave wife observed suspended round the neck
of one of them a well used tobacco pipe. By
her suggestion her husband offered a supply of
the weed he never used himself, but kept for
the ase of his visitors and laborers.  This
courtesy was received by the Indians with
every mark of satisfuction, and shortly after-
wards they ‘took their wished-for departure.
After this, scarcely a year passed that some
parties of Indians did not call a: the farm,
and never without interchanging marks of hos-
pitality and good will, till it seemad to be ge-
nerally understood that these white people and
the Red Men wera friends and brothers,

A few seasons now glided peacefully past
with Mr and Mrs Hadley. They still enjoyed,
in a great measure, their beloved retirement;
only one family had become domiciled within
five miles of them. But tbat is near neighbor-
hood in the backwoods; so these salitary fami-
lies ‘occasionally mterchanged visits. * Few
and far between’ were they, it must be said,
except when some neighborly assistance was
required of either. Perhaps it was a candle-
making, or a grand maple-sugar boiling, or it
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wa to look after the hovse during & confine~
ment; on the whole, it was agreeable 0 al
parties, Mr and Mrs QOswald had, like 08f
friends the Hadleys, emigrated on the streng!
of love aad industry; but they were not so for=
tvnate, perhsps not so judicions, as the others:
The lady hud been tenderly nuriured, a9
was litle fitted to sustain the roughness ',':
emigrant family has, especially at first to ef
counter. Moreover, her health was t‘leh“t'el'
and her family increased rapidly: three eﬁl"
dren they bad carnied with them, but onJ
one survived to reach their future home. 'l:
damped ihe youthful pair at the outset. SU
Mr Oswald and his interesting wife were hup-
py, for they were contented and uﬁecuml?';
and the hushand, (an energetic Irishmsn) w’o
indefatigable in i.dusiry, and a Jesire 10
well.

[To be Concluded.].

From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal:

CAPTAIN POSITIVE.

A French veteran with one arm was !“"i
before the door of his neat ecottage onB,PI";
sant evening in July, He was sorround d by
several village lads, who with one voice If”
troated him to commence *his promised #tory*
The old man took his pipe from hig moo
wiped his lips with the remaining hand, 8%
began thus:— '

¢ In my time bays, Frenchmen would h"u
scorned to fight with Frenchmen in the ﬁ";t
us they do now. No, no; when we foog ;
it was for the honor of France, and ngl'{‘"
her foreign enemies.  Well, my- story begif
on the 6th November, 1812, a short time al¢?
the battle of Winzma. We were beating 8
treat, not before the Russians, for they ke
a respectful distance from our cantonme’“";
but before the biting cold of their dctel!’.
country, more terrible to us than Rndl"’;;;
Austrians and Bavarians put together. &
the last few days oar ufficers had beenbtclllﬂl
us that we were approaching Smolensko, whe H
we should be certain of finding food, fire, bram
dy and shoes; but in the meantime we We
perishing in the ice, and perpetually harras!
by bands of Cossack riders. o

+ We had marched for six hours Wl‘m:_
pausing to draw breath, for we knew that lred
pose was certain death. A bitter wind hor
snow-flakes against our faces, and now &°
then we stumbled ever the frozon corpses
our comrades. No singing or talking lh‘:'
Even the grumblers ceased to complainy &0
that was a bad sign. 1 walked behl_nd ‘";
captain: he was a short man, strong built, ﬂ:"n
ged and severe, bat brave and true a8 bis © e
eword blade. We called him Captain PusitV®}
for, once he said a thing, so it was—no 8§ 2
—he never changed his mind.  He had h"ca
wounded at Wiazma, and his usually red fo |d
was now quite pale; while the pieces of a7 od
white handkerchief which he bad W"’F"ew
vound his legs were sosked with blocd. I'#® *,
him first move slowly, then stagger like
drunken man, and at last he fell dowd
a block. K i

¢ Morbleu! -captnin,” said I bending ©
him, ¢ you can’t lie there.” Jisd

¢« You see that I can, because 1 do,’ rep"
he, pointing to his limbs. : %

¢ &plning.' said 1, ¢ you mus’'nt lie t:‘“"‘;
and raised him in my arms, I man2g®
place him on his feet. ~ He leaned on me ‘"
tried to walk, but in vain: he fell once O™
dragging me over with him.

‘g.lgob;iln,' snid he, ¢ ’tis all over. Just leh:‘
me here, and join your columu as quickly P
yeu can. One word before you go:—8 fr
reppe, near Grenoble, lives a good WO"’G.,
eighty two years old, my--my mother. Y
to see her, embrace her, and tel! her ~'Mher
that—tell her whatever you like, but giv®
this purse and my cross. That’s all.

¢ Is that all, captain?’

¢« I said s0. Good by, anil make haste.

¢ Boys, | don’t know how 1t was, but
two tears freezing on my cheeke,

Jike

[ felt

¢ No, Captain,” cried I, * I won’t leave ’.;:'
either you thall come with me, or I will &
with you.”

<1 forbid your staying.” y

‘ Cnpmin,) you myighx just as well forbid #
woman talking.’

¢« If I escape, 1'll punish you.’ pat

¢ You may place me under arrest lheﬂ.-
just now youn must let me do as I please.

¢ You’rean insolent fellow!” RIS

¢ Very likely captain; but you must
with me.” A

<He bit his lips with anger, but 'nmd ;"
more. 1 raised him, and placed his D"a’
across my shoulders like a sack. Yoo ‘;‘_ﬁ,
easily imagine that while bearing such 2

- m
then I could not move ae quickly as my °°co_
rades. Indoed T woon lost sight of their he

lumns, and could perceive nothing hu:i o
white silent plain around me. I move P
and presently there appeared a band of p %
sake galloped towards me, their Jances I
and shouting their fiendish war- ery. of;
The captain was by this time in 2 l""s”‘
total unconsciousness, and | reso|'9‘1v i
what it might, notto abandon him. 1 laid 0
on the gronnd, covered him with lno"-mm,
then crept under a heap of my dead jiber
panions, leaving, however, my eyes at 4 be-
ty. Soon the Cossacks reached vs, 8‘; lofts
gan strikiog with their lances vight and.o, .
while their horses trampled the bodies. 4 bie
sently cne of these rude beasts P uce!
hoof on ny left arm and erushed 1t 10
Boys, I did. not say a word: 1 did not “'0
save to thrust my right hand into my M5
to keep down the cry of torture; and in &
winutes the Cossacks dispersed.




