Six-and-a-quarter Cents per Acre

So, 6.25 cents an acre. And fenced at that.
Helluva deal, wouldn’t you say?

Yup, that’s what it cost my grandfather to secure his 160 acres of
homestead land when he and other pioneers like him came to Canada
around the turn of the 20™ century.

Fenced, you say? Well, yes, not in the conventional sense of that word,
as in “surrounded by a protective structure”, but definitely so in its more
opprobrious gist, denoting the selling of stolen goods. After all, the
Government of Canada, to whom this largesse of 6.25 cents per acre was
directed, cannot be considered to have acquired any Canadian lands from
their original inhabitants other than by nefarious means, couched though
this may be in kinder terms to craft an acceptable history of the matter.

Not only does this smack of impropriety, but, since purchasing stolen
goods is also a felony, the Government of Canada was swinging a two-
edged sword of dishonesty in selling stolen property to unsuspecting, or,
at least, unsophisticated buyers who could easily be duped into believing
that all of this was on the up-and-up. After all, in what version of reality
would it be reasonable to expect a peasant from the other side of the
world to have the sophistication, never mind the effrontery, to question the
dealings of a sovereign government ensconced within that bastion of
integrity, the British Empire?!?

Yet | suspect that my forefathers and their ilk had some inkling that there
was mischief afoot. You don’t often fool a man whose people have for
centuries scrabbled a livelihood out of God’s good earth. Of course it was
good deal, and they knew it. And perhaps, schooled as they were by
centuries of deprivation, the windfall was seen just as a part of the way the
world works. Sometimes you win, and sometimes you lose, and it is a
rare man who folds a winning hand. So, | can find some acceptable
rationale for Grandpa taking the deal.

But | cannot find any redeeming virtues to ascribe to the role played by the
government of the day.



